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TO THE 


RIGHT HON. THE EARL OF CHARLEMONT. 


My Lobj), 

The name of Charlemont belongs to a brilliant period in 
Ireland’s history, when England, unable to protect the people 
she had enslaved, told them to protect themselves, and the slaves 
forged their broken fetters into swords. 

That was the glorious time when Ireland, Minerva-like, 
sjirang completely armed from the wrong-headed Jupiter. 

That period was partly the result of^ and not far removed 
from the time and circumstances of whudi the historic j)ortion 
of tliis story treats, and therefore I dedicate it to the Avorthy 
successor of the General-in-Chief of the Iiiisii Volunteers. 
Your Lordship's family Has ever stood by Ireland in tlie AVorst 
ol‘ times, and left a noble example that dcA’otcd patriotism is 
not inconsistent Avith spotless loyalty to the Sovereign. 

ft 

A false outcry has too often been raist^d against Ireland, that 

she Avill never be. quiet r"”—let any one, in j candid spirit, 

look to her history, past and present, and he Avill admit that 

no country so misgoverned could enjoy tranquillity. If her 

history were better known in the land tliat rules lier destinies, 

I think more of justice would accrue to her in public oj)luion; 

* 

and therefore have the humble efforts of my pen been directed 
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to sprinkle a few grains of instructive fact through the foi 
lowing fiction, hoping thus to coax the reader into a sense of 
even tardy justice to a country and a people amongst the finest 
in the world. 

However mucn I may have failed in this object, I am 
sure your Lordship will give me credit for the lionesty of 
the intention; and therefore, with the warmest expression of 
admiration for your Lordship’s patriotic spirit, I commend my 
work to your notice, and dedicate it to your merits. 

I have the honour to be. 

Your Lordship’s very hamU..,, 

and most obedient servant, 

SAMUEL LOVER. 


CuAHLss Stheet, Bermers Street. Londok. 
January 1844. 



A FEW WORDS ABOUT 
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If any reader should think the title of my book an odd one, and 
utter to himself, S. D. !—£ S. D.!—what does that mean ?’* 
-to him I beg, in Irish fusl)ion, to answer by puttinsr anottier ijues- 
•-ij, What docs it not inciiii ? ” These Roman initials for 
ouuds Shillings and Pence, have a more extended meaning than 
)uld be treated of in a Preface,—a deeper hold upon hunian affec- 
ons than many w'ould like to own. 'There is magic in this triumvirate 
■‘letters, which, representing money, governs the world,—Youth and 
;auty arc slaves to age and ugliness, by £ S. D. Valour and 
)od faith are beaten by cow'ardicc and treachery, through £ S. I), 
v^ars have begun, and peaces have been bought, through £ S. D. 
Rational rights and national wrongs have been based on £ S. D. 
|''lierc lies the root of most senatorial q\iestions ?—In £ S. D. 
he aspirations which stir our souls, under the name of ambition, 
•e too often but^thc illuminated letters, £ S. D. In short, the 
jldcn fleece is branded with £ S. D, 

In placing Irish Heirs and £ S. D. in juxta-position, I have 
ade an alliance quite in the spirit of a work of fiction, for, unfor- 
mately, the 1* mnds Shillings and Pence are not, in reality, the 
jvariablc concomitants in Irish Heirships. Irish Heirs too often 
nd themselves in the position of that particular one once described 
) an inquiring traveller by his Hibernian guide, who said that Mister 
O-and-So “ was lieir to five thousand a-year— titat was spent.** 



But sucli are the heirs for the author.-^1?hl|;e is uotlung to be said 
of B> uiaiji who inherits a fortune smoothly, Ims a regular respectable 
life, and dies Recently and quietly in his Out on all such! 

Were the world made up of these, what aiP unromantic world it 
would be I As Irish Heirs seldom have the luck to be such uninter¬ 
esting persons as these who have raised my indignation, they are 
the heirs after an author’s heart; and as their patrimonies mostly 
departed witli their forefathers, waifs and strays and money found 
must be considered legitimate Ifish Heirships; and with this decla- 
lation I start with a tale of Tueasore Trove, as the first of the 
series of £ S. D.; and, as I very respectfully present £ S. D. to 
the public, I hoj)e they will generously return £ S. D. to their 
obliged and grateful servant. 


^SAMUEL LOVEP 


Street, Berners Street, London, 

Janhary KJ, Jji'i?, 
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CIIAPTEll L 

It is about a hundred years ago that the hero of the following tale 
lived, and moved, and had his being.” He lived in the town of 
Galway, moved in the humbler walk of life, and had his being from 
one Denis Corkery, an honest and wealthy trader in the ancient town 
aforestiid, and Molly his wife. This son of Denis, however, w^as 
christened Edwai’d, in deference to his mother, who thought it more 
g(;nteel than Denis,—but Denis took his revenge by never calling 
him anything but Ned. 

Ned, however, inherited, in the female line, a desperate hankering 
after aU that belonged to the upper ranks. Even when a cliild, his 
very name sounded unpleasantly in his car; he would mumble over 
‘‘ CV)rkeiy” to himself in disgust, and widi he was called Bux*kc, or 
lllalto, oj* Fitzgerald, or Maenamara. As lie grew up, he looked 
wi.stfully after every well-mounted cavalier who pranced gallantly 
up the street, and the full-toned rumble of some grand family coadt 
was music to him, while the sharp rattld of a country car 'was 
nuisance. He wmuld run to the counter of his father’s shop and listem 
eagerly to the more refined accents of a la<fy or gentleman customer^ 
but he show'cd no desire for tliat place of business when vnlg;u*iaii% 
were eanying dh their traffic. These peculiarities of the boy (whose* 
mother died while he was young) were unnoticed by his faAer, a plaint ■ 
pains-taking man, who, having scrambled his w’ay upward from tlie. 
lowest class, had the ambition, so general in Ireland, to see his son pos¬ 
sess ‘‘ school knowledge,” the want of which he so much regretted,—^ 
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^ and,, perhapa, as men do other things of which they are not 

' '||oas^e^ gave him all the advantages of the best 

>^^hDcd> lMtlnn;^4^;^^h, whereby the boy profited so well, that the 
oyster^.noon of his pupil, and the father boked forward to 

the^lcultfvateC piind of his son with a prospective pleasure never to 
be realized; for all this but stilted the boy more and more above his 
natural level, fed the mental diseasil with which he was infected,—in 
short, to speak antithetically, strengthened his weakness. The more 
Ned learned, the more he liked gentility ; and when, having learned 
just enough to make him conceited, he retired finally from school, his 
fatlier’s friends and acquaintances, whom, with a profuse hospitality, 
the father gathered round him, %crc looked down upon for their 
ignorance and vulgarity; and the more the youth grew, the more 
repugnance he showed to engage in his fatlier’s trading, which could 
open to him no better company than the punch-drinking community 
amongst whom he was daily thrown. It may be questioned, liow 
a boy should entertain a dislike to vulgar company without ever liaving 
seen what wiis superior; many believing that we caxi only ari-ive at 
ixonelusions ujxon this subject by conqxarison. But the more observant 
may liave had occasion to remark, that, in some minds, there is a 
natural dislike to every thing coarse; and examples may be seen, even 
in the same family, of the wide difference often existing between 
children Avhose education has been equal, in their native adapfation 
to vulgar or refined habits. Ou a mind open to impressions, the 
slightest opportunities will suffice to stamp *tlie difference between 
vulgarity and good breeding. In his father’s s^hop, the boy had 
observed the contrast between tlie superior orders of his father’s 
customers and his father’s acquaintances. The stripling, further 
grown, on the neighbouring race-ground, was not insensible to the 
difference between the daughter of a farmer on her pillion, and the 
daughter of the squire on her side-saddle. The more refined accent 
of the one fell on his ear more graciously than the broad brogue of 
the other, and what produced a coarse laugh in the cDuntry girl awoke 
but the smile of the lady. Such things will always make their impres¬ 
sions on intelligent minds, let those who like say nay; for occasiqual 
glimpses of refinement may sometimes effect more results in a sen^jltvo 
shopkeeper than an academy of punctilio could produce upon an obtuse 
man of a higher grade. But, be this as it may, such an action was 
going f<frward in young Corkeiy’s mind, however it got there, and 
soon.hcgan to produce unhappiness between the father and son; not 
that ike latter ever openly expressed his feelings, but the former was 
shrewd enough to see, almost as soon as the other felt, this growing 
repugnance to the consequences of his station; and many was the 
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accusation of “ Puppy,” and ** Jackanapes,” hurled at poor Ned by 
the indignant trader, who occasionally, when moved overmuch, rdieved 
his mind by indulging in sundiy curses on the hour that “ put it into 
his head to rear up his own child to be ashamed of the fath&r that 
bore himj* Now tiiis was not fair to the youth, for it was not true, 
and only aggravated the cause of disunion. 

Did the stripling wish in retuisn he had never been educated ?—No. 
To whatever trials or troubles one may be exposed by education, 
however much it may render the feelings by cultivation more sensitive, 
and, consequently, more liable to be wounded, 1 believe none who ever 
possessed the prize would relinquish it. The utmost the young man 
ever ventured to retort, was the natural question—^if his fathel* could^ 
expect tliat education would not make some difference in him ? 

“ To be sure, 1 think it should make a differ. Tt should make 
you more knowledgable; but instead o’ that, it’s a fool it made o’ you. 
And it slioiild make you convarsible; but, instead o’ tliat, it’s the divil 
a word you’ll say to any body,—thinkin’ no one good enough to spake 
to you. And it should make you more ’cute in thrade by rayson of 
fractions, and algibera, and the cube root; and a betther marchant, by 
rayson of jogriphy, and a knowledge o’ foreign parts, and the like of 
that; but it’s thinkin’, I am, you turn up your nose at a marchant, 
my young masther; and it’s po’thry, and pagan hist’hry, and pan- 
thenions, you have crammed your numskull with, till there’s no room 
in it for common since, at all, at all. AYhat is it you’d like to do wid 
yourself, I’d like to know ? I suppose you’d fancy an aisy life, and 
would like to be put ’prentice to a bishop—eh ? Or, maybe, it’s a 
jintleman all out you’d like to be ? Well becomes you, indeed 
owld Corkery’s son .a jintleman, and his owld fnends laughin' 
at him!” • 

If the son attempted to slip in an apologetic phrase, as “ Indeed, 
sir!”—or, “ ’Pon my word, father!”—he was silenced directly with a 
“ Whisht, whisht, I tell you!—^howld your'tongue—didn’t I sec you- 
lookin’ at Miss Macnamara the other day ? Bad luck to you—how dar 
you lift your eyes to a Macnamara—the owlddst blood in the counthiy? 
The dirt on her shoes is too good for you, yqu puppy! ” 

“ Indeed, sir-” 

“ Whisht, I tell you!—shut your face, and give your red rag a 
holiday—^you’re too fond o* waggin’ it, so you are. The consayted 
dhrop’s in you, I tell you. What am I to do wid you ? Thrade’s not 
^ood enough for you! How genteel we are, to be sure!—your sarvant 
«ir! I suppose you’ll want to turn prodistint next. You’ll b§ of the 
ginteel religion, I go bail. I wouldn’t wonder! Faith, you’l^go to 
the divil yit, Ned. Oh, wirra! wirral” 
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The end of these frequent bickerings was, that Nod, to escape from 
his. father’s trade, his father’s a'eproaches, and his father’s friends, 
requested permission to go a voyage with the captain of a trading ship 
whom the old man chanced to know in tlie course of his business. 
This was not quite to the taste of cither of the parties,—the father 
disliking it decidedly, the .son only fooking forward to it as a step to 
something else. The latter, by reading romantic scraps of sea voyages, 
got bis imagination inflamed with the charms of nauticid adventure. 
The former made a long calculation that a voyi^e in a trading ship. 
was at least a step towards commerce, and hoped that when his son* 
should be sufficiently tired of “ sailoring,” as he called it, he might 
sqttle dotv^n into a mercantile man. 

Under these circumstances it was agreed between the parties that 
three months should elapse before tlie decisive step should be taken, 
after which time, if Ned found he could not settle down to business at 
once, his father consented to lot him try the sea. During these three 
months, therefore, Ned had more liberty and fewCT reproaches than he 
l&d ever known in his life,—the father hoping, by such indulgence on 
his part, to make the shore more agreeable, and the sea less tempting; 
and Ned was not slow to take advantage of this leave. 

Among other amusements, Ned especially loved horse-racing; and a 
forthcoming trial of strength between some of the best horses and most 
dashing bloods in the country promised rare sport, and set the pleasure- 
goers on the tip-toe of expectation. At the approaching races, one 
match beyond all others excited most interest, to be run between a pair 
of celebrated horses ridden by their owners, both of sporting notoriety, 
but of very different characters,—the one being rather conceited and 
stnnd-offin his manners, the other familiar and frank; the former being 
satisfied of his great attraction among the fair sei,—the latter quite as 
anxious for, but not quite so sure of, their smiles; Mr. Daly being per- ■ 
fcctly certain he had but to asknnd have favours, while young Kirwan 
(or Kierawawriy as the admiring peasants called him) was grateful for 
*os much as was granted. They were both handsome, only that the 
good looks of the latter were increased by the expression of gay good ' 
humour that played on his sportive countenance, while the tetnper of 
the former often militated against more than his good looks. 

On the day of the race in question the neighbouring town poured 
finUt the sport-loving portion of its inhabitants, and the peasant popu¬ 
lation were, as usual, in great force on the race ground. As the hour of 
trial drew near, so did die ponderous carriages-ahd-fonr of the gentry^ 
with the gay bavalcade of the rank and younger beauty of the neigh- 
bonrhoaa^fiioso heavy saddles, studded with silver nails and omu- 
mentedlKllpi gold fringe, marked a distinction in rank which the plaurar 
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equestrian appointments of our timfi do not indieate. Amongst ikew 
beauties was the identical Miss Macnamara, to whose pretty face Ned 
had been acoused by his indignant fistlter of lifting his eyes, and may¬ 
be Ned was not there in time to catch the first glimpse the graceful 
Amazon as she cantered up the course towards the group of carru^es 
and glittering cavalcade that clustered round the winning post. 

But ah!—^fleeting is the triumph of beauty!—even the triumph 
achieved over the hearts of despairing burghers. Before Miss Mac- 
namara had arrived, a newer and more commanding helle had displaced 
her ill the heart of the susceptible Ned, who stood transfix^ as he 
gazed on the fiice of a young and lovely girl whose beauty attracted 
universal attention, as she took up her place beside a i^terndooking, 
man of middle age, whose costume of somewhat heavier cut than that 
of the gentry surrounding, and bronzed visage, imparted a foreign air 
to his appearance. A servant^ mounted on a stout horse, was in 
attendance upon them, and many questions passed amongst the assem¬ 
bled throng touching “ who tliey were,” but no one knew. ' Ned took 
up the closest position he could maintain near them, and while he '' 
feasted his eyes on the unknown beauty, little dreamt of the damage ho 
was doing to his heart all the time.—It was that sort of entrancem^t 
which woman alone can achieve, and which tongue or pen cannot tdl, 
and those can only know who have felt; therefore wo shall say nothing 
about it, but leave it to the imagination or sympathy of tbe reader 
to guess or feel how Ned was suddenly enslaved. 

A shout disturbed him from his trance;—^it was the appearance of 
the racers, who paced before the assemblage of the elite as th^ passed 
onwards towards the starting post. The usual bustle of the moment 
prevailed—the admiration of the horses, the expression of hopes for 
one and doubts of another, the excitement of betting, the watchfulness 
of the start; and then, as the changes of the race round the plain were, 
perceptible, the intenser interest of the brief struggle, till *the last 
breathless moment of suspense, when the Straining steeds, uiged to 
their utmost energies, ore seen coming up to the goal—the sod resounds . 
beneath their rapid stroke—the thunder ^icreases—the very earth 
trembles-—they, seem to fly!—they ore past!!?—a shout rends the sky!!! 
—^the race is over. 

Brief pleasure!—not so the pain for those who have lost their money. 
Sudi were races then—as they ore now*—tkiy mer,e eomenAat 
honester. 

That race being over, the most interesting contest of the day ^was ; 
next. in auecession. The company had not long to wait;-<«a cheOT an*. > 
nounced the approach of Mr. Daly, who, mounted on a q>lendid hmniB . 
and exqniritdiy dressed, approadiiod the |ffiiicipal>g9(|^|> of i^jecHlan. 
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lie paraded up and down for some time, manifestly pleased to exhilnt 
liimbelf and kis horse, and a furtive glance cast into the principal 
carriages betrayed his desire to know how much he was admired. 

While he was thus amusing himself, a thundering shout, mingled with 
roars of laughter, disturbed his serenity, which w'os soon overcast by 
an expression of the darkest anger as he saw the cause of the clieers 
and the merriment, which were provoked by the appearance of young 
Kirwan,»canteriug up towards the group of rank and beauty on a 
shaggy little pony without a saddle, while he himself was attired in a 
coarse fri^e jacket, tied round his middle witli a straw rope, while on 
his head, instead of hunting cap, a peasant’s cauheen^ with a gad * for 
hatband, holding a dhudeen,^ was rakishly stuck on one side. From 
under this hat Kirwon’s sportive smiles displayed his white teetli, as he 
rode laughing up and down along the line of cai’riagcs, whence answer* 
ing mirthful recognition was showered upon him, while his rival horse¬ 
man could not conceal Ids rage at thus having his tiim attire ridiculed 
as it were; he approached Kirwan, and said with as much calmness as 
-he could command, 

“ Do you mean this for a joke or an aifront, Mr. Kirwan?” 

“ A joke, to be sure.” 

“ It is a very bad one, then, sir.” 

Sure an affront would be worse.” 

“ It may be so,” said the other, putting spurs to his horse, intending 
to gallop to the starting post; but the horse, an ill-tempered animal, 
instead of obeying tlds suiniuons as it wiis meant, plunged violently 
and engaged in an angry struggle with his rider, who finally conquered, 
however, and rode him to the post. 

This was all Kirwan wanted;—he knew the horse and rider were 
both ill-tempered, and his grotesque dress was assumed for the purpose 
of provoking the fury of the animal through the vanity of his master, 
imd thus, with a horse of inferior power, but gentler nature, securing 
the winning of the race. After making a few jokes with the ladies, who 
%vere yet enjoying his absurd costume, he cantered his pony after his 
angry rival, and, on arriving at the starting post, alighted, luid sprang ■ 
into the saddle of the racer, Avhich was there held in waiting for him. 
After some false starts, arising from the sulky horse of Mr. DsUy, 
“*\Vhip, spur, and away!” vrere successfully answered to, and off went 
the competitors. But tlie tustle between Daly and his steed were fatal 
to his hopes.—If there be a time when horse and man should, as 
the Mexicans imagined, be one animal, it is in tlie race; if they go 
not*together^hey go not at all.—For a time the race was contested;, 

^ A peeled osier twisted. 


t Stomp of a pipe. 
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but the temper of Daly’s horse, once roused, was irretrievable, and 
the brute, bolting at the last turn,. Kirwan won in a canter. 

The shouts of Kierarmun! Kierarvaun!! were deafening, and Daly 
made the best of his way to the stables. 

Immediately after this race, while Ned was bestowing*his attention 
on the fair unknown, the gentleman with whom she rode addressed 
some words to her, and afterwards to their attendant, and she at once 
cantered off the course, followed by the servant, while he of the bronzed 
visage followed in an opposite direction, in the*wake of the crowd,, 
which, as soon as the heat was over, rapidly cleared the course, a^d 
hurried to an adjoining field, where cock-fighting occupied tlie inter*^ 
vals between the races. The cock-pit was very simple in its construc¬ 
tion—^no regularly levelled platform for the combatants, nor inclined 
planes of seats for the sj>ectators. The fairest portion of a pasture 
ground was taken for the field of battle—a circle, marked by fi’esh-cut 
twigs stuck in the earth, around which gentle and simple crowded and 
got a sight of the sport as best they might,—^tlie gentle mostly 
mounted, it is true, who thus overtopped their neighbouring pedes¬ 
trians; but often, as a late ajiTival on horseback placed the new comer 
beyond tlie point of view, he would dismount, and leaving his horse to 
the care of some giUtjy push amongst tlie mass of the peasants, who 
made ready way as his i)resencc declaimed him to he of the upper class, 
while, if “ the handlers” within the ring caught sight of such a per¬ 
sonage, they urged the populace to give place by strong representations 
of their unworthiness to see the sport before their betters. 

” Back out o’ that, Dimpsy, I tell you!—Is it stoppin’ his honour 
o’Menlough you’d be?” , 

Dimpsy made himself as small as possible, and tbc Blake came 
forward. 

“Cock you up, Shaughftessy, and is it you ’ud see the cock-fight 
afore tlie quality?—Make way for his honour, Misthcr Lynch.” 

Shauglinessy squeezed back, and Mr. Lynch pressed fonrard, while 
another handsomely dressed candidate for the front row followed in 
his wake. 

The handlers shouted, “ Way for his honour the honourable Misther 
Daly—hurra ! for Dunsandle ! way I bid ye !” 

While such exclamations were ringing on every side, and the crowd 
swaying to and fro, Ned had obtained a foremost place amidst the by¬ 
standers around the ring, and observed, conspicuous amongst the 
horsemen, him of the foi’eign aspect. 

His attention, however, was more forcibly airested by the presence 
of a blind man, who struggled hard to keep a foremost place in the 
ring, and whose endeavours for such accommodation every one of the 
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peasantij seemed grilling to aid, while kindly expressions towards his 
pitiable state were mingled with merry allunons to the utter usdess- 
ness of onh deprived of sight occupying a front rank to nee the sport. 
But at the same time that this mingled pity and merriment went for¬ 
ward, there seftned to exist a degree of respect towards the man, quite 
at variance with pity or jesting, and difficult to account for, but for 
the leathcra pouch at his side, whence some ivory-tipped tubes of box¬ 
wood protrudal, and showed cause for the affectionate attention of the 
peasants.—He was a ^per ; and who, in. the Land of Song, would not 
staqd well with the minstrel ?—one, ever prized in Ireland, through 
the^dlost endearing associations, eitlier as the traflitionnl transmitter 
^ of ancient bardic effusions at tlie wake., tlie mirthful stimulator of 
nimble feet at the fair, the contributor to love or fun in mu.«ieal plaint 
pr planxly ; or, perchance, the exciter of sensations darker and more 
secret, by the. outpouring of some significant strain which had hidden 
meaning in its phraaes, and bore hope and triumph in its wild cadence. 

All the influence arising from such causes Phaidrig-na-jHh* held 
pre-eminently ; and Stand fast, Phaidrig,” and “ I’m with you, 
Phaidrig,” and “ Hold by me,-Phaidrig,” were amongst the tjaculatious 
which greeted the piper, as offers of assistance were made to him on 
jdl sides. The “ dark” f man was pitied, though the blind witness of 
cockfighting might make food for mirth. But, though he could not 
see, he took de.ep interest in tlie savage sport, and would bet on the 
• fate of tlic battles, inquiring only who was tlie owner of the birds, 
and what their colours; on knowing these, liis knowledge of tlic 
variems breeds of the cocks would decide him in backing the comba¬ 
tants, and mjostly he was riglit in his selections. 

TJio ring was now cjwwded to suffocation, and a movement between 
the handlers promised a commenctunen^ of the encounter, when a 
fresh commotion in the crowd indicated anotlicr strugglcr from the 
rear to the front. He was cauglit sight of by the officials within the 
ring, and “ Room!’ was called for his honour Misther Bodkin ; but the 
serried mass seemed too compact to admit of another being. “ Arrah, 
boys, is it keeping out Misther Bodkin you’d be ?” 

“ Faix, and if he was a needle instead of a bodkin, 'twould be hard 
for him to get in here,” said Phaidrig. 

** Sure he’s like a needle in one respect, any how,” returned the 
handler—“ he has an eye in him; and as you have not, you might give 
Jiim your place, and stand behind.” 

**Sure, if Pm blind, that’s a rayson I should have a front place,” 
lays Phaidrig, " as a man with eyes has a better chance of seeing.” 

The crowd pidd .the good-natured tribute of a laugh to Pliaidrig’s 
* Patri^ of the Pipes. ' ^ f A phrase applied to the blindif 
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pleasantry upon his own misfortune, and the handler sought another 
person to displace for his honour JMisthor Bodkin,, who at length got 
into the front, and the battle began. 

The iiAUtd hasty offers and acceptances of wagers on the contending 
birdfi i-juig in rapid succession among tlie mounted gentlemen in the 
crowd, and those who held the front staiiding*-places in tJie circle. 
It wa.-. tlio first time Ned luid ever seen a cockfight, and his attention 
was distracted for a time between the fierce conflict of the birds and 
the snuuds of triumph or disnuiy. which followed the blows or the falls 
of eitlicr, and the bets which were otFei'ed or doubled in conseiiueuce ; 
but uil these gave place at last to observation of the.blind man, whoite 
excitement surpassed that of all othcj s as the fight proceeded, and who 
apj)earcd by his exclamations to know, as well as those who could see. 
tlie vicisvsitudes of tljc battle ; his sense of hearing seemed to give him 
tlie ])o\vcr of distinguisldng between the strdl^es of the combatants, as 
an oceasioiuil exclamation of “Well done, red cock!” sufficiently 
provt'd ; and the crow of each bird seemed as familiar to liis ear as the 
voice of an acquaintance. 

The fight between the first pair of cocks was over, and a fresh pair 
produced : as they were brought into tlie ring, one of them challengeJ. 
and on hearing his bold, clarion-like defiance, Phaidrig’s countenance 
brightcncil, as he exchiimed, “ That’s the cock for winning—1 know 
his shout—’tis the Sarsfield breed.” 

“ Tlmt is not the name 1 give the breed,” said a handsome cavalier, 
of noble appearance, who was mounted on a splendid horse. 

“ But that is the breed, my lord,” said Phaidrig, nowise daunted by 
the voice r»f the nobleman ; “ sure 1 know it, egg and bird, for long 
ago—and what better name could a bowld breed have?” 

Piiaidrig’s answer was relished by the crowd, who evinced their 
pleasure liy a low, chuckling murmur, over which the voice of the 
noblmmin was heard rather reprovingly to the piper, telling him “ his 
chanter* was too loud.” 

“ Sure the noble Clanrickarde should, be the last to turn a deaf ear 
to the name,” retorted Phaidrig, “ when onec. of the fair daughters of 
Dc Burgo was wife to the bold Sarsfield.” 

“ Put down the cocks,” said Lord Clanrickarde, anxious to terminate 
the parley. 

As the birds were set opposite to each other, the strange cavalier 
exclaimed, “ Five guineas on the black bird.” 

As the Pretender was known to be often designated in Ireland under 
the sobriquet of the “ black bird,” every eye was turned towards the 


* The principal pip^||p;the set 
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stranger as he uttered the words, and aiigiy glances, as well as those 
of admiration, were bent on him,—the angry ones openly, from the 
consciousness that those who gave them were backed by authority, — 
the otliers, timidly and furtively, as indicating an unlawful desire. 

A stern horseman beside the stranger, in answer to his offered bet, 
said, “ The black cocli you mean.” 

“ The black bird !” returned the stranger. 

The cock !” repeated his neighbour. 

A cock is a bird, sir, I believe,” thcjstranger returned, coldly, and 
then repeated his bet, “ Five guineas on the black bird!” 

“ Done!” said his stern neighbour, more influenced by the spirit of 
politietd opposition than cockfighting.' 

This altercation had so far operated on the handlers, that they 
paused in their duties, and the battle did not begin until the word 
** Done” had been uttered; then the birds were let loose, and rushed 
eagerly on each other. 

- An interest was imparted to the contest beyond that of the mere sport, 
from tlie words by w'hich it was preluded; and the spectators saw 
in the two cocks the champions, as it were, of two parties; and 
hopes and fears, almost superstitious, wefe attached to each stroke of 
the combatants, whose blows were exchanged fieredy and rapidly, 
for both the birds were high game. At last the black received a 
double stroke of his adversary’s spurs, which brought him to tlie 
ground, and a cheer of triumph rose from the surrounding gentry, as 
the handlers rushed forward to disengage the birds. 

“ Two to one on the red!” cried several gentlemen, and another 
cheer arose on their part, while a breathless silence reigned amid the 
crowd of peasants, foremost amongst ^hom Phaidrig-na-pib bent his 
head over the ring in the act of eager listening. 

“ *Twas only a body blow, you say,” muttered Phaidrig to a neigh¬ 
bour. 

** Yes,” whispered the other. 

“ Then, no matter,” said the piper; “ he’ll bide his time and hit his 
match in the head. I know the breed well—they always stiike for the 
head.” 

The birds were again set in opposition. The black went in boldly, 
and made a vigorous dash at his enemy. 

« Well done I—he’s strong yet!” muttered Phaidrig. 

A.hold bout now ensued between the birds; their wings flapped; 
fier<^ly against each other, and some ugly blows were exchanged, but 
it was evident that the double stroke the black had received was 
^KteUing against him; he bled ^fusely, and exhibited symptoms of 
w^ness, yet still his courage q||||pd not, and he continued to exchange 
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blows, until anotlier heavy stroke from the red brought him down, and 
a fr^h shout of triumph rose from the gentlemen. 

“ Behold the fate of your * block bird* now, sir!” said he of the 
stern visage to the stranger. 

“ A battle is not lost till it is won, sir,” was the answer. 

A dead silence ensued, daring which the handlers were counting 
time, for the victorious red cock, having disengaged himself, was left 
to tread the field in triumph, while his sable adversary lay drooping on 
the ground, which was stained witli his life-blood. 

For a few seconds the red eyed his stricken foe, and stood as if on 
guard, in expectation of a fresh attack; but when he saw his head 
gradually droop, he seemed at once to understand that so bold an 
adversary must be beaten, or he would return to the assault, and with 
an air of conquest he stepped proudly towards him,iand standing right 
over him, flapping his wings, and raising his head to its proudest 
lieiglit, he crowed his triumph over his fallen foe. 

The sound acted like magic on the dying bird. The trumpet of 
victory could not more have stirred the heart of a vanquished hero. 
It was manifest the cock could not have struck another blow, if his 
enemy had not crowed over him; but the insult roused him at his last 
gasp, and the defenceless position of his foe placed him within the 
reach of vengeance. And vengeance was the Avork of an instant; he 
made one convulsive spring from tlie ground, and his spurs clashed 
together through the br.ain of his exulting adversary, who dropped 
dead under the expiring victor. A wild shout rose from the pea¬ 
santry, and vexation was depicted in the countenances of the gentry. 

“Is he dead?” asked the mvner of the red cock. 

“ As a stone, your honour,” answered the handler. 

“ And there goes the black nowsaid the other liandler, as the 
gallant bird stretched himself in death. “ *Tis a pity, such a bit of 
game should ever die!” 

“ Give him into my hands here, for one minute,” cried Phaidrig-na- 
pib; whose request was granted by the handler. 

Phaidrig pressed the bird to his heart, and in his native language 
vented a wild out-pouring of eloquent lament for the “ black hird^^ 
in which many an allusion of an exciting character was caught up by 
the populace; and Lord Clanrickarde, not approving of the temper they 
.exhibited, very judiciously put an end to the cock-fight, by saying it 
was time to run the last heat of the race. 

He gave example to the gentry by his own act of galloping at ^>nce 
to the winqing post, and was followed by a crowd of horsemen, most 
of ^hom cursed the unlucky chance of the fight. The peasantry drew 
off in another direction, in the train of Thaidrig-na-pib, who, “ yokihg^ 
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his pipes, poured forth the spirit- stiiring strain of “ The SluchVtrd^ 
and the slirill chanter, as it rang across the plain, to such admirable 
music, but questionable loyalty, was— 

“ TTopleasing most to noble ears.” 




(With spirit, but not too fast.) 
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^IbC'SVH 

CHAPTER n. 


Aftkr this day of excitement, the night brought, with its darkness, 
silence, also, over tiie town of Galway; acA to judge from the quiet 
within its narrow streftLS, out of doors, one might think it brought 
peace likewise; but it was not so. Could the interior of many of its 
ancient domiciles be seen, the excitement of more than wine would 
have been apparent, and the turn the cock-fight assumed brought 
from its lurking-place many a feeling laid by, as the possessor thought^ 
for ever. But such feelings, like our great grandmothers* state suits, 
were too often laid by only to be brought out on favourite occasions, 
and sometimes, more unfortunately, were left as heirlooms. And 
though it is long since we have laughed at this custom of our grand¬ 
mothers, the other Ave have likened to it has, unforturititely, long 
survived it, and is only now left olf because, thank Heaven, it isivorri 
out. Party ydll lose i# pattern as well as silk, and time crush the 
stiffness of creeds sis aa'cII as brocades; hoops and Avigs will fiatten 
and r<«o, their beauty in spite oC buckram and powder, and othez 
high things, as well as high-heeled shoes, be content to come down 
to a reasonable level. 

But, to return to Galway; many a dimicr and an after-bout ol 
drinking the. tOAvn saw that day, comprising the proudest names and 
the humblest. A sporting occas on, such as the one just mentioned) 
is sure to spread the board, even in our degenerate times, Avhlch art 
as nothing, if we may believe chronicles, to those of our fathers, 
when the “ pottle-dccp” potations were in vogue, and a more indis* 
criminate hospitality exercised. It will not be wondered at, therefore, 
that, at a later hour of the night, many a hot-headed blade had tc 
traverse the dark town, more ready to- give than take an affront, and 
the better-humoured x’eady, at least, for sport,” which, after dinner, 
in all times, meant giving somebody else annoyance, and bears th< 
same definition to this day. 

Ned Corkery was one of the out-of-door people, who was returning 
after a dinner, to the parent roof, Airhere he expected a reprimand foi 
staying out so late, Afhen his attention was attracted by a lantern, 
borne by a gentleman, on whose arm a lady leaned; and, as Nec 
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passed, the light of the lantern, flashing on her face, discovered the 
features of the beautiful girl who had so smitten him on the race- 
course. lie paused' as they passed; they were' followed by a blind 
man and liis dog, and Phawbd^^na-pib was. easily recognised. Ned 
followed the light of the lantern with longing eyes, knowing it showed 
the fairy foot of the sweet girl where to pick her steps; and when a 
projecting abutment of one of the ponderous old edifices v.'ith M'hich 
the town abounds to this day screened the lantern’s gleam, he could 
not resist' following. A thought of his father’s additional anger for 
every additional minute came over him; but the desire to know 
where that matchless girl lodged was a superior consideration, and he 
pursued the magic lantern—to him, a magic lantern indeed! for, 
strange and wild were the shapes which, through its agency, his 
future life assumed. 

He had not followed far, when the party stopped, in consequence 
of a servant saying he had dropped some money, and begging of the 
gentleman to lend him his lanteni to search for it. The request was 
granted, and, after a few seconds, tlie man joyfully exclaimed, he had 
found the money, and, laying the lantern at the gentleman’s feet, ran 
off*. He who had conferred the obligation, remarked, that he thought 
the man* might have been civil enough to hand him the lantci-n he had 
lent; but how much greater was his surprise, when, as he stooped to 
take it, the lantern was pulled suddenly u^vards, till it swung from a 
projecting beam abowe; and a loud laugh from a distant pa^ of the 
street showed it was a practical joke which had been played oflF upon 
the unsuspecting stranger, the servant of this^“ sportive” party only 
having feigned the loss of the money, and, while he aifected to look for 
it, tying to the ring of the lantern a string, which was pulled by the 
remote jokers I The gentleman was very indignant, and shouted 
loudly some opprobrious names, meant for the persons who'had treated 
him *80 scurvily; and, at the same moment, Ned advanced, requesting 
him to be calm, as he would recover the light for him. The stranger 
thought this might be some fresh jest, and intimated as much; but 
Ned assured him he would scorn conduct so “ ungentlemanly,” and 
requested immediately that Phaidrig would stand beside the heavy 
porch of an old doorway, and enable him thereby to clamber upwards. 
The suggestion was obeyed; ilie youth sprang upon the shoulders of 
the stout piper, laid hold of the projecting entablatui’e of the ponderous 
masonry, and twiniiiig bis legs round one of the pillars which supported 
it, thus climbed his way to the top o&tbe pediment, whence he was 
enabled to r^di the beam where the lantern swung. As he was about to 
lay hands it; tjie string which the distant |Jhrty held was relaxed, the 
lantern lowered, and Ned near tumbling. A fresli laugh was raised, and 
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another curse uttered by the impatient gentleman ; but when Phoidrig 
was told what had occuiTed, he called his dog, and placing him on his 
shoulders, and stooping, that the animal might gain a spring from his 
back, cried, “ Seize it, Turlough” * The dog obeyed the command, 
sprang at tln^lontcrn, and laying hold with tooth and limb, clung to it; 
but the string was sufficiently powerful to haul up both dog and light 
to the beam, which fresh trick vasmccomplished; but Ned was enabled 
to catch tlie rope, and seizing the dog, drew him, and with him the 
hintem, to the platform on which ho stood, and, spite of tlie tugging 
of the pally w'ho still bellowed- forth their laughter, held fast, till he 
was enabled to cut the cord, and regain the light. This he lowered to 
liis friends beneath, and began to descend himself, when he heard the 
rush of tlie defeated jesters coming forward to make good the capture 
of the lantern by downright assault. He hastened his descent,.there¬ 
fore, and sprang to tlie ground, just as he heard a voice from the 
assaulting party exclaim, as the light flashed on the face of tho 
stranger, “ ’Tis he, by Heaven :—down with the traitor!” 

“ Misther Daly, I know your voice,” cried Phaidrig-na-pib, “ taka- ^ 
care what you’re about!” 

“ Ha! you rebel rascal!” cried another voice, “ you there, too?” 

“ That’s Misther Burke,” said Phaidrig; “ you’d betther not brake 
the pace, gintlemin, or see what tlie mayor will be saying to you 
to-morrow morning! ”' ** 

There was a momentary paaley among the bloods; but an angry 
voice (it was Daly’s) was heard above them all, saying, By Heaven, 
I’ll take,him on my own responsibility!” 

At the same moment, his sword flashed in the lamp-light, and the 
stranger, knowing the disadvaxilage in a fight a light is to him who 
liolds it, extinguished it promptly, and drew his sword. His daughter 
clung to him. • 

" Nell, release me,” he said, in a low voice, as he freed himself from 
lhe» obedient gii-1, who now eagerly seized the arm of any other pro¬ 
tector, and that arm was Ned s. He felt the might of giants, and the 
pourage of heroes, at the touch. 

“ Seize him ! ” again shouted the enraged Daly. 

“ Beware, sir,” returned the calm but determined voice of the stranger, 
Avho stood on his defence. It was only in time, for his blade encoun¬ 
tered that of his assailant. The clashing of the swords was the signal 
lor a general fight. That between Daly and the stranger was brief, 
for the latter was an able sAvordsman, and, in the dark, had the advan¬ 
tage, as being supei ior in feeling his adversary’s blade. A few passes 
convinced Daly he had enough to do, and a few more made him quite- 
sure the surgeon would have something to do next, foi^he received fk 

* Aoglice, “ Thunderer.” 

O 
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severe tltrust in the sword arm. His friends, on iindin^ he was 
wounded, became savage, and rushed on more fiercely, but tliey were 
held at bay; for the blind man's keen sense of hearing enabled him to 
strike with his heavy stick with wondrous precision; and, as toon as 
the dog heard his voice engaged in the fray, the snappish whining 
which he had uttered on the top of the portico in his desire to get down, 
was changed for a fiei*ce yell, anfi springing into the midst of the 
combatants, he gave the first on whom he alighted an unpleasant 
memento of the night’s amusement. Then, cheered by the voice of 
his master, he bit at their legs, and gave sueh terrible annoyance, that 
thj o<lds wer<* lessened against the. little party which yet held the 
portico; but still numbers were against them. Fortunately, however, 
they were enabled, from their position, to keep a close front, the 
portico in their rear forming a defence for the lady, and leaving her 
protectors at ease upon her account, certain she could receive no injury 
nmid the stonn of blows which were falling thick and fast. -Ned 
had wrested a sword from the first assailant who had fallen foul of 
him, and though his position in life debarred him from wearing one, 
he nevertheless knew its use,, his genteel propensities having urged 
him to learn fencing from an old sergeant, who had seen service in the 
Netherlands. Ned poked away fearlessly, and pricked one. of the 
party pretty smartly, so that the bloods, finding themseh cs so stoutly 
resisted, and two of their set wmuflded, w'ere*fain to beat a rein at, 
venting curses, and tlircatening vengeance. It may be imagiuod there 
was no desire to follow thorn; the moment the road was free, the little, 
party who held the portico liurried dowui the street in an opposite 
dircetion, when, to their dismay, t,wo men, bearing lanterns, led by a 
gentleman who seemed hurrying to the scene of action, appeared 
coming round an adjacent comer, the leader exclaiming— 

“ Peace in tlfe king’s name ! keep the peace.” 

*‘^By Jakers, that’s the mayor !” said Pliaidrig. 

“ Then strike out the lights, and let us force our W'ay past them,” 
cried tJie stranger, with more of anxiety in his manner than he had 
yet exhibited. “ You take the riglit hand one,” said he to Ned— 
** I’ll manage the otlier.” 

With thi.s determination they advanced, and the demand of the 
mayor to “ stand in the king’s name,” was answered by each lantern- 
bearer being attacked. ' He who fell to the stranger’s share was over¬ 
powered instantly, and the heel of his heavy hoot went crash tlurough 
'the lantern ; the other was yet tustling with Ned, when the' stranger 
turned to his assistance, but, in engaging in this service, ho himself was 
collared by the mayor; whereupon Ned, who had got disengaged, 
bestowed suiii a hearty blow under the worthy mayor’s ear, that tho 
portlyfdignitary measured his length beside the first lantern-hearer. 
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over whom he tumbled, as the other was in tlic act of rising ; this lefl; 
the third quite helpless, and after laying him sprawling, and extm> 
guishJng the light, the adventurous little party ran for it, tie bhnd man 
leading at a smart trot, his dog keeping close to him, a little way in 
advance. 

“ Take care of yourself, Phaidrig,” said the stranger, as ho hurried 
after with his dai^hter, beside whSm Ned kept up his guard at the 
other side. 

« Never fear me,” answered the piper, “ witli the help o’ Turlou^h, 

I couH thread the darkest lane fn Hie town without spoiling my beauty 
—mind, a sharp turn to the left here—^that’s it,” and they dived down 
a narrow alley, as he spoke. “ Divil a light we want as far as ^ding 
the way goes, only the young misthrcss will slop her party little feet; 
but dirt rubs out aisier than the grip of the mayor’s bailifis—Whisht T* 
—and he paused a moment—“ by the powers they arc afther us hue 
and cry—^Iiuny! hurry!” He quickened his pace, and after one or 
two more windings, which were executed in silence, the dog Bto{q)ed 
])cfore an entrance, and began scraping at tlie door fiercely. 

Elnock, Phaidrig,” said the stranger. 

“ No, your honour—^no—the knock might be heard by our pursuer^ 
and the scratching can’t—but will give them within notice.” 

Tlie result proved Phaidrig right; a stop was heard stirring inride 
the house, and soon after the drawing of a bolt and an open dpigir 
admitted the fugitives to a timely sanctuary, for the sliout of purslait 
was heard at*the entrance of the “ close,” and the portal was barely shdt 
and barred, when the heavy tramp of men was heard rushing past, the 
hunters little suspecting that the tlpckncss of a plank only was,between 
them and tbe prey they sought. 

The party within made no move till the tramp of the imrsuers died 
away in the distance, then Phaidrig, with a low chuckle spoke. “ Close 
work,” said he, “ as the undher millstone said to the upper, when there 
was no corn.” 

“ ’Twould have been gi-inding work, sure enough, hadwc been taken,” 
said the stranger.—“ You tremble, Nell,” sypid he in a gentler tone to 
the girl. 

She only answered by a long-draw'n brcatli. 

All safe now, my lady,” said Phaidrig; “ put your little hand on 
my arm, and Til lead you—'for we must have no light.” 

She obeyed his siunmons, and was led by the blind man into ua 
apartment, where the low embers of a fire gave a faint glimmer, and 
where the sound of rushing watera was heard. 

The rest of the party followed. 

** Could you get the boat ready soon ?” said Phaidrig.- 

He* who had opened the door answered in tbe affirmative. 

c 2 . V' 
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“ Then w« had better cross the river, your honour,” said the piper ; 
" for it might come into their heads, them haythens of bailiffs, to go 
searching the neighbourhood, and once we are over the wather into 
'the Cladagh, we are safe, for it*s more nor a mile round by the bridge, 
and they could never catch us, even if they got the scent.—Bad luck 
to the mayor, though he’s a worthy man ! why did he come out at all ? 
it was no harm pinking the bloods, for that’s as common as bad luck, 
but knockin’ down the mayor will make a stir, I tell you, in Galway, 
where ^ey are so jiroud o* their privileges—tliere is no standin’ tlie 
consait of the mayors of Galway, ever since Walther Lynch hanged 
his son—get ready the boat, Mike.” 

The stranger now addi-essed Ned in terms of thankfulness for his 
hrst polite assistance, and fur his gallant bearing in the riot, and con¬ 
cluded* by expressing his regret that he should have been involved in 
such a serious brawk with hopes it would be of no matcjrial injury to him. 

“ Faix, he’s in tlirouble, I tell you,” said Phaidrig. Sure it was 
himself that gave the mayor the ‘poltlwge that upset him—faix, my 
y-oung masther, you have a delicate taste, considering your youth and 
inexperience, that notliing less than a mayor would sarve you.” 

’■ «’Twas in my defence,” said the stranger; “ and I regret, young 
sir,” said he to Ned, tliat my circumstances are not such as to offer 
you protection adequate to the risk you have encoujilered for my sake.” 

made a ilourisliing speech here, declaring he never was so 
hippy in his life—that to render a service to a gcntlcypan—and—a 
lady—and Ned stammered as he dared to allude to the lovely cause of 
his dilemma. 

“ Indped, sir, I thank you,” saidithe girl, in a sweet voice. 

Ned felt more than rewarded, even if he fell into the power of the 
offended magistrate. 

Phaidrig here quitted tlie chamber, to “ hurry Mike with the boat,” 
as he said ; but as he left the room, another person entered, and 
approached the stranger and his daughter, with whom lie conversed 
in an under tone ; and even the glimmering light cast by tlie fire, 
enabled JSdward to see that Ids bearing towards both indicated the 
most intimate familiarity between the parties. In a favr minutes the 
father Avas silent, and the conversation continued in low Avldspers 
between the. lady and the young cavalier, while the father, as if lost 
in, tiiouglit, thrOAV himself into an old chair that stood before the 
fu^-place, and, as if unconsciously, began to stir the dying embers 
with the too of his heavy riding boot. A bright flame flickered 
from tlie smouldering heap, and revealed to Edward the person of 
young Kirwan, whose attitude was expressive of the most i^voted 
attention, as he still continued to converse, ia whispers, wi& the 
attentive girL 
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Edward felt anything but comfortable, aa he witaeaaed the ooiHtly 
address of the handsome Eirwan to the lady. The folly of sudh la 
feeling was apparent to himself, yet still he could not conquer it; the 
influence that bad been cast orer him by his admiration of the morn> 
ing, and the adventure of t^ie night, seemed to himself as extraordinary 
ns it was unreasonable. Why should he be angered that the gay and 
gallant Eirwan should pay his court to a lady of his own rank, immea¬ 
surably above a trader’s son, and to whom lie might nut address a phrase 
beyond that of the humblest courtesy ? His heart could only answer 
with a sigh! This bcihg, whom he had seen but twdve hours since, 
Avith whom he had not exchanged twelve words, and to whom he dare 
not aspire, nevertheless had filled his heart with passion ; the pang t»f 
hopeless love was there, aggravated by the- seeming favour in whicki 
another Avas held, and poor Ned became the prey of a jealousy as 
intense as it Avns absurd. 

With a painful watclifulness he marked how closely '^they talked 
together, Avhilc Eirwan held the lady’s hand all the time. He would 
gladly, at that moment, have engaged the favoured caralmr at tbS 
hword’s point ! 

Phaidrig now returned, and announced the boat “ ready.” Ellen’a 
lather rose, and taking Eirwan by the hand, said, “ Here we port for 
the present. You^hnll know Avhere to find me—farewell!” 

‘ FarcAvell! ” returned the other, with an energy of manner, and 
hearty shaking of hands, denoting between the parties deep interest, 
and Avarra fellowship. 

“ Allow me,” said the stranger, “ to recommend to your care this 
A-outh, whose brave assistance makes mo so much his debtor, and places 
him in some jeopardy for the present. You, I am sure, will give him 
shelter.” 

“ Willingly,” said Eirwan. 

Ned recoiled fi*om the thought of accepting safety at such hands, 
and replied, that he did nut fear returning at once to his own hoqie. 

Baidershinr said Phaidrig, “ how ^bowld we are!” Then 
addressing the stranger, he added, ** If your honour will be advised 
by me, you will take him over the river with you, for, ’pon my con¬ 
science, the SAVeet town of Galway is no place for my young masthcr 
to-night.” 

“ Be it so,” said the stranger ; “ and now for the boat.” Eirwan 
offered his arm with courtly grace to Ellen, but her father drew her 
arm within his own, and said, “ A truce to compliments now. You' 
shall hand her to her carriage, when we see you at- ” 

Ned could not catch the name of the fdace the stranger said. Ellen, 
and her father, hurried from the chamlA&T, and Phaidrig, taking Ned 
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by the arm, the "party proceeded in silence and dai-kness, along a 
pas6£^, through which a current of cold air was felt, and the roar 
of a rushing torrent heard; a small door was reached, which opened 
directly over the rapids that hurry the foaming waters of Lough Corrib 
to the sea, below the ancient bridge. The • sheet of white f(»m was 
visible in the darkness, and made the boat, some feet below the door, 
perceptible, as it plunged on the eddying current. 

“ Let the heaviest go first,” said Pliaidrig, “ ^twill steady the boat.” 
ITie stranger going on his knees, and laying hold of the threshold of 
the door with his hands, let liimsclf down till Kis feet touched the 
gunwale of the boat, where, taking his seat, he called out to the piper 
to take care of his daughter. 

^ “ Now, my lady, steady—don’t he afeard,” said the piper—don’t bf* 
angry with my rough fist for taking a sharp grip o’ you, gi^ your 
otlier hand to the young gentleman at the other side.” 

^Jplen silently obeyed the instruction, and a thrill of pleasure shot 
though Ned’s heart as he held firmly the delicate hand of the girl, in 
dbsisting |f> lower her to the boat, where her father received and placed 
in saiety beside liim. 

Now, young master, in with you,” said Pliaidrig. 

"Had not you better go first?” said Ned. "I may assist you from 
above.” 

"My own grip is worth all the assistance in the world,” said Pliai- 
drig,—** obliged to you, all the same. I go bail Pll not leave go of 
the threshold till I feel a good howlt with my foot in the boat.” 

Edward lost no time in obeying, and the piper followed in safety.— 
"Off with you now, IVEke!” said he. 

The boat swept down the current as he spokg. 

** Where’s the dog!” cried Ellen, anxiously. 

A splash in the water followed her words. 

"There he goes,” said Phaidrig; "his own howld heart and strong 
paws«would put him over a wilder stream than this; the dog Who 
can’t swim is only fit for drowning.” 

The boat now plunged over the boiling waves of the rapid, and 
Ellen instinctively held her father with a close embrace as they hurried 
thupngh the hissing foam, which soon, however, became less and less 
as they swept onward, the waters gradually darkening as they 
deepened, streaked only here and there with long lines of sui'ge^ and 
the heavy gurgling of a strong current succeeding the roar which had 
appalled the ear of £31en. 

They were soon enabled to pall tbe boat shoreward from out of the 
current; and, u they touched the strand, Turlough was waiting, ready 
to receive the party, snorting, and riiaking the waters of Corrib from 
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his brave sides ; a few minutes more placed them all under the shelter 
of a fishermau’s cottage, and, while horses were being prepared for tlie 
stranger and his daughter, the former repeated his thanks to Ned, 
shaking him heartily by the hand, and commending him to the care of 
the dsherman. The latter promised safe keeping of him lor the pre¬ 
sent, and undertook to communicate with Ned’s friemds in the town, 
on the morrow, swearing “ by the hand of his gossip,” that he would 
have good cai*e of the youth, for “ his konour*s mhe.** 

The nags were soon ready, and Ellen was lifted to her saddle by her 
father; but, before parting, tlie gentle girl presented her hand to 
Edward, and expressed a fervent hope he might incur no injury from 
his generous conduct. • 

Edwjwd stammered an unintelligible reply, and ventured to press 
tho little hand. The next instant the horses were in motion; the 
rapid clatter of their feet up the stony path died away in the distance, 
and Ned, with a sinking heart, retired to the fisher’s hut. Burning^ 
with curiosity to know who these gentlefolks might be, he thouglU: 
the fisherman would inform him, and asked a question with that view; 
but tlic fisherman, returning him a glance that had ip it much 
displeasure, I’eplied:—“ They did not toll me who they w<Jre, sir, 
and I iisked no questions.” Ned felt the reproof keenly;—it seeinetl 
tJiere was some mystery about the stranger, and then, for tho first 
time, Ned began to consid^ in what an awkward adventure he had- 
become involved. 



CHAPTER III. 


Thk next morning the fisherman, at Edward’s request,went into the 
town to communicate with worthy IVGster Corkery, who already liad 
heard an exaggerated account of his son’s adventure, so that the real 
truth, though bad enough, lifted a we^ht of horrors from his civic 
heart, which had sunk to the lowest deptlui of despair at the thought 
of the city’s peace being broken by a boy of his, and the daring hand 
of Corkery lifted against the mayor, and that the mayor of Galway. 
When he foundf however, that Ned had not murdered six men, as 
■was reported, and oxAj tripped up the mayor, (though that was dreadful,) 
. 'he was more comfortable, but desired Ned to lie quiet, and he would 
write to him in the evening. All that day the trader woVked hard at 
^^letter, which was a mighty task to him, and at night the fisherman 
•returned, and bore to Ned his father’s epistle:— 

“ Deer Ned, , 

"Mi hart is Sore, and the mare’s bed kut, and His 
W’ig will nevr doo a Dais gud, the .Barbr tells me, fur sai'tin—his 
blew and gool kote* all gutthur. O Ned, to tutch a ma«e is a foalish 
bizniz,—^i no foalish aut to bee spelt with a yew, but I kan’t make a 
TEW to know it from an en. Yew must get out off this kounthry for 
sum tim—praps Ijie sailorin bizniz is the best now til The storee is 
past atd gone, and when y' unfortnate tale is not tuk up by the foals, 
but let too dhrop, w** is the prair of y' offended but afekshint fatlicr, 

" Dcxiis Corkery.” 

“i send 5 ginnys by the barer, for the rod to Dublin, wher Me 
Guffins ship iz—ax for the industhcry, thatz hur nara—you will see 
hur on the blind K. 

"litc gool duz for the rod, so the ginny’s iz lite. 

“ mi hart is bevvy, Ned. 

“ i wood go see yew ned, but Am afeerd they w** watch and trak 
me, for y* mares i iz bn mee. 

" Beewer ov bad Kumpiny. ** Yours, D. C.” 

Ned, in obedience to orders, prepared to start for Dublin; he wrote 
an obedient and repentant letter to his father, hoping forgiveness, and 
j[>romi8ing good behaviour for the future. “ Tn the dead of night, when 



TREASURE TROVE. 


25 


the slumbeiing majesty of Galway's civic dignity rendered it most 
convenient to make a start, Ned set out for the metropolis, and, before 
dawn, had put several miles between himself and danger. Dublin was 
reached in safety, and as swiftly as Ned could accompllsli it; and on 
the Blind quay, sure enough, he found the good brig. Industry, and 
the exemplary Captain McGuffin, who was to sail with the next tide 
for London. 

Before Ned was over the bar, it was all over with him. Sea¬ 
sickness contributes much to feelings of repentance, tmd Ned began to 
i.'utcrtain dattering notions of the susceptibility of his conscience, 
wliich his stomach was more entitled to; he wished for nothing so 
much as death, and hoped the Lands End would have made an end of 
him; but he survived tlie Channel, and, after doubling the North 
Foreland, found his appetite again. On passing the Nore, lie was as 
Irosh as a lark, and while tacking up the Thames nearly created a 
famine on board. After this, Ned liked the sea well enough; in short', 
it suited him perfectly. 

In ■ some rcs])ects, he felt tliat, under certain circumstances, he 
could love it; but the captain of the trader was a sober, steady, 
man ; and the monotonous life on board of a merchant-vessel, whose 
voyages were confined to the British waters, had not enough of 
excitement and interest for a spirit like his. Nevertheless, he 
served nearly eighteen months in this way, patiently looking forward, 
however, to better things some day, on board of a nobler craft, whose 
wings might bl^prcad for longer flights. During all this time, many 
a fond tliought reverted to the fair girl of the race-course, whose image 
was as fresh in his memory as though he had seen her yesterday. But, 
notwithstanding this youthful lovc-sicknes^ he employed himself 
diligently to become as good a sailor as circumstances could make him, 
and, for a mere' coasting mariner, was a very, smart fellow. Ever, on 
his return from sea to Dublin, which was the port wlience the vei?st‘l 
traded, Ned found a letter from his father waiting for him, in wliich 
lamentations for his “ foolish bit of consait” in the streets of Galway 
continued to be made, with recommendations to keep away for some 
time yet, as it was “ not forgotten to him.” . Sobriety, industry, and 
fi'ugality, were recommended, with tliis assurance^that 

“ Eirly to bed, and early to rise. 

Make a man healthy, weal|hyi Qud wise 

and, furthermore, tliis solemn fact was put forward, that— 

“ A pin a day, is a groat a year.” 

On the receipt of such letters, Ned generally muttered, that he wished 
kis father would send him a little less advice, and a little more money. 
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But in uttei’ing this wish^ Ned was unreasonable. The old man, 
though frugal, was not parsimonious; and allowed his son quite enough 
to enable him to enjoy himself reasonably on shore, when the duties of 
his ship did not demand his presence on board j for it was no part of 
his intention that Ned should be screwed down to oil the hardships of 
a sailor’s life, though he did not wish to make that life too fascinating 
to n young fello|^ of naturally an erratic turn. He remembered that 
Ned, when in port at Dublin, must see some friends there, and it 
would never do fdr a respectable citizen of Galway to let his son 
appear in the “ slop!|” of a captain’s mate.—No, no j Ned was well 
supplied with the means of costing his marine attire, and assuming a 
landsman’s garb befitting his station ashore ; and from his innate ten¬ 
dency towards gentility, liis clothes were rather of a smarter cut than 
lie had quite a riglit to indulge in, and certainly far finer tliau he 
would have dared to assume in Galwray, where his father’s eyes, to 
say notliing of neighbours’, were as good as sumptuary laws. Con¬ 
sidering the old man i-ather objected to the pursuit of tlie maritime 
profession for his sou, it may be wondered at he did not make - him 
fed as much privation as pos.sible, in the hope of inducing a distate 
.fiir it; but, on the other hand, when it is remembered that an only son 
was forced to seek shelter on board ship, to save himself fi'om the con¬ 
sequences of a mischance j that he was forced to fly Ids native town, 
;md that witliout <'ven the patenial embrace, who can blame a fiitber 
for having yearnings of compassion for his absent boy, and seeking to 
make his exile as bearable as it ;niglit b,e ? ^ 

Truth, however, compels us to say that Ned thought much more 
of the beaj^y of the race-course 'than of his father; and the decking 
of his person in something of a sui>erior costmne, was insensibly in¬ 
fluenced by the desire to see himself look as well as possible for her 
sake, though, in oU human probability, he should never sec her again. 
But this is no reason why an ardent imagination is not to think of an 
object by which it has been excited; and, in truth, there was seldom 
a day in which Ned’s heart did not wander to the recollection of the 
day he first saw her—^that eventful day, whteh brought love in the 
menmin^, pleasure at sundown, and jealousy before midnight. 

He was not mad^enough to' supp'ose, in bis wildest moments of 
dreaming, that the events of that day could ever “come to anything 
'but still t^.recollection of tj^em clung about his heart, and though be 
dared not hope, he could not forget. 

How many a night, on his cold and dreary watch, did the memory 
of the parting pressure of the fair girl’s hand return upon him ! At 
such moments he would pace the deck, and, looking upwards at the 
stars, inwardly exclaim, Oh, that I could see her once again 1—^Yet 
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why indulge in these foolish yearnings ?—As well might one of 
stars be mine, as that lovely being i” * ' 

Perchance a shooting star darted across the heavens as he spoke, and 
as its brightness vanished, Ned, indulging Ihe superstitious fancy of 
liis country, would curse his stupidity for not wishing for her while 
the star was liilling.* 

At length it chanced his ship was ordered to Hand)urgh, and Ned 
was delighted at the tlioughts of making a fomgn port, which, in good 
time, was achieved; and, after discharging cargo, he lost no oppor¬ 
tunity, while lying in port, to see all he could of this far-famed city. 
I’lie remarkable and picturesque costumes of the surrounding neigh¬ 
bourhood—the grotesque old houses which towered over its canals, 
which, like so many veins of wealth, carried commerce into the heart of 
the town,—its ancient churches, its daneing-huUs and theatre—all 
these, and more, filled Ned with wonder, and fed that greedy deaii'e 
which youth always has for novelty. 

But exploring different quarters of the city was his principal pursuit jr 
and, in doing this, he had occasion to remark the ‘absurd custom of the 
Ilambtirghers iu the profuse use of carriages in streets so narrow and 
so crooked, that their veliieles could scarcely get on, from the mutual 
impediments they presented. In one of these frequent “yawj},” just as 
one coach was passing another, he caught sight of a face that set his 
heart all in a flame: it seemed the face of the beautiful girl of the 
race-coursc, and he spraiig forward, in hopes to assure himself it was 
so; but the coach became disentangled before he could look into it, and 
drove on;—he pursued it, but could not overtake it, and it soon turned 
into a gateway, which, jwhen Ned reached, ^as closed. He lingered 
about the place for some time, provoked and disappointed; he could 
not be satisfied whether his notion was true or not; he could not even 
ask to whom the house belonged, for he was ignorant of the language; 
so he was forced to retire in a state of excited imagination, wdiich not 
only deprived him of sleep that night, but lept him on the alert for 
several days, as he became possessed more^ and more with the^dea, 
that the beautiful girl was in Hamburgh. * 

Full of this notion, he lodked into every carriage he saw, frequented 
the theatre and other public places more, amd made a point of going 
to “ The Maiden’s VTalk," at the hour it was most frequented. J ust aa 
he was one day entering upOta it, tlic truth of his surmise was realised; 
he saw the idol of lus wild passion at the opposite side of the canal, 
going to church, as be thought^ from the servant who followed her, with 
a prayer-book hanging upon one arm suspended by a silver chain, and 

* The superstitious say that if you ex^eu a wiib hefiwc a shooting star vanishes, 
it will be realized. 
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a brass stove suspended from the other. The canal lay between them, 
and he looked out for a boat, and, perceiving one lying opportunely 
near a neighbouring stair, ran towards.it, and, springing into it, almost 
like one who was crazy, astonished the phlegmatic German by his 
urgent signs for speed, which the boatman, who was smoking his pipe, 
not being willing to obey, Ned seized the oars himself, and pulled 
vigorously across the canal, on whose opposite bank he sprang, without 
paying Mynherr, who was at once stimulated to activity ; and a double, 
chase ensued—Ned after the girl, and the boatman after Ned: it made 
quite a sensation on the Maiden’s Walk to see a handsome young fellow 
hunted by a pursy boatman, hallooing after him a “ thousand devils,” 
and sweai'ing for his denier. Ned heeded not; he had caught sight of the 
last fold of liis fair one’s skir#^, as she went round a corner, and for 
that corner Ned made all speed; but when he reached it, out of breath, 
no lady was to be seen, but the fat boatman was clo.se at his heels, 
saying a great deal to Ned, which it was well for tlic boatman Ned did 
uot understand; but guessing the cause of his pursnii, and remembering 
he had forgotten to pay him, he threw him a groot^ and continued his. 
search. The boatman caught the coin, and looked at this increase of 
the sum demanded with wonder, (though it w'as only a penny,) and, 
raising his eyes to heaven, ejaculated an aspiration to the Deity, with 
the i*emark, “ What extravagant robbers arc the English I” 

Ned searched every church in the neighbourhood, in hopes of finding 
tlie object of his wishes, but in vain; indeed, it was useless, for the 
service was over in all. So the lady had been returning from, not 
going to, church, as her pursuer thought.—Ah! lovers are very liable 
to make mistakes! 

The theatre he now thouglit the most likely place to see. her, and 
here he constantly resorted. It w’as the last place he w'ould h4,ve gone 
to, otherwise, for, not knowing the language, the entertainment could 
not be very amusing, though indeed, for that matter, any one might 
understand the greater part of it as well as the Hamburghers, for it 
consiited, principally, of practical witticism, such as cuffs and kicks, 
smart boxes on the car, hearty cudgellings, alternated with hugs and 
kisses. Nevertheless, all this buffoonery our hero sat out, night after 
night, in the hope of seeing this phantom of beauty, which seemed 
to appear only to elude him. At last his perseverance was rewarded. 
One night, as he was talking to an obliging stranger, who could speak 
English, and had been explaining some passage in the play, he 
saw the lovely girl, listening to what appeared to be courtly compli¬ 
ments paid to her, judging from the gracious manner of the hand¬ 
somely dressed perison from whom they proceeded, and the half difll- 
dent, yet smiling, manner in which they were received. 
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Ned Was breathless!—there was the beauty of the race-course!— 
she, for whose sake he had eng^cd in a street riot, angered his father, 
and was forced to fiy his native town, and for whom he would have 
made far greater sacrifices. 

There is notliing, perhaps, so totally subversive of self-possession 
as the unexpected sight of one we love. It paralyzes by the too great 
intensity of its nervous excitement.. It smites the heart to its veiy 
core, and the stream of life is arrested in its course;—we cease to 
breathe ;—every function of life seems suspended, but that of sight;— 
tJie eye usurps, as it ivcrc, the pow'er all other organs have lost, and 
%vo can only gaze. 

Ned was disturbed from this state of fascination by a tap on the 
shoulder from his obliging neighbour, who had acted interpreter. 

“ J say, sir, that’s the star you sail by, I reckon,” said the new 
ncquaiiitancc, with a knowing toss of his head towards the quarter 
V. lun-e Ned wms still gazing in admiring wonderment. 

N<id could neither speak nor withdraw his eyes. 

•• Hillo! ” added his friend, “ dumb-foundered—eh ? If you can't 
spesik, you’ll never win a woman.” 

Ned attempted a faint smile. 

‘‘ Where di<l you see her before ?” 

‘‘ Before ?” echoed Ned. 

“ Ay—before. No one ever looked at a w'oman for the first time, 
as you did at her,” said the other, sharply. 

“ I saw her in Ireland.” 

“ Ireland ?—ho, ho—shouldn't w'.onder!—^but it’s rather -a hot place, 
I sliould say, for Count Nellinski. 

“ A count ?” echoed Ned, in surprise. 

“Oh—coupts arc common enough in Ja-annany returned his 
inlbnnant, with a laugh. 0 

“ She is going,” said Ned, looking up at the box, and rising to follow 
her example. 

“ And you are going, too?” said the stranger. 

« Yes.” 

“ 1 don’t care if I do the same—^the play is dull work.” Ned 
hurried to the entrance, and watdhcd eagerly lor the appearance of the 
beautiful but in vain, and after some time ptu'ceived hi.s new 
acquaintance standing near him. 

“Can’t see her, eh?” was the question he put^while a proA’oking 
smile played across his countenance. 

Ned answered in the negative, with a chagrined air, upon which the 
other laughed outright, saying, he was watching at the wrong eutranccy 
fixr that the game was flown by another. 
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Ned was half inclined to be angry at the seeming enjoyment the 
o&er took in his disappointment, till, with a voice of the most cheer}’ 
kindness, the stranger slapped him on the shoulder, and said, 

“ Never fret, man!”—know the hotel she stops at, the Kaiser-hoff; 
sec her there, if so be you want it. Come along and sup with me— 
the Wetnfteller furnishes good tipple and victual—^come!” 

So saying, he drew the yielding arm of Ned witliin his, and they bent 
their course to a celebrated cellar, then of great repute in Hamburgh, 
where the best company in the city, both natives and strangers, 
resorted to drink Hock, of which wine this cellar contained the 
choicest store, whence the government drew a large revenue. On 
their entrance, Ned saw but a confused mass of i)coplc, for the dense 
tobacco-smoke in which they were enveloped rendered a clear per¬ 
ception of any distant object difficult; and, as soon as they could find 
a seat, lie and his companion had a flask of right Johannesberg set 
licfore them, which Ned at that moment was most willing to enjoy, as 
he considered himself under the influence of the happiest fortune in 
having met, in the person of a stranger, one who gave him the means 
of onc(^ more seeing the lovely being who so enslaved him. 

The stranger filled his glass, and spoke;—“ My service to yon, 

Mister-whet’s your name, if I may make bold to ask ?—mine is 

Hudson Finch, at yonr service.” 

“ Mine is Fitzgerald,” said Ned, w'howas ashamed to give so vulgar 
a one as his OAvn to so dashing a gentleman; but he blushed as he 
spoke, for the ghost of the depsu'ted name of “ Corkery” rose, up 
reprovingly before him. But he swallowed his shame smd a glass of 
Bhenish together, to the Iiealth of Mr. Finch, who retui-ned the like 
civility to Mr. Fitzgerald, with the remark, that it was a good name. 
Ned thought, at the moment, that good uame^, like other good thing's, 
had the greatest chance of being stolen. ^ 

Finch now pointed out to him several persons among the company 
worthy of note, with nmusing anecdotes of almost e^ery one he 
indicated. 

“ Do yon see those two in yonder corner?” 

“ Smoking and diinking so hard ?” asked Ned. 

“ The same. Now, I would wager a trifle those two poor devils 
are spending here to-night every stiver Uiey are worth.” ^ 

“ Why do you guess so?” 

“ They are young graduates in law:—now, how do you think tliey 
live ?” * 

“ By profession, I suppose,” said Ned. 

“ No, but by their procsssfows.” 

“ Kow do you mean ? 
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'Lh«S8 younger graduates^ sir, have scarcely enougU to keep life 
and soul together. There is iK>t a Haringsfrau in all Hamburgh 
w’lio does not know the whole tribe; for pickled herrings and beer are 
what they mostly live upon, and the “ Gnd-send” of a procession alone 
can enable them to show thcii* noses in the Weinhellei'. 

“ But you have.not yet explained to me about these same pro¬ 
cessions.” • 

“ Why, sir, these proud citizens of Hambrngli love proccaaons 
oliuost as weU as beer and tobacco, and the smallest occasion is seized 
upon to get one up; sometimes to present an address to somebody, 
for nobody knows what j and as a procession is nothing without good 
company, these younger members of the learned profession are regu¬ 
larly engaged and paid to make the thing look respectable, and render 
flic compliment greater.” 

And is this well known ?” 

“ As well known as the Bank.” 

‘‘ Then how ridiculous to lia\e recourse to it, wlien all the world 
c'iii see through —^-” 

“ Through the * humbtu/,' you were going to say?—^My good'sir, 
is not the world itself one gi'eat humbug ?” 

“ I confess Ihat’s new to me,” said Ned, simply. 

“ Because you are new to the world,” was the other’s prompt reply. 

How mmiy ibnns, laws, customs, names, et cetera, et cetera, are 
bowed down to—bow many things are in a flourishing existence round 
us, which are rank liumbiigs—which are knowm to be liumbugs— 
admitted to be humbugs—and yet are not only permitted to exist, but 
respected ? Oh, my dear young friend! Moneicur the World has 
a v('ry large nose ; and whoe'v<>r, whichever, or whatever, can lay liold 
of it, Mo'/ts?eur the World, follows as tamely as a lamb.” 

Tin’s outpouring of coQtempt for the^world made Ned think 
lili-ster Finch a very clover roan. He.remaifcflift,vhowever, that he thonglit 
the Germans iiKU'c prudent ihan to spend #ieir money on one exjicn- 
sivc entertainment, wheiiithey were forced to live mostly, as Finch said, 
t>n pickled herrings ond'beer. 

My dear fellow, ^at is a port of stheirgame,” said Finch. “ They 
must have good clothes,,be rubbing skirts with 

gentility, or they wouldUkne thcur.^enipioyment.” 

Oh! 1 peretiive,” «aid Nad. 

“ For instance, th<»edhllovn3,sw!ho.:are:80 jolly over there, I saw this 
very day, in a funeral procession, looking as if their hearts would 
break. The de<ie:ised was a tailor, whose kith and kin prided them¬ 
selves on liav'ing law students among the mourners. Very likely they 
got a new suit of clothes on the occasion;—but, hold—look over there! 
—do you not perceive'?” 
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Ned looked in the desired dii’ection, and was delighted to see Ms 
bronzed friend of the race-course—^the Count Nellinski himself. Ned 
would have given the world to S|>cak to him, but the count was 
engaged in earnest conversation with a military man, of iron aspect; 
so earnest, that Ned felt it would have been intrusion to attempt a 
word with him: therefore he continued to listen to F'inch’s lively 
raillery, though, truth to say, he did not comprehend much of it, so 
totally was his attention absorbed by the father of the lovely Ellen. 

This distraction of mind, however, did not long continue, for the 
couni soon after rose, with his companion, and retired. Ned looke«l 
Jianl at him, in hopes to catch his eye as he passed but, but the 
count seemed too absorbed in his own thoughts to hce,d external 
objects. Ned consoled himself w'ith the hope that he should see 
him on the morrow, at the Kaiser~hoff. 

As no object now intervened to disturb his present enjoyment, Ned 
did the duty of the hour like a man, and, after a jolly supper and a 
merry drinking bout, the acquaintances separated, Ned thanking 
Ibrtuno over and over again for the chance she had east in his 
wa/; but the slippery jade was laugliing in secret at Ned all the 
time, for she was at that moment but playing him a scurvy trick; for 
when, after a night of feverish dreaming, in which a German supper, 
strong Rhenish, and love, -strove for mastery, Ned rose with a hot 
head, and hotter heart, and, making himself as smart as he could, set 
out for the Kauer-hojf to inquire after his enchantress, he heard, to 
his utter dismay, that the Count Nellinski and his daughter had left 
Hamburgh that morning. , 
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CHAPTER IV. 


Whbn we have made up our mind to some great pleasure, and 
feasted by anticipation on the sweets imagination spreads before us— 
when thus hope'forestalls reality, we purchase our joys in a very dear 
market. How bankrupt in heart we feel, after thus drawing on*fho 
future, to find our cheque returned with the answer, “ No efiects I” 
It was thus with poor Nod, when he inquired with the most “gdOiiard” 
air he could assume at the Kaiserhoff for his fair one and her father, 
and found they were gone. His look became so suddenly changed, 
so utterly blank, that even tlie slow-going German could not hdp 
noticing his disappointment. 

Ned was transfixed with dismay fot some seconds, and stood in 
sorrowful silence before the door of the fiotel, till catching the cold 
eye of the German fixed upon him with something like a smile 
upon his countenance, a sense of shame come over him, and he 
walked down the street. But he could not leave it;—^there he stayed, 
looking at the house where she had been, while' a qixick suoeea- 
aion of fond imaginings whirled through his head, and drove the 
blood rapidly through his heart. The gentle speeches he thought he 
should have made to her, and had almost gotten by heart, (he went 
over them so often in anticipation of the interview,) recurred to him? 
and seemed to mock at his fond yearnings. Hard fate ! ” he muttered 
to himself; “ cruel disappointment! at tlie instant I thought I should 
address her once more—once more touch that dear hand—at such 
a moment to have my hopes dashed, and^made the very sport aq,^ 
mockery of circumstance. 'Tis hard ! alas ! ’tis doomed—doomed— 
I am never to see her Again—never. Yefcwhy should I seek it ? the 
daughter of a &>unt~-«ur6ed infatuation It—No, not cursed j call it 
fatal, but nothing cah be cursed that springs from such an angelic 
qause! O Ellen! —I’know my oikn unworthiness—I know 

the hopeless folly of my passion, hut I cannot resist its fatal influence; 
the deadly, yet darhng poison is in my health and nought but death or 
you can assuage the pain.*’ With these and other such exclamations 
he wandered up and down the street, and after some time wished he 
could even enter the apartments she had last occupied. Were it only 
to pace the rbom she trod,” said he; “ to see the table where she sat, 
to touch the chair she occupied, to look in the mirror which late 
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reflected that lovely face, to stand in* the deep recess of the window 
whore she had stood—even this were a siid pleasure:—I wll! reiotii to 
the hotel and try if I cannot accomplisli it.” Acting upon the words, 
he retraced his steps to the Kaiserhqff\ and by means of some few 
W'ords of English, understood by an attendant of the house, and sotnC 
pieces of silver on the part of the lover, he contrived to bo shown the 
apartment whence the Count Nollinski and his daughter' had so 
recently departed. It was yet in that state of litter which the room 
of a hotel always exhibits after the parting guest” has retired, ere 
the order been restored which may welcome the “coming” one. 
Edward’s imagination occupied the deserted chamber with its recent 
lovily visitant, as he cast bis eyes around ; ■ -she had reclined on that 
couch—^that little qumnt table of marquetry was for a lady’s use— 
there was a pen upon it—might have used it; he would have taken 
it, but the eyes of the attendant were upon him, and he felt asliamed 
of exposing a weakness whicli, nevertlieless, he did not blame himself 

entertaining. Oh! that eafposmr, how many love fooleries does its 
terror prevent! I’eeping from behind the cushions of a large easy 
chair was a little glove, which Ned determined to have, but still the 
presence of the attendant*was a check upon him; feigning extreme 
thirst, he asked for a glass of vrater, wliicli the attendant retired to 
procure; and the instant Edward was I'rce from observation, ho 
pounced upon the glove with ha\vk>like avidity, and dragged from 
beneath the cushion a morsel of music-])aper also, whereon a few notes 
wore pricked down, to which a few words were attached. Ned paused 
not to read them, but thrust glove and music inside his waistcoat— 
sdeed on the pen, and perceiving in a far comer a few flowers which 
Seemed a discarded bouquet, ran to secure tlicm ere the attendant could 
return ; and when he had sipped a mouthful of. the water which was 
pr^ented to him, in an instant after hurried from the house in tlic 
pride of his plunder, and it is a qxiestion if he would have exchanged 
l^ese trifles for all the plate in the Kaiserkojf. He did not feel quite 
secure of his booty till he had turned the corner of the street, and 
then hastened to his quarters to deposit his treasure in safety. There 
he folded up his flowers—not a leaf was permitted to 1^ lost;—^lie dated 
the paper with the purloined pen—^he drew forth the glove and kissed 
it passionately, between fond ejaculations,—kissed it on the insiddt 
where the dear hand had been. O Ned! Ned! how desperately, 
irretrievably over head and ears in love wert thou I So intent was he 
in his love«si<dc occupation, that he did not hear the enti'ance off his 
hostess into his room, and the first notice he had of her pr^ence was 
an exclamation behind his chair, as he imprinted one of his wild kisses 
on the little glove. 

** Mein Qottl” exclaimed a fat squash v sort of voice, which, when 
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‘itbynil, wfjit on with a gnttui’al chuckle, whiTe Ked 
turned round, startled and looking as foolish as if he had been caught 
robbing the good woman’s cupboard. The situation was absurd 
enough, (Ned thought it disgusting,') that while his imagination was 
filled with the form of a sylph, and rapt in the secret idolatry of lore,, 
ne should be startled by the presence of a fat frau, and have his sweet 
visions broken by the laugh of derision. 

lie thrust the glove into his breast, in the vain endeavour to cozieeal' 
it from the landlady; but she only laughed the louder, pointing first 
inside his waistcoat, and then to her own fat fist, on whieh she 
impressed a great smacking kiss, and shook with laughter i^igain^ 
exclaiming in the intervals of her cachination, ** Mein Gott!” ^ 

On Ned desiring to know what tliis interruption meant, she pointed 
to the dooi-, and said, “ Herr Finch at the same moment ascending 
footsteps were heard on the stairs, and Ned’s acquaintance of the- 
tVeinkcIlar soon made his a[)pcarance. As he entci'ed the room, the 
landlady, still: laughing, repeated the piece of pantomime towards- 
ICjlward, and bestowing another smack on her hand, and gurgling vp' 
Mein Gott!” retired and shut the dodr. 

“ Hillo! ” said Finch, “ what insinuation is tliis, my friend ? have 
yon Imjcti kissing your landlady ? ” 

“ Kiss her?” exclaimed Ned, with a curl on his lip as though it 
were on the brink of a cup of rhubarb. 

Finch laughed outright at the expression of nansca tvhich the 
insinuated gallantry had produced, and asked if Ned thought he hadse 
poor an opinion of his taste. 

“ But did you prosper in the olher afiair?” continued he. ‘‘Have 
you been to the Kaiserhoff?” 

“ Yes,” said Ned, with a sigh. 

“What! sighingi*” said Finch; “a sigh is the worst wind that 
blows,—’tis the very wind of the proveid) tliat ‘ blows nobody good i’ 
—was she denied ? or was s^e cruel ?” 

“ She is gone! ” said Ned, with an air of despondency worthy of ts- 
crimindl going to execution. 

“ Pho 1 is that all ?” said Finch. “ CaiFt you go after her ?” 

“ I know not where tliey are gone to,” sitid Ned. 

“ And what have you a tongue in your head for ?” replied FindT. ■ • 

“ But even if I did,” returned Ned, “ I cannot follow them; and' ' 
after all, if I could—what’s the use ?” 

“What’s the use?” cried his friend, in surprise; “what’s the use of 
following the girl you love ?—what a question!” 

“ Oh!” sighed Ned, “if you knew all;—were you hut aware—” 
lip paused, and looked wistfully into Fincii’s face, %8 though he would ; 
make him his confident. Young, inexperienced, and of an atdevt- 
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nature, lie longed to have some one to whom he might unhurthen his 
heart, and this seemed the only chance for it. Extending his hand to 
Finch, who took it cordially, Ned exclaimed, “It seems to be my 
destiny that my love and friendship must be of the mushroom nature— 
both the growth of one night/’ • 

“ But not so soon to perish, I hope,” said Finch, shaking his hand 
warmly. 

Ned returned the genial pressure, and continued, “ I know not how 
■ it is, but I feel myself drawn towards you in a most unaccountable 
■way, and if you will have patience to listen, I will tell you all about 
thitf romantic affair.” 

“ I will listen willingly,” said Finch; “ but don’t be so down in the 
mouth, man,” he added, slapping Ned on the shoulder, “ * Faint heart 
never won fair lady.’ ” 

Taking a seat after uttering this cheering exhortation, he threw 
himself bacds, and showed he was resigned to the operation Edward 
proposed. 

Our hero made it as little painful as possible; passing over, for 
obvious reasons, much about himself and family, and banishing the 
name of “ Corkery’ beyond the pale of history, stating, however, that 
his rank in life, as the son of a trader, presented a barrier to the pur¬ 
suit of a lady of condition —how that lady w'as first encountered, the 
street broil, his subsequent banislimcnt and irrepressible lOvc were 
recounted as briefly as they might he, and the listener seemed infected 
by the spirit of romance which ajjpeared to have jircsided over the 
whole affair, for when Nc<i concluded, Finch expressed not only admi¬ 
ration of his spirit, but even w’cnt so far as to encourage his hopes. 

“ You do not mean to say I have a chance ?” exclaimed Ned, 
whose flashing eye betrayed that his feelings were at variance with 
the doubting nature of his question. 

“And why not?” returned Fincli.,* “ You arc young, full of 
courage, and fit for enterprise ; the world offers plenty to do for all 
such. X(Ook at the Low Countries at this moment, for instance; 
■the theatre of daring achievements that lift bold men above the heads 
of ordinary mortals. Glorious grave.s or living laurels may ho had 
there, and fortune, too, if you have luck on your side.” 

“ I would dare a thousand deaths a day !” exclaimed Ned, “to win 
her ;—even to deserve her j—^but where could I get a commission ?— 
I have not friends, and to serve as a volunteer requires more money 
than I can coixunand.” 

“ Money ! ” returned Finch—“ ah !—^you have said the very word 
that has more magia in it, lad, than all else besides—if you had money 
entfughy you |ieed care for nothing besides—the £. S. D.—the pounds 
shillings and pence reign triumpliant over all else.” 
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f. “ True !” said Ned, with a sigh. 

“ Well,” returned Finch, “ money is to he made, and adventure 
found in otheP places than in Flanders. The sea offers reward as wdl 
as the land. The Indies, for example^ afford scope to the enterprise 
of the navigator.” 

“ Would to Heaven I had but the opportunity of engaging in such 
a venture !” cried Ned, enthusiastically. 

“ Well,” said Finch, “ there is no knowing how I myself might 
help you in tliat particular; 1 have sailed East and West myself.” 
Here he launched forth at some length on the subject, embellishing his 
recital with some piquant bits of sea stories, which quite came up to 
all Ned fancied of nautical adventure, and set him quite agog t<0 
realize those dreams in which he had sometimes indulged, and wldeh 
he found, from Ids friend’s narrative, were not beyond reality. Finch 
spoke with contempt of 2 )ad(lling about, as he called it, in muddy 
channel seas. lie talked of “ the blue waters j” and certain lofty 
phrases of “ Indian skies,” “ waving palm-trees,” and “ soft savan 
nahs,” quite fired Ned’s brain. In truth, his new acquaintance was 
a dasliing fdlow—there was a fine free tone about liim above the 
narrow prejudices of those to whom Ned had been accustomed ; there 
was that in him which approached nearer to tiie romantic than he 
had yet witnessed, and he began to hope the world was not suoii 'a 
hum-drum place as. of late, he began to fear it w'as. Under his 
present circumstances, he felt the society of his new friend the greatest 
relief; he diverted his thoughts from the absorbing theme which 
unmanned him, by his good spirits and'the profusion of entertaining 
anecdote with which his memory was stored, tiU Ned began to enter¬ 
tain a regard, as well as admiration for him, and every spare moment 
he could command whs given up to his society. 

All this time Captain M'Guffin was loading *' The Industry' with 
her cargo, and Ned Corkery vrith reproaches; for his attention became 
quite alienated from the interests of thc^rig, for which the recitals of 
the dashing Finch had engendered a thorough contempt, and tho 
worthy M‘Guifin’s displeasure might haVc assumed a harsher form, 
but that Ned was the son of a wealthy; man. £. S. D. have their 
collateral as well as direct influence. 

The moment approached, however, which was to separate Ned from 
the sober reproaches of the master. Meeting Finch by appointment, 
one day, an unusual brightness illumined the countenance of his 
friend, who, shaking him warmly by the hand, announced that he had* 
some good news for him. 

I have heard of your charmer,”, said he. 

Ned listened breathlessly. 

, The Count has travelled south, and if I don’t mistake much, 
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•on his Wft7 to l>unkirk, or, perhaps, Courtrai ; but I would venture a 
t»et he is at either of the pk^, where it won’t be bard to find Inm.” 

“ (X what avail is that to me ?” said Ned, sorrowfully. “ To. hear 
^ley, whom I wish to see, ore hnndi'eds of miles away, without the 
power of following.” 

“ Wait, lad ! dcm’t jump to your conclusion so fast; suppose I put 
you in tlie way of following—-of seeing your ‘ladye love’—^mayhap of 
vrinning lier.” 

Ned could only gasp forth an amatory ‘ oh ! ’ and dasp his hands. 

“ Listen, then. ImpHmix^ as lawyers begin people’s wills. Imprimis, 
yon must leave that clumsy old brig, and the fusty M‘Guffin. Who 
^TOuld do any good with such a name as M‘Gulfin ?” cried Finch, 
^ntemptuously. 

Ned was delighted, he had thought of changing liis. 

I will ^ve you a bertli on board the prettiest craft that ever 
floated, and take you with nio to Dunkirk ; ’there you will be nearer 
your game than here, and you n>ay have some days* leisure to play it 
too ; and when, under iny advice, you make the most of an interview 
with your charmer, return on board, and it will go hard with me if 
I don’t show you the way to fortune.” 

At all times the promise held out to a young man of l>eing put in 
the way of making the fir.-t step in the course Ned’s friend pointed 
out is most tempting; but under the peculiar circumstances such 
promise was made, the temptation was irresistible. At tliat mo¬ 
ment Ned would liave followed Finch to the uttermost end of the 
world, rad with all the enthusiasm belonging to his country and his 
time of life, he made a wild outpouring of thanks to his friend with a 
‘lieai-ty acceptance of liis offer. 

Then to-morrow evening,” said Finch, flin^ng forth his hand to 
-our hero, in a fashion which sayj}, ‘ Trust me.’ 

" An* ’twere this moment ’. ” returned Ned, grasping the offered 
gage of friends! lip, and in the ^rarm pressure which his heart prompted, 
expressing more tlian he could ha;<'e spoken. 

** Enough ! ” cried Finch, and tliey parted. 

'What a tumult of thought and feeling passed through Ned’s head 
and heart, after the separation ! that Avhich in the enthusiasm of an 
excited moment, seemed easy as the volition of flight to a bird, had 
its difficulties and objections presented when about to be brought into 
action. He wAti going he knew not where—nor for how long of 
time nor plaee could he tell bis father, and though implicit obe¬ 
dience was ifot a virtue Ned exercised pre-eminenliy, yet the natural 
affections, which were strong in him, forbade he should take the step on 
- whicli he had determined without writing to thoold man. A letter was 
accordingly composed fur the exigency of the moment, saying that, 
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dtisu'aus of seeing the world and mating his fortune, he was boucHl to 
foi'eign parts, hoped to be forgiven, and all that sort of thing which vtvs^ 
gular and erratic young gentlemen who have the use of their limbs, 
indite to men of slow, habits who go upon crutches. This letter was 
entrusted to the carfe of the deserted M‘Gufiin, enclosed in one to 
himself ; and Ned, seiaing the occasion of tlie sober master’s absence 
from the ‘ Industry,’ transferred his che^ from that simple brig to 
the knowing little craft, ‘ Seagull,* which, Immcdiatelj aftei. 
weighed anchor, and a flowing sheet soon put leagues of water 
between Ned and his industry.^ 

The breeze,. at first so favourable, soon chopped about; but the 
adverse wind only served to moke Ned meu'e in love with the bcMd^ 
Unlike the brig, that lifted her heavy head out of the sea, and flopped 
it in again, as if she were half asleep, the lively SbaguU clove the 
vraves, dashing the spray right and left aside of her graceful bovrs, 
answenng her helm witli the delicacy of a hair trigger, coming into 
the wind as fast as if the point whence it blew' were a magnet, and she 
liad a needle in her bowsprit, and away again on the opposite tack, as 
tiiougb she were gifted with an animal instinct, and doubled, like a 
faare before greyhounds. 

“ Come down,” said Finch, “ we need not stay here ; we’ll tiutke 
ourselves comfortable below', and then turn in.” The evening was 
^pent agreeably, accordingly ; Ned liked the skipper more and mcH^, 
and wondered how his father could have had the barbarity to send * 
him to sea in such a heavy tub as the * Lidustry,’ while such craft 
as the ^ Seagull’ swam. lie turned in, and dreamt of “ blue 'waietSf 
waving palms, and soft savannahs.” In the morning he partook, of 
the nicest breakfast he. ever saw on board a ship, the next day’s sail 
was all that could be wished, and the neidland the nexldi^ were.more 
pleasantly passed by Ned than any other days of his life ; they made 
Dunkh'k, and frerii enjoyments wei*e before Ned j ho was happiest of 
the happy. He remembered the couplet iief the song, which says-^ 

' ' — he talked of such filings. 

As if sailors were kmgsi” 

and Ned thought there was no t/about it^ but that no king oould be 
happier than he eV«rrinoe his foot had beto on board the * Seagull.’ 

The port of Dunkirk, at that time, was a stirring scene of action ; 
the fortificationB, which by the treaty of Ulracht had been destroyed, 
and the extensive basins, capable of receiving fbiiiy sail of the Hne, 
which had been filled up, were now being rebuilt and cleared out; 
and ^eady the docks were CE^able of affording accommodation to a 
^considerable anmammit, preparing Ibr a descent upon England, tinder 
the eommand of the renowned Marshal Saxe, smd fm: the purpose oi 
«:e>establis]uag the house of Stuart on the British throne. 
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bustle of workiuen, the shouts of sail<»s, the drum, the trumpet, 
and the cannon, all contributed to the martial din and tumult of the 
place, which perfectly astounded Ned, who, notwithstanding, was less 
influenced by the thought of the mighty game which was preparing 
to be played than by the hope he entertained of seeing his beloved one. 
Inquiry lay within so small a compass in Dunkirk, that Finch was 
soon enabled to ascertain what persons of note were in the place, and 
Count Nellinski was not amongst them. ^ The Marshal had gone to 
Courtrai; and there Ned was recommended to repair, in search of his 
darling object. Pinch stoutly avowing his belief the game would be 
found in that quarter, he gave Ned several hints to his mode of 
proceeding, placing in strong array his own knowledge of the' world 
in genei'al, some little insight into the circumstances of the pai-ticular 
case, and, beyond all, his conviction that a coup de main, where a lady 
is in the case, does wonders. “ Be bold,” he said ; “ tell her at once 
you love her, the first moment you have an opportunity, and that you 
entertain hopes of being soon in a position to claim her hand ; draw a 
little on futurity; and if the woman likes you, she Will put it in bank in 
her heart, and then you’ll have something to draw on. Bemember my 
aidom—^’tis that good old one I have often repeated to you—‘ Fftint 
heai*! never won fair lady.* ” 

Along with such advice he furnished his friend with a passport and 
ccq>ious directions, and Ned set out on what he could not help con- 
fessing to himself was a wild-goose chase, spunked by the strongest 
stimulus that can inspire the heart—love ; and upborne by the most 
enduring power that can sustain human exertion—hope ; both the 
bright companions of life, but brightest in youth. 

The time which fortune had thrown in our hero’s way was not the 
most favourable for travelling ; the frequency of military posts, the 
scrupulous examination of passports, the suspicion with which the 
most trivial circumstances in connexion with a traveller was regarded, 
rendered the wa 3 rfarer liable to many discomforts, and not unfr&* 
quently to danger ; for somefames straggling parties cT soldiers roved 
up and down, who, taking advantage of the exigencies of the times, 
made the public cause but an excuse for private rapine, hf vexatious 
and rude interruptions, which enabled them to raise pecuniary contri¬ 
butions firom defenceless parties whose ill luck threw thm into such 
unwelcome company, and whose only chance of permission to proceed 
on their joura^ was giving a bribe; the loss of their money being, 
in most cases, preferred to the loss of their liberty, more particularly 
in the hands of such unceremonious captors. 

It was Ned’s fortune to fall in with one of these marauding 
parties, in company with some fellow-travellers with whom he had left 
Dunkirk. When stopped and questioned, and, at last, detained by the 



TREASURE TROVE. 


41 


•bldiery, one of tlie party, a sturdy burgher, protested loudly against 
the proceeding; swearing lustily that it was not care for the public 
cause, but the mere desire to mulct the passengers, by which it was 
prompted; and though he paid for leave to. pass, he grumbled 
ominously, and some muttered words of making it a matter of debate 
in his town-council, and haying it strongly lepresented at Mfead-quar- 
tors, caught the ears of the soldiers; while he further averred, that 
though scarcely a day passed without hundreds of such stoppages, he 
never heard of a single instance of their daring to take a prisoner 
before the authorities; clearly proving that it was a piece of knavery, 
and nothing else. 

This was so generally known, that the depredators lost no occasion 
of pulling up any really suspicious person, to give a colour to their 
proceedings ; and as it happened that Ned, speaking nothing biit Eng¬ 
lish, and his passport not being what they chose to consider satisfac¬ 
tory, was just the man for their purpose, they rebutted fhe accusation 
of the burgher by milking a prisoner of Ned, whom they feigned to 
believe a spy; and he was therefore parted from his companions and 
despatched to Courtrai, under a guard. This was but an inauspicious 
eommenccnicnt of his voyage of discovery j and the miles which he 
liad yet to traverse towards tlie town were passed by our hero in 
melancholy forebodings, which gi*ew darker as he entered the strongly- 
guarded gate of the fortress, and saw the fierce looks which were cast 
upon him as he was pointed out for an English spy. He w^as forwarded 
(iiniotly by the officer in command of the gale, under a special escort,, 
to the provo8t<4narshal; and after a brief charge made by his captors, 
who made matters appear as bad as they could against liim, the more 
to glorify their own vigilance, and one word of which Ned could not 
contradict, as he did not know what they Were saying, he was thrust 
into a dingy cell, lighted by one small window with a strong iron 
grating ; and as the guardian of the den was about to close the door, 
lie cast back a significant look, and, putting his thumb under his ear, 
with an ominous twist of his mouth and a, smart click of the tongue 
at the some moment, be slammed the door on his prisoner, wliom we 
must leave, for the present, to his hempen meditations. 
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CHAPTER V. 


Frbmch Flanders, whose greater portion was won by the valour o: 
the British tu.*ms, had been reconquered in subsequent campaigns. 

The genius of Maurice, Count de Baxe, had retrieved the fallen 
fortunes of the French, aud the victories of the illustrious Marl¬ 
borough were remembered with impatience, as the more recent suc¬ 
cesses of this later master of the art of war swept away the result of 
the British hero’s conquests. With an inferior force, lie now held in 
check the army of the allies; and though unable to maintain a pitched 
battle, the judicious distribution of his battalions prevented his adver- 
.saines from concentrating, and forcing him to a general engagement. 
Until his presence might be required, he had retired from Dunkirk to 
Courtrai, where he was better able to enjoy the pleasures he loved. 
Of these, the theatre was one; and tliough a dramatic company 
attended his camp, which he might command at all times, he preferred 
Courtrai to a mere seaport town, as in the former a more distinguished 
audience mi^t do honour to the exalted efforts of the artists whom it 
was liis pleasure to patronize. Amongst these tlie exquisite Adrienne 
le Couvreur stood pre-eminent. It was alie who first ini^ired the 
Count with the pslSsion for the drama, whicli, in her hands, could 
enchaiu the imagination and engage the possums. Her embodiment of 
the poet’s c(mceptions, showed a power in the histrionic art which lie 
did not eonemve it possessed; and the faseinafion became the more 
potent from being unexpected, and was enduring as it was sudden. 
The admiration her talents 'excited made liim desire to have the 
acquaintance of one who so often charmed him in public, and in the 
84 miety of this gifted actress he found new charms ; her conversation 
was an enjoyment he constantly courted, and she obtained sufficient 
influence over the soldier to urge him to the study of elegant litera¬ 
ture ; his mind, hitherto absorbed by authors who could only extend Iiis 
knowledge in the art of war, was thrown open to tlie contemplation of 
those who move our hearts to the better purposes of peace, and em¬ 
bellish social life with the adornments of poetry and the fine arts ; and 
thus endowed, through .her influence, with a new and more exalting 
power of enjoyment, he more and more esteemed his beautiful bene- 
&ctress. Profuse in his expenditure, his patronage of Adrienne was 
munificent; and on one occasion she had the opportunity of proving 
that bis liberality was not unworthily bestowed. When, under adverse 
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edrcumstanees, he combatting for the duchy of Courknd* Adrienne, 
then in Panf, pawned her jewels and plate, and sent a considerahle 
sum to replenish the military chest of her patron. 

Here was a iresli cause of admiration on the part of the Count, 
^\ hose sense of such noble conduct raised her still higher in his opinion, 
and the fiiir Adrienne became such a favourite, that she was admitted 
to the freedom of friendship with the noble Marshal, and might 
venture to say or do what £sw would have dared to one in his exalted 
position. 

Whenever the exigencies of w'ar, on his part, or of the Tii&atre 
l^i-anvais on hers, pei'mittcd, her presence was alwsy^ requested by 
liie Count, to add the lustre of her di’amatic art to the many other 
courtly pleasures with which he always sought to adorn hjs camp, 
iJiereby rendering an exile from the capital more bearable tutlie )^ung 
uoi>les who followed his standmd. One of these occasions bad now 
arrived ; Iiostilities, on a large scale, vyere laid by, and tlte Marshal 
awaited with impatience in Courtrai the arrival of the renowned Le 
Couvreur; for the pleasure of the theatre vras held in dearer anticipa¬ 
tion at that moment fi'om his being debarred from active exercise, in 
consequence of a woifnd received in early life and neglected, and, 
often causing pain and inconvenience, now exhibiting some of its 
unpleasant symptoms. The Crmnt, for the greater ease of his wounded 
limb, was in disJioJb-ilh: habited in a roqudaire, and wearing on his 
headajsilken cap,'in Avhich a small aigrette of heron’s feathers was 
quaintly fastened with a jewel. lie was surrounded by maps.and books, 
plans of fortifications, and other evidences of a# active cospmander, 
and poring over a projected movement, which he measured with hand 
and mind, balancing all iit the scale of contingency, whep the arrival 
of Mademoiselle Le Oouvreur Avas announced. The compasses Avere 
fiimg aside, all thoughts of *the campaign were abandoned, and the joy 
at the sight of his lovely and welcome visitor put “ grim-visaged wai' 
to flight.” How the houre glided by—what amusing anecdotes the 
actress brought from Paris! The tittle-tattle of that brilliant place 
was served up to the Marshal with the f>iquant sance of the fair 
Adrienne’s manner ; even court plots and state intrigues Avere at her 
fingers’ end, and the king himself did not escape. 

‘‘ Tlu’-ro is one tiling however he did thait I love him foi*,” said she ; 
“ he created you a marshal; I need not tell you how I rejoiced at- 
that well-deserved proof of lus miyesty’s favour. I have not till now 
hod the opportunity of making my congratulations; pray, Marshal, 
accept them!” 

She then asked, in that womanfy^spirit which enjoys the outward 
aignaof ti'iamph, to see the whit^ the king, ha^ presented. 

Saxe pniled at the fond folly, and said, ** it not enough to know 
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that I ani a Manual, without looking at the babble whidi represents 
the rank ? it is not half so fine as manj of the insignia you wear upon 
the stage.” 

** But more real,” answered Adrienne; “ and that makes all the 
difference- 

“ Some of the dignities of real life ai’e quite as unsubstantial as your 
pasteboard crowns,” returned the Marshal. “ What, for instance, is 
my coronet of Courland worth ? It is dear to me, for owe reason, 
certainly; the struggle to win it proved there was yet a noble and 
disinterested friendship left in tlie world.” 

He fixed his bright eye significantly on Adrienne as he spoke; she 
only answered by a smile and with an inclination of the head. 

“ JSut I repeat,” continued the Count, “ what are many of the dig¬ 
nities, the triumphs, and the Itonours of this world, more than a 
theatric pageant, only not so amusing, and a little longer sometimes; 
while the world applaud or hiss by turns, and on which the curtain 
fails at last when Death ‘ rings down?’ ” 

** Go on! go on!” said the actress; “rally as much as you please; 
but I hold my opinion :■—the * triumph, or grief, or joy of this world, 
must be more touching than that of the theatre*, because it is real." 

Ma belle!" answered the Marshal, with ready courtesy, “ all is 
real when you are on the stage,” 

“ Ah!” returned the lovely woman, “if you reply by compliments, 
I must give up the argument; but though 1 can say no tnore, 
I mil see the baton.” 

The Marshal’s ^incipal attendant was summoned, and at the 
lady’s desire the staff of office was produced. It was beautifully 
wrought, studded, or to use the ancient heraldic phrase, ge7/i6 with 
^fleurs-de-lis in gold and enamel. The fair Adrienne snatched the 
glittering emblem of military domination from the band of tlm 
attendant, and when he had left the room she kissed it passionately, 
and exclaimed, “ May victory hover wheresoever ’tis raised! but the 
wish is needless—it wust, in the hands of Le Marechal de Saxe”, 

“ You can beat me at compliments,” said the Marshal, “ though you 
disclaim them.” 

Adrienne rose, and assuming a military stand, waved the baton in 
the air, and with the happiest mimicry imitating the Count’s manner, 
gave a series of tlie most absurd commands. The Count laughed, 
half at the close imitation of himself, half at the nonsense she was 
talking; while the admiration of her beautiful arm, as it waved to and 
fro in all the accustomed grace of the highest study, cast an Atdc 
enjoyment over ^e scene, and almost made farce sublime. 

** Sit dptiha!^ cried the Count, when his laughter permitted him to 
speak; “ (dt down, lady fair*—what nonsense you do talk. If Hercules 
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was absurd holding the distafij Venus uiakes as poor work with the 
truncheon.” 

The lively Ute^A-tite was soon interrupted by the announcement 
th:iL Mons. de Devenish, the commandant, waited the Marshal’s 
pleasure. 

“ Ma foi!” exclaimed the Count, surprised, and consulting his watch, 
'■ que le tempxfait! it is indeed the hour I appointed;’* and turning 
ro the servant, he desired him to make his compliments to the com- 
I'lamiant, and say he should be* charmed to see him: the servant retired. 

‘‘ Now,” said the Count to the lady, “ you will hear some very 
droll b^rench spoken.** 

“ 1 am used to that,” sai<l Adrienne, with a smile, alluding to the 
IMiirshars own foreign accent. 

“Ah! but 1 am an anged compared to Mons. do DeVenish; he is an 
Irishman—one of the many thousands who, brave a.s Ciesar, and loving 

.(iting in their hearts, are not allowed to draw a sword for the king 
oi Croat Jlritain, under whose crown they live; and therefore they 
to win victories for other countries. 1 have known De Devenisli 
Miaiiy years; he was an officer in tlie first regiment I ever raised, and 
has been in many a hot place with me; he has elevated himself by 
uis owm merit to be commandant of this fortress, and a more. dcsei*ving 
officer Jiever held command.” 

The entrance of the commandant cut short any further praise or 
comment the Count might have felt inclined to make, and after 
j’cturning the Marshal’s salutation, he begged to present to him an 
officer who had entered the chamber with him. ftis aspect was stem, 
and his arm in a sling s[>oke of recent encounter; and when the com¬ 
mandant introduced him under the name of Captain Lynch, the Marshal 
tj^cmed to receive him with peculiar courtesy. 

“ Chai’med to see you. Captain,” said the Marshal; “ you have 
strengthened the brigade* wonderfully;—what dashing fellows you 
have brought fromirehmd—are they all sijdli handsome strong straight 
dare-devils?” • 

“1 believe. Marshal, we are pretty fairly provided with natural 
gifts.” 

“ You have got hurt—^liow’s that?” 

“ A sharp afhiir, Marshal,” answered Itevenish, taking up the con¬ 
versation; *^and in a quarter I would not have expected, which made 
me take the liberty of bringing the Captain with me, to give all the 
information you might desire.” 

The Marshal withdrew to a table at the further end of the room, 

* The Irish Brigade-one of the most distinguished in the French army of the 
period. 
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and a&er asking Captun Ljnck some lew brief qii^stioQS, be turned 
to Devenish, and with an outspread map before him, began to gauge 
distances with a pair of comi^sses. After a pause of a few 
minutes, he exekimed to the commandant, “ I tell you ’tis impossi¬ 
ble; tlie Duke de Grammont is here—Mons. do Luttaux there. 
The Duke deBiron could not be forced—St. Sauveur commands an 
impenetrable point—the Count de Lon^unad would not permit an 
enemy to steal a march—’tis impossible any thing of moment can 
have taken place.” • 

JDevemsb ventured certain suggestidhs, which the Morslial listened 
to with an attention which showed in what respect he held the com¬ 
mandant’s judgment, but still he maintained the opinion that any 
serious movement of the enemy was impossible. 

While this canference of so much moment was going forward, 
Lynch’s attention was arrested by the occupation of Adrienne, wli!>, 
still holding tire Marshal’s trunchedn, used it fen* a plaything to pro¬ 
voke her d(^ into lictivity. Yes:* while tlie interest of kingdoms was 
in debate, the staff of honour, presented by a proud potentate to an 
illustrious soldier, was made the toy of the moment in tlie hand of a 
woman! 

Lynch’s mind was not of the mould to derive enjoyment from the 
piquant frivolity of such a scene: the staff of honour made a I’luy- 
thing for the amusement of a lap-dog, to his earnest nature only con¬ 
veyed a sense of displeasure, and au expression of pity and sadness 
passed across lus countenance while he watched the gambols of the 
lady’s pet, pursuing in bounding circles the baton which the lovely 
woman waved above his head. Even tlie beauty of person and grace 
of action before him, to which, under ordinary circumstances, he was 
not insensible, became neutralized by the wound his sense of pro¬ 
priety received. The impressions of the. man were less vivid thift 
ihe feelings of the soldier; and the truncheon, which in his mind wus 
aweeiated with thoughts of honour and victory, and whose indication 
he would have followed witfi alacrity though tlie path led to death.— 
that type of command to be degraded, as be considered it, cast a 
deeper shade over his stem and massive features the longer he looked. 
His attention was withdrawn from the displeasing incident by a word 
addressed to him by the Mar^l, who having finished the discussion 
of the lm|wrtant topics on whieh he was engaged with the Ccon- 
mandant, turned the conversation upon the passing trivialities of the 
time. 

“ I hope you and Mademoiselle, your fair daughter, enjoyed the 
ban the other night, Captain;—by-the-by, what a charming per^^on 
she is. She was cklled by common consent in tlie salon, La belle 
Irlandaise” a 
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X(yttch bowed, uad tiumked tbe Maridtal for bis ijattering speedi 
with a formal o^irtesj. 

“ I hope she enjoyed our comedy toa” 

“ Extremely, sir.” 

No doubt she can appreciate the wit of Moliere, for 1 know she 
speaks French charmingly.—Has she ever lived in Pafis?” 

No, Count; she has passed most of her life in IrdLaad.” 

“ Then how has she acquired so pure an accent?” 

“ An old priest was her instructor.” 

“ Ah, truly, I forgot that; all your priests get Iheir education in 
France. We send you priests, and you supply us with soldiers. We 
have the best of the bargain,” said the Marshal, laughing. ** So a 
priest lias taught her French ?” 

“ Yes, Count, and something better, I hope,” rep^d the father, 
seriously. 

“ Oh, doubtless,” returned the Count, with a corresponding suavity of 
voice: “ hut stili fhe enjoyed our comedy'' added he, with a mis- 
eliievous twinkle of his dark eye, and one of his merriest smiles. 

“ Cei'tainly,” replied Lynch; “we say in Ireland, sir, that we may 
ho ‘ raeiTy and wise,’ and I think it quite possable.” 

“I’ll go farther than that,” said the Mai'shal; “I think it very 
unwise not to be merry when one can. But now I can offer to 
Mademoiselle a higher entertainment. Our comp is honoured with 
tlie presence of the first artiste in Hie world,” and he looked to 
Adrienne as he spoke: “ and I doubt not. Mademoiselle lias tears to 
bestow on tragedy, as well as smiles to reward comedy. I hope for 
the honour of seeing you and your fair daughter, Captain, amongst 
our auditory.” 

“ Thanks, Marshal;—but my daughter has left Courtrai.” 

For shame. Captain! Beauties are not so plenty here, that we 

can spare so fair a face. I h(^ Mademoiselle returns soon: besides^ 

remember what |m intellectual banquet is before her in seeing 

Mademoiselle Le Couvreur.” He waved hiji band towards Adrienne, 

>* 

and bowed courteously. She returned th|^ salutation witli a anile, 
and retired. • 

“ I hope your daughter is within necsil,” bontinued the Count. 
“ Where is she?” . 

Captain Lynch hesitated for a maaoent; and muttered something 
about the Marshal’s too flattering courte^. 

“ I insist on knowing,” smd the Count, with his most winning air. 
“ Ipositivdy ootnmimd'her presmibe here, to grace our revels;—where 
is she? Answer, Captain, or dread a generalissimo’s displeasuret if 
your fair daughter is thus '8|nrited away, 'J swear you shall not have a 
foriorn h^pe to leAd, or a post of danger to d^eud, for the rei^ of the 
campaign.” 



Lynch smiled at the nature of the Marshal’s threatened punish¬ 
ment, and in reply to the reiterated questions of where his daughter 
had gone, he replied, “ To Bruges 5 ” but in despite dlf the entreaties 
made for her return, the Captain respectfully declined the honour of 
the Marshal’s pressing invitation, and soon withdrew in company of 
the Commandant. 

They had scarcely retired, when the Count ordered the immediate 
attendance of his favourite emissary, Lerroux. 

A swarthy man, of powerful frame, overhanging brow, and quick 
dark eye, soon made his appearance. The moment he entered, the 
Count addressed him with something of reproach in his manner. 

How is it that you never told me Mademoiselle de Lynch had left 
Couftrai?” 

I did not ]q|ow it. Monseigneur. 

** Then she has fairly given you tlie slip?” 

“ But I will learn where she is gone, if Monseigneur desires.” 

“I know it without your help;—so you see 1 liave done without 
you this time —•prenez garde” 

“Pardon^ Momeigneur .—And what is Monseigneur^s pleasure?” 

“ We must have the lady back to Courtrai; we have no beauties to 
spare here—eh, Lerroux?” 

“ Monseigneur is right.” 

“ She is too charming a person to stay at Bruges while I am here.” 

“ At Bruges; —^thanks, Monseigneur .—^But what address?” 

** Plague take thee, rascal; am I to find out every thing that belongs 
to thy business?” 

Pardon, Monseigneur! am I to go to Bruges then?” 

“Yes: you know how to find out where anybody is an 3 rwhere, 
and can discover the address of Mademoiselle. She is too hand¬ 
some to be spared from Courtrai, and we most make some excuse 
to get her back. Her father is wounded; that is a good plea to 
draw her from her retreat.” * 

“Admirable, Monseign^r!” 

“ You can make it serve, I think. 

“ Without doubt, Monseigneur.” 

“ Contrive it your* own way;—^but of course I know nothing 
about it.” He threw him a purse of gold as he spoke, and smiled. 

Xierroux answered with a vile leer and low chndde. 

“ Lose no time.” 

“ Not a moment, 3fonseigneurJ* 

** And you shall not lose money—^or there is another puree if you 
■bri^ig hack the lady.” 

. ^^i^jhnseigneur is too good!” said the wretch, with a cringe as he 
retired .4rom the room, and left the Marshal to his altemat^i^veries 
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CHAPTER VL 


The Cq^mmandant insisted on the presence of Captain l^uch at his 
quarters on their retiring from the Marshal’s presence. The latter 
pleaded his wound as “ reason fit” why it were wiser to betake biiw 
to the retiremenf of his own lodging and the repose of his own 
bed; but the Comnwndant pleaded ancient friendship, with that oft' 
used clause, “ the length of time since they had met;” and Lynch 
being an Irishman, the social disposition of his nature backed his 
friend’s request, and yielded ,to the Commandant’s wishes, on the 
promise of the latter that Lynch should “ do as he liked;” which 
meant, that the Commandant would not enforce his guest to drink till 
he was tipsy. In the course of their walk, Mons. de Devenish, for so 
we must call our Freuch-lrish commandant, alluded to the beauty of 
the Captain’s daughter, and the universal admiration she created. 

“ Even the Marshal,” said he, “ though used to the blaze of charms 
in the French court, has been attracted.” 

“ I wish he were not,” returned the father. 

“ And why not?” 

“ Because I desire not such distinctions for my child. The 
admiration of wolves for Iambs is Something like that of your Count- 
Marshal for a captain’s daughter; it is disproportionate, and any 
superstructure on so false a base, must fall;i and in falling, whom would 
it crush?—^the woman. The brilli^cy of jfi warrior’s reputation, and a 
courtier’s manner, are an over-match for the natural weakness even of 
the most sensible girl; and 1 would not willingly expose my child to 
the trial:—not that I fear or doubt her go^d sense and her innate love 
of all that is honourable, not only in reality, hut in seeming; never¬ 
theless, 1 should shrink at the idle whisj^rs of a dique commenting 
upon the courtesies of a man of the Count’s gay reputation to my 
daughter.” s 

“ My dear friend,” miswered Devenish,' “ you think like a man who* 
has lived in the hermit retirement of our native land, and is unused 
to the world.” 

And you, my good CcHninandant,” returned Lyndi, “ think—( b^ 
perhaps I had better say, don't think, of such matters, with the 
lessne^' lhat long habit has engendered while living with ;&Me 
demorali^ ftneigners.”. 
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'*.It is possible,** said Deyenish; ‘‘but I hope 1 am not con¬ 
taminated.’* 

“ Certainly not,” refdicd the Captain; “ but your feelings on such 
matters are blunted: and so strongly do 1 feel on this subject, that 
I am going to ask of you the favour of supplying me with some trusty 
messenger, to convey to my daughter a letter to warn her against any 
surprise that may be attempted to draw her to Courtrai.” 

“ Surprise!” exclaimed Devenish, in wonder. 

“Aye, surprise,” repeated Lynch; “there was somethilng in the 
manner of the Count I did not like—it jarred upon me; and I would 
^k favour at your hands 1‘have named.” 

“ You shall have it, my dear friend.” , 

. ‘<My wound, and the duties I have to poi:;|^rm here,” said the 
Captain, “ are obstacles to my own departure hence at this moment, 
or I would iitstantly go to Bruges and see my girl; but a letter in 
safe bands must serve my turn for the..presenf. You say you can fur¬ 
nish a trusty messenger?” 

“ Dei>end on me,” replied Devenish. ^ 

“Thanks!” said Lynch; “ it is enough.” 

Their brief and confidential colloquy brought them to the quarters 
of the Commandant, where a few oiheers had been invited to share the 
hospitality of his table, and were already awaiting their host, lie 
pleaded the commands of the Marshal for this breach of etiquette on 
"his part, and ordered dinner to be served directly. 

Most of the men were Irish, for Devenish loved to have his country¬ 
men about him, and the after-dinner hilarity was mingled with various 
anticipations of the proposed descent on Great Britain, in the cause 
of Prince Charles, and its probable result on Ireland. Lynch 
promised the most devoted adherence to the ‘cause, on the part of all 
Ireland,—^stating his personal knowledge of the feelings of the 
oountiy, in the cause of their legitimate king.- 

'^‘More fools they !” said Devenish—“pass the bottle, boys.” 

“ Call you devotion to a sacred duty folly ?” soid L 3 mch, in whom 
a romantic and enthusiastic nature produced a deeper love for a 
sinking cause. 

“ I call it folly,” returned Devenish, “ to adhere to a family through 
whom poor Ireland lost all, and got nothing. They adhered to the 
royal cause in Charles the First’s time, and little thanks they got— 
only were fn/urihered entirely by Cromwell for it after, and had not 
even pity from Charles the Second. Still, for all that, nothing would 
serve them but to stick to dirty* James, with desperate fidelity; and 
much good that did them,—only got them murtli^red over again ly 

* King James is still remembered in the devoted land be abandoned by this 
complimentary sobriquet. 
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jilack Billjt And xoado the world just one hig l^arrack for Jrjufdunen to 
go live abroad in, for they dare not stay at home.” 

<‘And are we not as badly ofi* under George?” a^ed Lyndht, 
gloomily— ** and is it not worth a straggle to make Ireland a land 
where her sons may live and die in hoimur, and not be forced to Uve 
in exile, if they would not live as slaves ?” 

“ Ah, Lynch, leave your indignant eloquence, like a good boy, and 
pass the wine,—there is poor O’JDonnell eyeing the bottle with a 
longing look, that is quite heart-breaking.” 

‘*1 am of your opinion, Cotoiuaudant, respecting the expedition,” 
said O’Donnell, filling his glass. X'hewit spoke truth, who tdld Iiouis 
that he would never see mass peiformod in Londoa, unless he had 
three hundred thou^d soldiers to serve it.” 

“ We have yet to see what the expedition will do,” said Lymfii. 

“ And they are making all hagte in their preparations,” added 
Blake. * 

“Yet I have no expectation from it,” said the Commandant. 

“Though Saxe commands it ?” replied Lyndi. 

“ Aye, even Saxe.—And, bjf'-the-by, I urn not sure if lie won’t be 
iiblA hy tket^hg here—^that wound of liis is troublesome sometimes—-! 
know it of old—for I was witli him when he got it.” 

“By the way, that was a desperate afioir, I believe ?” inquired 
O’Donnell. 

“ Faith, you may say that.” 

“ An extraordinary escape, was it not ?” inquired another. 

“ Incredibly almost,” replied Deveuish, who was requested, by all 
present, to give the particulars of the encounter, as none of them had 
ever heard the ^toils. 

“It is upwards of twenty years ago,” said Devenish, “ and as one 
might forget a little or so in that time, 1 dare say you will imagine 
the half of what I shall tell you invention ; but I give you my 
honour, the most fertile fancy could not invent half the wonders of 
that night’s work.—You see it was when I first joined the Count’s 
1‘cgiment,—the first which 1^ father all<nved him to raise, and with 
which he certainly performed wonders in a former campaign,—it Vas 
then that the regiment was ordered to Pomerania, to join the 
Prussians, and the Count sent off the lacte before him, that they might 
be in for the first of the fun, he himself intending to follow in a few 
days; but as he> could move faster than a whole regiment, they were 
sent ahead, he reserving only six of his officer^ and about twel»^ 
servants, well aimed, for Ms escort, though we had to cross Ipart of 
enemy’s country.” 

“ Did he dare such a thing with only eighteen men ?” 

“ Dare ?” said Devenish ; “ of all the dare-devils I everAaw»'«>-aiiift 
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I have seen a fenv in my time»—>the Ckmnt surpassed, when he was 
young. He knows better, now ; for^ indeed} the bit of advice Prince 
lEug^e gave him one day, was needed.” 

*• What was that ?” inquired Blake. 

“ When the general officers were praising the young Count one day, 
at Bethune, for some of his daring vagaries, Prince Eugene waited till 
they were all done, and then he took him down a peg, with these re¬ 
markable words:—‘ You mistake temerity for courage,* said he ; * but 
do not confound them, Count, for connoisseurs know the difference* ** 

“ But you ore forgetting the story. Commandant.” 

** Wdl, we were but nineteen people in all, well mounted, and armed 
to thd* teeth ; and we pushed our nags pretty smartly, till night brought 
us, after a hard day’s ride, to a small place called Crachnitz. Here 
th<^e was but a shabby little inn, which could not affi>rd sufficient accom¬ 
modation for our party. We were obliged to^ distribute our horses in 
various stables up and down the village, reserving those of the inn for 
the officers’ chargers, and the servants to sleep in. We stationed a 
couple of scouts to be on the look ou|, to avoid a surprise, and then 
the Count ordered supper, with as much nonchalance aa if he were 
sate at home in his father’s palace. Well, just as we were sitting down 
to supper, in rushed our scouts, to tell us the enemy were pouring 
into the town in great force. What need of force, you will say, to 
take nineteen men ? but, as wc afterwards heard, the enemy had su])- 
^|}osed us to be a much stronger detachment, having heard that 
Marshal Count Fleming travelled with the Count de Saxe ; and so 
something to the tune of two hundred dragoons enffiged the town, 
while six hundred cavalry were posted outside, ^ prevent escape, and' 
make'our capture sure ; for if they could have carribd off the Count 
and the Marshal, it would have been as* good as taking three 
thousand men. 

The Count immediately gave orders to barricade the door and lower 
windows—to pierce the wainscot of the hall, and place a couple of 
meu in each of the side rooms, whidi commanded the passage, who 
co^ld thus, under cover, pour a fire upih the first who should enter. 
The Count and the rest of his suite withdrew to the stables, which we 
could better defend, and where we saddled our horses, to be ready to 
run when we could no longer fight. We heard the clatter of the 
dragoons, as they galloped up the street, and drew up round the inn. 
A violent knocking at the door succeeded; and on the refusal to open, 
tile offioef^ command threatened to force it. The threat was soon 
put into e^kxmtion ; the door was batterdfi down with the butt-ends 
of fire-arms. And while all this din was going forward outside, 
within, stillness of death rrigned—where the Grim King was soon 
'to reign Mmself. A light was so disposed, that the hah was visible ta 
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us, while th6&c who should enter could see nothing. 'I%e four men in the 
two rooms, with guns ready pointed through the^mps, awaited the 
forcing of the door, to deal slaughter on the first who should enter. 
Bang! bang! fell the blows on the p<Mrtal, and the creaking planks told 
how fast the work went on. At came one grand crash, and in 
feu the door ; a rush of dragoons is impeded by a slight barricade of 
furniture in the haU ; the moment they are checked, four deadly shots 
are put in from the side rooms. We then, from the other end of the 
passage which led to the stables, hurl a murderous fire upon the 
assailants, whose own dead bodies become an additional rampart for 
our defence. The dragoons, treading over their faUen companions, 
are pressed forward from the rear,—^they are met with the bayonet, 
and slaughtered helplessly ; a panic seizes the assailants, and the hall 
is abandoned—^literally barricaded with dead. An escalade was 
attempted at the same time, however ; and just as wo had! cleared the 
hall, the tramp of the dragoons was heard in the apartments above, 
where the windows were undefended. The Count was the first to rush 
up stairs in the darkness. He had a pistol in one hand, and a sword 
in the oth|p. The first man he met fell by the/ormer ; and then he 
laid about him so vigorously with his steel, that several were kiUed by 
his own hand, before we could back him. A desperate struggle now 
took place ; it was pitch dark ; we could not see where we struck* 
and the greater part of the conflict consisted rather of wrestling, and 
knocking our foes on the head, with the butt*ends of our pistols. 
At last, we drove them towards the windows, and ihrem them out — 
by St. Fatrid^ *tis a fact!—we threw them out hy handfuh! A 
second attack was mado, and a second time repulsed ; and the enemy, 
finding the defence so complete, concluded a greater number were 
in the house than was anticipated; therefore, the ofiicer relin¬ 
quished farther assault, till daylight would enable him to use his 
numbers with advantage; and as he considered himself sure of 
his prey, he only placed strong parties Tound the inn, and ordered 
the men to rest on their arms till morning, vdien he might sum¬ 
mon the Count to surrenfier. When we found ourselves unmo¬ 
lested, a little council of war was held,' and the first thitig that we 
perceived, with surprise, was,'that not on0*of us, except the Count, 
had received so much as a scratch;—^he got a pistol wound in the thi^, 
but he treated it as iA>thing, and we proceeded to debate what was best 
to be done. ‘We must make daylight through them while it is nighty 
smd the Count; ‘ for if the dawn should show the paucity of our 
numbers, the game is lost.* The difficulty was, now, the want of 
horses ; for yop remember the stables of the inn could only accommo¬ 
date those of the officers. It was therefore agreed to wait till the 
enemy hiight be supposed to be drowsy, and surprise^’the post, which, 
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A’« perceived, had been established behind the inn* One great didiculty 
.^ow existed ;—^though Ave had powder, we had ex;pended every ball, 
and a rammage made through the house for anything we could 
'ibstitute; any bit of brass or iron was a treasure. 1 crammed 
xifiM for iome fellow's coffin into n^ pistol, and the Count was busy 
in cutting the buttons off his coat, to ornament some other gentleman's 
\miform, when a bright thought, as I imagined, struck me. * Count,' 

says I, ‘ we say in Ireland that nothing can kill the d- 1 but a 

silver bullet. So suppose wc club our dollars, and cut them up into 
slugs ?’ * A most characteristic invention,' replied he; * I never 

knew an Irishntcm who could not get rid of his pay faster than any 
othcf'fellow in tlte world.' Laughing at the Count's reply, we acted 
on my advice, however, and chopped up our dollars into slugs, deter¬ 
mined to pay the enemy ransom in a new fashion. When all was 
prepared, T?e mounted our horses, opened the^ gates of the court-yard 
quietly, and making the servants on foot steal cautiously forward, till 
they should get sufficiently close to the enemy to enable them to reach 
them as fast on foot as we should on horseback ; and having contrived 
this combined attack of infiuitry and cavah'y on so grand a scale, at 
the ptoper moment the Count yelled out ‘Charge!* anJ!*'every man 
shoutang enough for a dozen, to make believe we were in force, rushed! 
forward for death, or liberty. This sudden and furious assault upon 
the guard, who thought themselves in such security, tliat they had 
alighted from their hoi’ses, and were lying round a w'atch-lirc, took 
them completely by surprise ; and such as escaped our fire, and tlie 
edge of the sword, fled precipitately, and our seTvsaffB picking the 
best of their horses, we set off at full gallop, and nevCT drew rein till 
we arrived at Sandomir, the next morning, which we accomplished 
without the loss of a man, or a wound amongst the party, except tliat 
of the Count. 

“ Now,” said the Commandant, when he had finished the story, 
“ remember you ashed me to tell you that j for, 'poii my conscience, 
I would not volunteer to tell so marvellous a thing and hope to be 
believed.” , 

Ilis brother-soldiers, while they acknowledged the affiiir to have 
been a wonderful feat, still avowed th^ir belief that, favoured by dark¬ 
ness, a small determined party might keep fearful odds at bay; and 
many instances were remembered round the booj^di 

“ By-the-by, Commandant, was Burke with you in that affair?”' 
inquired O'Donnell. 

“ He was, poor fellow!" said the Commandant, with an expression 

true regret on the last words. “ He had not long come from 
Irdand then, and was one of the four picked men who held the liaU. 
He was my seryant for many years, and much as I valued him, 1 did 
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not know all his^ worUi till I lost blm. 1 hare never Md such another. 
You reraemlxn* him, O’DonneU?” 

** 1 cannot foz^t. the strange scrape ho got intci'the night he mis¬ 
took the pass-w(»rd.” 

The Commandant laughed at the recollection. 

“ Tell us, Commandant,” was the general request. 

“ O’Donnell knows it,” said Devenish; “ but as there are some here 

who do not, I will tell jou; and it has the great merit of not being 

long. It was one night when 1 wished to make a communication 

with one of our outposts, commanded bj a brother Piit, that Burke 

was the only disposable person I hod fur the purpose. He had to 

}iass a line of sentries; and as it was not long since he came from 

Ireland, lie did not know a word of French, so the only thing I wished 

to impress on his understanding was the necessity of remembering the 

pass-woi’d. As it hapiienod, our glorious marshal here furnished tlio 

same in his own over memorable name— Saxe —ever memorable but 
0 

in the case of poor Burke, who forgot it, though lie swore he never 
would, nor could if he tried —‘ for your honour,’ says he to me before 
he went, ‘ how could I forget that word ? Sure, I can remember a 
miller aisy Enough, and a miller has sadts —isn’t that right ? ’ * Quite, 

Burke,’ said 1 ; ‘ remember a miller and sacks, and you can’t go 
wrong—that one word will pass you to-night all through the camp.’ 
Now you must remember, Saxe did not command us, and tliot Burke 
had never lieard of such a person, and depended on his inncnionic. 
system for remembering the charmed word ; but whether it was 
thoughts of ^me, or ‘the girl he left behind him,’ that were bu^ 
with my poo:^Burke, or that his high-trotting horse shook the word 
out of his head, I won’t pretend to say, but when he was challenged, 
the lively *qui vice?* of the sentiy w'as answered by Burke, singing 
out ‘ Bags and as you may guess, Burke was Imd hold of. 

“ ‘ Let me go, you thief!’ cried Burk«—‘ Bogey I tell you !’ 

“ He was taken before the otficer of the guard, wlio asked him where 
he came from. Burke tipped him a knowing wink, and cried * Bags;* 
but tlie olheer seemed as stupid to Burke as the sentinel. 

“ ‘ What brings you here?* asked tlie-otficer. 

“ ‘ Bags!* said Burke, with more emphaeis than before. 

“ The same answer to two dilFerent questions roused the French¬ 
man’s indignation; but the warmer he got, the mewe did Burke repeat 
‘ Bags! ’ and cursed in his own mind the oflGlcer’s stupidity; and 
though he rang the changes on ‘Bags’ in every possible intonation, it 
was not till the next day that my inquiries after my servant set him 
free. Many a laugh was had at Burke’s expense on the sulgect of ;^e 
pass-word; and for a long time after, if I ever wanted him to be 
particular not to forget any thing, I.had only to say ‘Bags’ to put 
Burke on his mettle.” 
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** What a smart soldier he was too !** said O’Donnell. 

“ And as brave as a lion,” added Devmiish. ** In short, he was a 
noble fellow. Though in the ranks he had a heart that would have done 
honour to a marshal. I knew his histoiy, and it was touching. He 
loved a girl passionatelj, who treated him, nevertheless, with coldness; 
yet I firmly believe that to the end of his life, she was the dearest 
thing in his memory. Too daring a devotion to what the poor fellow 
considered the cause of his country Obliged him to fiy from it, and 
never was there a more home-sick exile at heart; but his pride, in 
both cases, was so unfiinching, that word or look would never betray 
to strangers that he regretted the girl and the land that were lost to 
him for ever. He fell, at last, on a hard-fought and victorious day, 
and a lock of jet-black hair, and a withered shamrock, were found 
ncncloscd in a small case of green silk, together with a gospel, suspended 
by a ribbon from his neck, and resting over the pulseless heart, which 
in life never throbbed with an unworthy emotion. 

“ The incident suggested to one of our lads, who was as ready with 
his pen as his sword, a song, which has often been sung round our 
camp fire, and which, if O’Donnell pleases, ho can giVe us now.” 

The manly voice of the soldier was at once raised in accordance 
with the wishes of his comrades, and though he could not boast the 
perfections of an accomplished singer, what was wanting in art was 
more than made up in feeling. 


ibolhtcr. 


z. 

^Twas a glorious day, worth a warrioa’s telling. 
Two kings had fought, and the fight was done. 
When ’midst the shont of victory swelling, 

A sol<Uer fell on the field he won. 

He thought of kings and of royal quarrels, 

And thought of glory without a smile ; 

For what had he to do with laurels? 

Ho was only one of the rank and file. 

But he palled out his little cruiskeen^* 

And drank to bis pretty co//wn,f 
** Oh dariing 1” says he, ** when I die 
, Yon won’t be a widow —for why ?— 

Ah! you never would have me, vovrrueiu" % 


A raven tress from his bosom taking, 

■ That now was stained with his life-stream shed; ^ 

. A fervent prayer o’er that ringlet making, 

He blessings sought on the loved one’s head. 

* A drfm-bottle. f GirL X A term of endearment. 
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* And Tiaionfl fidr of Jiis native moootains 
Arose, enchanting his fhding si^t; . 

Their emerald iralleys and crystal fountains 
Were never shining more green and bright j 
And grasping his little avukeen. 

He pledg’d the dear island of green %— * 

** Tliough far lirom thy valleys I die. 

Dearest isle, to my heart thou art nigli. 

As thongh absent I never had been.” 

nr. 

A tear now fell-—for as life was sinking, 

* The pride that guarded his manly eye • 

Was weaker grown, and his last fond thinking 
Brought heaven and home, and his true love nigh 
Bat, with the fire of his gallant nation, * 

He scorn’d surrender without a blow !— 

He made with Death capitulation. 

And with warlike honours he still would go; 

For, draining his little cruiskeen, 

^ He drank to his cruel caUeen, 

To the emerald land of his birth— 

, And lifeless he sank to the earth, 

Brave a soldier as ever was seen! 

The applause which followed O’Donnell’s song was still ringing 
round the tabic, when a servant entered, and addressed some words to 
the Commandant. 

Devenishy^ever since his holding the important station he filled at 
Courtrai, always made it a rule to examine English prisoners himself 
on their capture, to avoid the misunderstanding that might arise from 
question and answer being confused by an imperfect knowledge of 
language between parties, and now he was informed an officer was in 
waiting, having an English prisoner in choice. The Commandant 
desired he should be brought before himj and in another instant, Ked 
was standing in the presence of the dinifcr-party. 

Though his air was somewhat sad, there was nothing of tha downcast 
craven about it, as he looked towards the Commandant at the head 
of his table; but when he heturd himse^ addressed, not only in Eng¬ 
lish, but with the accent of his native Isold, his face brightened as his 
heart told him he was not so friendless as he thought himself. After 
answering the Commandant’^ first question, he cast his eyes round the 
table, and they met those of Cf^tain L3rDch. A mutual look of sur¬ 
prise and pleasure passed between them; and as the Captdin rose 
and adviced towards him with open hand, saying, “WeU met,c my 
young ^mnd,” Edward exclaimed, “ What! Count Nel- ” 

The Captain suddeidy stopped him by seizing his hand, and, with 
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significant pressure, saying, Captain Iiynch is g)ed to see yol^how 
came you to be a prisoner ?’ 

A few words of explanadon sufficed to show that Edward was clear 
of any charge that should limit las liberty, and the Commandant pro¬ 
nounced him free,* and requested him to take a seat at the table, so 
that, by one of those sudden toms of fortune which are so surj)rising, 
he was transferred at once fi’om a prison to the table of the Commandant, 
and instead of “supping sorrow,” djpnking most excellent wine, 
the first glass of which he filled at the courteous soldier’s request tliat 
he would pledge'him. 

“ I am happy to have the pleasure of seeing you, sir,” said Devenish, 
with that air of high breeding, warmed witli heartiness, ftiat so much 
characterised the Irish gentleman of the period, “ and I hope you will 
make yourself Comfortable. We owe you a little ^extra civility, in 
consideration of the rough treatment you first liad at our hands : but 
if you liave seen something of the chance mbs of travelling in a country 
under military occupation, I trust, before you leave us, we will prove 
to you that soldiers can be very good fellows as well as sturdy.” 

Ned, who never before had sat in as good compsmy, fueling that 
inevitable abashment wliicli being made the subject of address in such^ 
presence always produces in a young man of his station, made a 
somewhat hasty and hesitating speech about the honour he con¬ 
sidered he enjoyed, and the good fortune of an apparently unlucky 
chance affording him the pleasurta and honour of such a distii^uished 
society- So for, his native tact enabled him to say what was quito 
right under the circumstmiccs, though given with a difiSdence which 
betrayed a i^yness, showing a want of intimacy with the high-bred, 
but by no means awaking a suspicion of vulgar habits. 

“ -4s for the pleasure, sir,” said Devenish,* (politely leaving the 
hdHour unnoticed,) I believe 1 may, without flattery, opine that the< 
apartments of the Commandant are more agreeable than those of the 
prevot mar^chal. I hope you will look over the little accident that 
befel you; these French fellows, you know^—Uiese fasematiug 
fm^igners,—have a very taking way with them, as they say of the 
robbers in Ireland/' 


Ned assured him he felt more than repaid by tlie consequences that 
ensued from his capture. 

“ I hope you have not been taken much out of your way, J^ister— 
by-the-by, yoiu: ezamina^on was condu<^ed in so v^ Irish and after- 
dinner a that we never inqub^ your name:—^moy I beg the 

favour 


“ if^'itzgerald,” answered Ned. ^ 

“ A good nasui, sir,—^1 bad some cousins of that nain^nyself. 
Mhy I ask, are you connected with tlie Kilkec family ?” 
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mudi puzzled to be asked about his Fitzgcft'old rela¬ 
tions, answered in the negative. 

“ Or the Knight of Kerry ?” continued Devenish. 

^ ■“ A negative was still returned; and then politeness forbidding the 
Commandant to inquire further, he returned to tlic question of 
“ hoping that our hero had not been taken out of his way.” 

So far from that, i^ed declared Courtrai was a place he intended to 
visit. ^ 

“ Then no bones are«broken after all,” said Devenish, who haviSg 
perfoi'med the courtesy of conversing witli a stranger introduced to 
his table under such peculiar circunuftances, joined in the general 
conversation df his guests. 

Ned was delighted to esc^^ from the inquiries on the sulyect of 
his genealogical 0ee, which was anything but a tree of knowledge 
to him, as far as Fitzgerald was concerned. 

“ What a strange meeting this of ours,” said the Captain. ” We 
last met in a quiet town on the remotest sliore of Europe, and here 
we come together again on the theatre of its most stirring incidents.” 

“ True, sir,” answered Ned. “ And yet in that quiet town, you 
may remember, we met in strife better befitting the seat of war.” 

“ I don't forget it,” answered his friend, significantly ; “ and any¬ 
thing I can do for you here, pray command me.—May J ask what 
your object is in visiting Courtrai ?” 

Jlcre .wi.is poor Ned puzzled again with the very second question 
put to him. lie dai'e not tell to lilm who asked it the real«object of 
his visit; and a second time within a few minutes he felt the painfui 
difficulty of not l)«.ing able to speak tlie truth. He said at last, that 
having a few days to spai'e, the imtural curiosity of persons to visit* 
strange places was his motive ; and then, trying to make a virtue of 
speaking trutli enigmatically, he added, that doubtless there was that 
in Courtrai which he should be glad to see. . 

The Captain assured him there were places of much greater note 
in Flanders, Courtrai being principally remarkable for its manu¬ 
factures, not for the outward beauties ^whicli are attractive to the 
traveller, and recommended his young friend to leave Courtrai as soon 
as possible, as he should only loee his tivfe there. 

How dismally those words soundcid to Ned. Despair stared him in 
the face ; he scarcely noticed anything that took place afterwards till 
tlie party broke up- Then, as the Commandant politely offered the 
guidance of his own servant te conduct him to an hotel, Lynchs 
declai'ed it was needless, as he ■would give his young friend ;accom- 
modation in his own quarters. 

Despa^ fled at the- words t the enthusiast saw Fortune, smiling 
again ; and the lover’s heart jumped at the chances involved in the 
proffered invitation. 
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CHAPTER Vn. 


On retiring from the hospitable board of the Commandant, with what 
surprise did Ned find himself walking dojirn the street arm in arm with 
a count—or a captain, as he chose to be called there—and a passing 
wonder was experienced by Ned, how any man could wish to conceal 
his rank—that is, when it was a high one. Bul^he wonder was 
momentary; superseded by the ecstatic idea of seeing his enchantress 
in a few minutes; nay, of being under the same roof with her ; but 
all! what was his disappointment, when he found, on reaching the 
soldier’s barrack-room, his Ibnd anticipations unfounded!—“ How many 
tricks hath fortune played me to-day,” thought Ned—and he sighed at 
the thought. Hitherto, with the timidity of true love, and a young 
heart, he had not dared to breathe her name; but his impatience 
would no longer remain within bounds, and he hazarded a timid 
question after her health 

“ I thank you, she is well,” said the soldier ; “ and may God keep 
her so—and in safety! ” he addedjj and seemed, in uttering these last 
words, as if he thought aloud. Then relapsing into silence, a shade 
of deep reflection settled on his brow, and he did not speak for some 
minutes. Suddenly he addressed Ned, asking him, that, as there was 
no immediate business to detain him at Courlrai, if he would object 
to visit other towns, better worth seeing. Ned nused no objection, 
merely saying he should be on his return to Dunkirk in some few 
days. 

You can do that, and oblige me too,” said Lynch; “ and also see 
the person after whom you have asked so politely—my daughter.” 

Ned could hardly answer for the breathlessness of delight, but he 
stammered a hasty assurance of his happiness to oblige in the par¬ 
ticular requested. 

“ Then you can carry a letter to her, for which purpose I require a 
trusty messenger, and you have already .proved how stout and sure a 
friend you can be;—but if you ii|puld oblige me, you must start 
to-night.” 

Ned assentied with alacrity; and the Captain, writing a ^ort 
letter, which he placed in Ned’s hands, took down a sword from the 
wall where it hung, and presented it to his young friend. 

** You can ride to-night in perfect safety, with a detachment of 
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dragcxUs going to strengthen' Belem; hut, as you will have to proceed 
thence alone by the canal to Bruges, and, in these rude times, may 
meet blustering people, it is as well to be provided with the means 
of defence.” 

Ned, after expressing thanks for the gift, buckled it to his side, 
and they proceeded immediately to the quarter where the cavalry 
was already mustering for the march, and Edward being presented to 
the officer in command by Lynch, was allowed to join the parly, 
riding one of the troop-horses. As he departed, a single but deep 
and earnest ‘farewell* was bestofred by the stern soldier. 

The night-march was rapd and fatiguing j but Ned, with the 
excitement produced by the novelty of the scene, and, beyond all, the 
promising nature of his mission, would gladly have borne twice as 
much; the ^ * 

“Pride, pomp, and circumstance of glorious war” 

were around him; the martial clang of arms, and rapid tramp of steeds, 
rang through the darkness. The glitter and flutter of gold and steel and 
plume, that dazzle by day, were not there, but snatches of moonbeasns 
struggling through the clouds, lighted them more picturesquely than 
sunshine, and rendered the scene, if less brilliant, mol-e romantic. 

As soon as he reached Belem, notwithstanding all his fatigue, 
he sought not repose, but lost no time in embarking in the first 
passage-boat which proceeded to Bruges. In the boat, howexer, 
exhausted nature sought the repose she needed, and he slept for some 
hours, until the clatter of dinner aroused him.—Here was another 
novel scene to Ned; smoking, eating, and drinldng,'ali going on to¬ 
gether, the women joining in the latter pretty freely; and the custom 
being tlint the wine bill should be defrayed by the men, travelling 
bachelors undergoing a sort of tax upon celibacy, by paying for tiie 
wine of other men’s wives and daughters, Ned found the Flemisli 
fair sex had a tolerable capacity for the' consumption of tlie article. 
Then} was bat wne person on board who could speak a word of 
English, and only a few broken scraps Hvere at his disposal. Tliis 
•occasioned Ned to attach himself to the cmnpany of this person, though 
there was something in the man from w^iich he was instinctively in¬ 
clined to shrink, a sort of bird-of-prey look that was repulsive, yet 
through the desire to ask a question, so natural in a young traveller, 
our hero overcame his prejudices, and submitted to the companion¬ 
ship. Ned found he was well acquainted with Bruges ; and as they 
approached the town, the magalflcent tower of the town-hall (the 
car*Z/S»i), the lofty steeple of Notre Dame and other spires were 
named to, our young traveller by the obliging stranger, to whom 
Ned fancied he had done great injustice by his antipathy. 

“ You can tell me, then,” said our hero, “ in what part of the town 
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1 cau find this siddress and he prodijead the letter he was beairlng to 
Ellen. 

Ned saw an extra brightness flash in the swarthy stranger’s keen 
eye as he ghmced at the direction; but it was momentary; and he 
calmly answered, he should be happy to show him tlie house, warning 
against ti'usting to any paid guides through the town, as they were 
the greatest villains unhanged. Ned remembered the Captain’s part¬ 
ing words and his gift of the sword, and was therefore readier to 
give credit to the stranger’s admonition. 

I viU sliom good 'ouse to Monsimr^ said the friend, whom Ned 
thankfully followed;*and the strangei^ed him to the Singed*Or, 
where be proposed tlicy should have soam leeiel refraish togozzer^ and 
that he would conduct him afterwards to the place he sought for; he 
then left Ned, on some pretence, saying^ would be back by the time 
the ‘ refraish* was ready, whidi, having been ordered with all speed, 
Ned expected to make its appearance in some twenty minutes ; but 
when an hour elapsed, and the stranger returned not, Ned fancied he had 
foirgotteu him and the ^ refraish* altogethei*, and thei«fore determined 
to delay no longer the delivery of the letter ; dmuanding a guide, he 
issued from theiinn, and after traverdng some intricate and inodorous 
bye-ways, Ida conductor indicated with ids pointed finger that the house 
he sought lay up a street into which he had just turned. Ned saw a 
carriage with a door open, and a figure standuig,ias if in attendance, 
which struck him to be the hawk-eyed stranger of the passage-boat— 
the next instant a lady issued irom the house; it was Ellen ; and tJie 
stranger assisted her to the carriage;—thought of treachery ^shed 
across Edward’s mind, and he ran %vith all speed to the spot, urhei*e the 
stranger was employing his utmost haste to ^ut up the steps and close 
the door. But Edward arrived in time to' present himself before 
Ellen, who grew alternately pale and red on beholding him, and saw in 
his excited look some occasion of unusual moment—while his urgent 
appeal to her to stop was met by the swartliy stj^ger’s passionate 
exelamatioii tliat there was not a moment to delay; this he urged, speak¬ 
ing rapidly in Fi'ench to Ellen, with much gesticulation. , 

“ I fear there is treachery here,” cried Nqd, eagerly; but he was 
interrupted by the Frenchman, who, with son^c contemptuous gesticu¬ 
lation towards him, gabbled a torrent of talk to Ellen, which Ned 
could not understand, as the stranger spoke his own iMiguage. But 
our hero would not be thus put down; for, la3ring hold of the door, and 
shoving the intruder aside, he put his head into ttie carriage, and said, 

“ Dear lady—^if this rascal is trying to persuade you that I km not 
your father’s authorized messenger, he is a liarjl” 

“ Sacre!” exclaimed tlic Frendimun, who, with giiasliing teeth and 
eyes flashing fire, drew liis sword fiercely, and with such evidence -of 
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reality in his evil intention, that Ii«ed hod Lid rapier out in time to 
parry tLe furious thrust of his assailant, whose fierce and rapid lunge^ 
urged with great personal phwer, lashed to its utmost exertion by rage, 
placed our hero’s hfe in imminent jeopardy. Ellen screamed; and, 
opening the carriage door, was about to rush between the combatants, 
when a rapidly*returned pass from Ned laid the base Lerroux dead at 
the feet of the lovely creature he would have beti'ayed. 

Ellen would have fallen to the ground but that Edward caught her 
in his firms, and bore her into the house, where the attention of the 
rapidly-assembled domestics recalled her from hei* swoon. Her first 
words, on recovering, were ti^urge Edward to immediate fiight, but 
his answer was handing her letter of her father, and .saying, “ I 
must not go until I know if there is any otlKr duty 1 can perfiM^mL.” 

She glanced over the Ictto^and exclaimed, “ Oh! from what peril 
you have preserved mo!—but you liave slain a Frenclunan, andai’e in 
the hands of Ins countrymen, in arms—Fly! for Heaven’s sake, fly!—- 
Then writhing her hands, she exchuraed, Alas! alas! am 1 doomed 
always to involve you in trouble?” 

She looked with so much gentleness at Edward as she spoke, tliat a 
thrill of delight shot through Ms frame, and he exclaimed, with an 
emotion to which no woman’s ear could be insensible, “ Think not for 
a moment of my danger; I would gladly lay down my life for you!” 

The sound of commotion in the street without now became audible, 
and increased more while they spoke ; and when Ellen moved to the 
■window and looked out, slie suddenly withdrew, alarm impressed on 
every feature. “ They are gathermg fearfully,—^it is impossible you 
cau escape by the front; the court in the rear opens on the canal, and 
a boat is at the stair.— Hasten, Ernestine I” she exclaimed to a fair¬ 
haired girl, her attendant; “ put this gentleman across the canal, and 
you will escape immediate interruption. Load him at once to tlie 
nearest gate,—get him out of the town, for Heaven’s sake,—and when 
once you gain the, suburb,” she added, addressing herself to Edward, 

you can procure the means of escape, and neglect it not for an 
instant, as you value your life. Fly ! I beseech you.” 

“ Lady !” said Edward, “ I have a worjd in private for you.” 

“ There is no time.” 1 

“ 1 cannot leave without.” 

Ellen rapidly waved the attendants from the room, and closed the 
door. 

“ Be brief.” 

“ I inay never see you again, but I camtot leave you without telling 
you, that a mad pnjsumption has eutored my heart,—Oh, do not start 
—I am going.—I hope and believe I shall yet have fortune, and 
one day might hope—Oli, say, if ever I come bac^, where may I 
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hear ot you ? Do 1 presume too much ?—Oh, be not angry with me !** 
he exclaimed, imploringly, dropping on his knee at her feet, and 
taking her hand, 

** Against one who has been my preserver,” said Ellen, trembling, 
** gratitude forbids I should entertain anger ;—^but this is folly, and 
may cost you your life.” 

“ Then answer—where shall I hear of you ?” 

“ To save your life I mMst speak,” said Ellen. “ At the Convent 
of the Assumption, in this city, you are likel}*' always to hear of me.” 

“ A convent!” exclaimed Edward, with a look of horror. 

A louder murmur rose from the street as he spoke, and Ellen’s 
pallor and tremor increased. 

“If you really respecthftc,” die said, “ fly.” 

He ventured to press the hand he llBld to his lips, and rose, and 
uttering a passionate farewell, hurried from the room. On the stairs 
Ernestine was waiting for him, and beckoned him rapidly to follow 
her. To run down the court, jump into a boat, and cross a canal, was 
the work of a veiy few minutes, and a few more found them tlireading 
back streets towards one of the gates. As they hurried along, a 
chime of bells rang out, and an expression of alarm overspread the 
girl’s face, as she beckoned Edward to greater speed, and ran forward 
to the gate that was now in sight. They ran till they were out of 
breath, and reached the guarded portal only to learn that the gate? 
were closed for the night, and none must pass. 
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CHAPTER Vin. 

Ernestinb' could not avoid betraying in her countenance alarm and 
anxiety, which might have been enough to waken the suspicion of the 
sentry had he been a reasonable man; but, as he was a conceited fellow, 
he attributed the changing colour of the damsel to the result of the 
im})ertinent love-glances he c|^t from those bold eyes, which he fancied 
capable of conquering any woman alive, and, as he ogled the fair 
Fleming most unequivocally, the girl’s agitation was set down to his 
grenadier gallantry. 

Ernestine tlirough all her alarm- saw tins, and with womanly rcadi~ 
ness determined to make use of it; she pouted her ripe lips into the 
prettiest form of entreaty, and bent the most love-like gaze of suppli¬ 
cation from her blue eyes as she urged every ingenious plea she could 
think of, to be permitted to pass the wicket. It was in vain j—to 
every appeal the grenadier only chucked her under the chin, smd told 
her to “ try again,” till at last Ernestine, seeing he was making a jest 
of her, left o|^ calling him “ cruel,” which she hoped would have made 
him kind, and, saying he was an impertinent fellow, turned away from 
tho gate in bitter disappointment that all l^e powder and shot of her 
coquetry had been thrown away, and in much anxiety respecting the 
safety of the young gentleman who had been put under her charge. 
For some time the girl seemed absorbed in thought as she retraced 
her steps with speed across tlie bridge and ,dbwn the main street from 
the gate, till turning into one less frequented she relaxed her speed, 
and, looking round to see that none were near to observe, she stretched 
forth her arms in the action of swimming, with a look of inquiry to 
Ned, who having answered by a nod of ||8sent, she hurried forward 
again. Ernestine’s pantomimic question arose from a little plot she 
had contrived for placing her charge in some place of safety within 
the city, as she could not get him out of it; and as the only one she 
knew was in a public part of the town, and not far from where the 
fatal affray took pla<!iG, the difficulty lay in getting the fugitive there 
without observation. This she feared was impossible by crossing any 
of tlic bridges—at least’ it was perilous, and as the house she intended 
for his sanctuary had a water-gate which opened on one of the canals, 
her plan was to go round by the bridges by herself, and leave Edward 
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to lie in some momentary place of concealment, till she could advertise 
the inmates of the ‘house of lier intention, and give a signal to Ned 
from the opposite side of the canal, which, as he could swim, would 
present no other obstacle than a wet jacket between him and security. 

The understanding between Ned and his guide had been so perfect 
by the mere intervention of gesture, that no further explanation was 
required for the present to comprehend one another's meaning,—he 
understanding she expected him to swim, and she quite satisfied he 
could do so ; therefore she trotted on, and he after her, through a 
multiplicity of intricate windings, which reminded Ned of his native 
town in their high flavour and narrowness.* They soon debouclted, 
however, from these labyrinths of nastiness into the broad r and more 
frequented part of the tovrii ; but the relief to one sense gave alarm 
to another, for the eye became painfully alive to passing groups, whose 
upraiised voices and gesticulation showed they were moved i by some 
event producing popular excitement, and many of the rnffitary were 
among them. Ernestine hurried across one thoroughfare thus occu¬ 
pied, and cast a furtive glance backward to see that Edward fcdlovvcd 
unmolested, and, when assured of this, she took no further notice, but 
led onward with unslackened pace through the quieter intersecting 
street till she reached the opening on the next liighws^, where a sight 
was before her enough to shake a stouter heart; for a party of 
soldiery were A the moment bearing over the bridge the body of 
Lerroux on a litter, and seemed excited even to ferocity. 

Ernestine grew white with terror, and, turning sudden(|rback, abso¬ 
lutely dragged Edward after her till they reached a low-browed arch 
leading up a dark entry, to the farthest extremity of which they quickly 
retired, waiting in ^ent anxiety until the receding murmurs should 
tell them the savage crowd was past. They listened breathlessly, but 
the noise increased rather than diminished, and to their dismay, the 
mob turned down the street to which they were so dose. Ernestine, 
trembling from head to foot, leaned for support on Ned, who grasped 
the handle of his sword in readiness to sell his life dearly, if need 
might be. On poured the stream of the growling and sweaidng mul¬ 
titude, past the little entry which reverberated to their heavy tramp, 
and whence the fugitives could see from out the friendly shadow the 
grim faces that were passing. The numbers grew less and less—^the 
murmur faded into distance, and soon the tramp of some following 
straggler alone disturbed the quiet street. Ernestine ventured to peep 

* There MWinaTif points of similitude between Bruges and Galway. The heavy 
portals .fonuing the entrance to qnadrangulur buil^gs,—the narrow passages 
through sbccsessivc , arches, not over sweet,—and the Spanish look of the women 
with their ample cloaks, are singularly like.' This may he accounted for by the 
extensive interconrse snbsisting between %ain and Galway in anoient times. , . 




TREASUBS X|U)V£. 


67 


out, and, beckoning Edward to follow, emerged from their hi^ng^ 
place, and again dared the streets, over which the ihadows of evening,, 
now falling, favoured their retreat, which the careful girl still con¬ 
trived should lie through the most quiet ways. At last they ai’iived 
at an open square, whose odour proclaimed it at once a 6shmm*ket, 
and whose proximity to the water showed the fitness of the hjcahty. 
Hurrying to the quay, Ernestine, after casting a few inquiring 
glances about, thought a barge moored to the bank the most favour- 
able chahee that offered for her purpose, and, stepping on board, she 
was soon joined by Edward. She pointed to a house nearly oppodte,. 
with a water-gate (q)ening directly upon the canal, and gave Edward 
to understand that he should remain in the barge until she could get 
round by a bridge to that particular hous^, to which, as soon as he 
saw Iher, he shbuld swim. She tlien deputed hastily, and Edward 
cast a glance across the water to measure the distance of his .aqu^tie 
short cut. • ^ 

Not far from his promised asylum stood a building of such quaint 
and peculiar beauty, that Edward, even amidst the reasonable anxiety 
of his situation, could not avoid remarking it. Its graceful pinnacles 
yet sparkled in the sunset, and the elaborate beauty of their form 
was more remarkable from being wrought in brick, whose makers 
and layers in olden tiiqe must have far surpassed all, modem work¬ 
men, judging from the exquisite specimens stiU to be ^en in Holland 
and Belgium. But though its pinnacles were still bright, the greater 
moss of the d>uilding was sinking into shadows, relieved only by the 
small squares of glass in its ample windows catching a light here and 
there, which, reflected in the canal beneatlf| broke the massiveness of 
shadow, which would otherwise have been heavy, and made one of 
those pictures which only such amphibious places afford. 

He withdrew his eyes now and then from the sparkling pinnacles 
to cast a glance at the little water-gate in search of Ernestine, and 
had not long to wait, for the assiduous girl had used all speed to 
accomplish her object; and Edward soon saw her standing within ttie 
recess of the opposite arch, and waving a handkerobdef by way of 
signal. Letting himself down gently by 4 rope from the barge’s side 
’ into the water,, to avoid the noise a plunge would have made, he 
struck out bol<fly across the canal, and Emestinq received the dripping 
fugitive with smiles and testimonies of admiration, and led him imme¬ 
diately up a winding stair, at the head of which a fat old lady, the 
picture of good living, was waiting to receive him. She shook him 
by the hand with an air of elaborate politeness, and said, “ Vdkjmj, 
velkim.” She then talked tm immensity'in her own language, with 
a word of English here and there, to Ned, who was shining the weight 
of water from his garments in the hall, while the fat old lady pmired 
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a torrent of directions to Ernestine, 'ivho was running up stairs, after 
having received thtsn, hut was recalled to get a fresh suppty of 
orders. Off went Ernestine agiun, and bj the time she was near the 
top of the house, the old babbler must have her back for some fresh 
Older,—and this was repeated several times, till the girl’s patience 
was exhausted, and, affecting not to hear the recall still screamed after 
her, she pursued her waj up stairs to get fresh clothes for Edward. 

The old lad}r then told him she could speak English, though he 
would scarcely have found it out without her saying so, for her few 
words, badly pronounced, were so crushed between her native gutturals, 
with which she made up her conversation, that no dictionary in the 
language vrould have recognised the disfigured creatures as ac¬ 
quaintances, and they could only be classed amongst the vagrants and 
v^abonds that go wandering over the world without claim on any 
society ; few and shapeless as the words were, however, she made it 
intelligible that she acquired a knowledge of English from her second 
husband, but that it was to her third that Edward was to be indebted 
for his clothes. 

** But yaw are vet, naut mo<di.e, I dink,*’ said Madam Ghabbel- 
kramme. 

Ned shook kis head, and the skirts of his coat, and said, “ Fm/.** 

“ Bote it VOS so droi here—very—dis zummer.” ' • 

“ Maybe so, ma^am, said Ned; “but the canal is very wet, X assiil*e 
you.” 

“ Ah no—cannaut-—dis year rain not moche.” 

“ The little that was of it, ma’am,” said Ned, “is very penetrating 
however.” . * 

The feet of Ernestine were now heard pattering down stairs, and she 
soon made her appearance bearing a bundle of dothes. 

Madiim attempted a long talk with Ernestine about the clqthcs, 
which the gii’l strove to cut short by hurrying towards a side roc^ off 
tlie hall ; hut madam held her back by her skirt as she gained the 
d(^r, and said that, as the garments had not been worn since her 
poor dear good man had died, ilHI tlicy must want airing. To 
which the girl replied, with an exclamation of w'onder at madam’s 
absurd care, tlmt they were certainly more dry than those the young 
gentleman had on him. Edward, seeing the tendency to discussion 
on the old. lady’s part, lost no time in following Ernestine into the 
room ^ where the girl, depositing the clothes in a chair, gave him a 
significant nod to make the most of his time; and, notwitlistandii^ 
the old lady’s attempt to establish a parley at the portalf Edwartl 
contrived to get the door shut sooner than his hostess tliought con¬ 
sistent with that politeness to the fair sex which she constantly 
preached, and of which she considered herself a most deserving object 
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She kept talking to him, however, through the door all the tiitHi 
Ned was e£Eecting his change, which presented two Vli£|pulties, the first 
to drag off the wet garments which ching to him, and the second to 
keep the ample’ folds which had encased the rotund proportions of 
late Herr Ghabhelkramme from falling about his heels ; no possitie 
buttoning would do it, and he was fain to hold them up with his 
hands, which the capacious sleeves and heavy ruffles of the portly 
burgher rendered nearly useless. It was as much as Ned could do to 
get one hand free to open the door, at which the fussy old lady began 
to knock impatiently, and when she entered, her desire to give Ned a 
second shake of welcome by the other almost produced a catastre^he 
which it would have given us pain to record. Ernestine saw our hero's 
difficulty, and, while she laughed at it, promptly set about its removal; 
huge pins were put in requisition, and at length the application of a 
scarf round his middle set Ned’s mind at ease and his hands at 
liberty, whereupon his fat hostess shook them heartily, and remarked 
to Ernestine, how slender the youth looked in the burgher’s clothes. 

“Augh!” exclaimed she in German, **Ghabbelkrammc was A fine 
man—but to say the truth, the youth is good-looking.” She then led 
the way to another chamber where the supper table, handsomely 
provided at all points, was laid, and, after some words to Ernestine, 
the latter departed, and Edward ^vas left tHe-a-t^e witli the old 
lady, who did not seem in tlie least to regret that he did not answer 
one word, but appeared the happier tliat she had all the talk to herself, 
in^ which she never relaxed for one moment. There were a goo<l 
many pictures in the room, most of them daubs done to order; 
iimong them wcretlmee portraits of the three former lords and masters 
of tlie extensive domain of female loveliness that now stood before 
Edward, and tliis she contrived to make him understand: by pointing 
to them and saying, as each was indicated— 

“ Dat is mine von ; dat is mine doo; dat is mine dree. Mine 
von VOS gooder; mine doo vos beaster; but, mine dree vos pigger. 
Dem is his goatsand she pointed to Ned’s coat and nether gar¬ 
ments as she spoke. She then indicated several portraits of herself 
at different periods of life ; and by refer^ee to these and those of her 
husbands, and afterwards calling his attention to various composition ^ 
pictures which hung round the room, gave him to understand that 
she and her former lords had sat as mgdels for the pi-incipal figures. 
It would seem the tastes had vai'ied at the different periods of these 
picture|i being painted. In the earliest, the pastoral prevailed— 
Madame figured as a shepherdess. In the second, the mythology 
laid under contribution for the subject; and bci'C, as Daphne, shfi'ii^ 
escaping at the very mommit ofi^metamor^ihose from a bloated 
who seemed very much blown with his run; while the tree into ^ldidi . 
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sKe ww changing was l^far the least wooden part of the picture, 
the third scriptural subjects prevailed, tmd this mountain of 
too solid flesh ” had done some of the most renowned beauties of 
inered history the favour of being their representative. In some of 
accessory seraphic groups, too, she would indicate the handsomest, 
and say, is me; —^l)ut here is ’noder—vcr goot indeetand she 

pointed to the largest picture in the room, the subject being Tobit and 
the Angel. “Dat is goot to ebbery potty ehhery time (which was 
the old lady's w'ay of expressing always) —Ghabblekrumme vos Tobit 
—de hangel is wic.” Ned found it difficult to resist laughing, and 
commenced a voluble praise of the picture to escape such a breach of 
politeness, remarking liow very nati.i'ally the fish was represented. 

“Oh, 3 mis,” said madam, “ebbery ting from nature—de'veesh vrom 
de market—ver goot—^after baintcr baiiit liim, de cock made liiA for 
zupp<*rs:—ebbery ting from nature, ebbery time, in goot vorks;— 
Ghabblekramrae vos Tobit—de veesh vrom de veesh—ami de hangol 
. is me/* Ned could no longer resist a smile, which she perceiving, 
she i^quested him to remember that she was much more beautiful then 
than n&w ; and by certain applicatfons of her hands squeezing in lier 
present redundancy, and her pointed finger referring to depaj-ted 
dimples, and cutting certain figures through the air indicating various 
lines of beauty, she endeavoured to convince her guest that she was 
the remains of u V'enus, somewhat enlarged. 

“ But dat is all mine goot humour,—1 am so grabble, (agreeable, she 
meant to say), it is bleasant to live mid me, I do adsure youand 
she gave Ned a tender glance as she spoke. * 

“ All mine von, mine doo, mine dree, zay I vos so grabble ; dere 
is mek me happy-not, only von ting,—I am ’vrai4 aum day I vill grow 
too tickshe was eighteen stone if she was a pound, as she spoke 
tlie words. 

Ned would have given the world to have laughed out, and screwed 
his mouth into all sorts of shapes, to keep in the i*ebellious merriment 
that was producing internal convulsion. 

I zee,” said the old lady, “ you laughs at mine bat vorts of Hin- 
gelisb ; but you naut know notten IJeitch —zo me petters dan you.” 
Leaving the room as She spoke, Ned was left to his own observations 
of the chamber, which had much in it indicating weoltli. There were an 
Indian cabinet and screen, jar^ and beakers of diina, idols of marble and 
gilded metal, and monsters in porcelain of the direst fi>rms of ugliness, 
rich cornices mid mouldings, hangings of that stiff damask ^lich we 
^ly now have a notion of through old pictures, andstall^hocked chairs 
<ff walnut wood and cut velvet inviting to sedentary ease. Every 
thing in thh.,;p(Ma bore an aspect culiously coinciding with the figure 
•of the misti^s. The cabinet was square«built and thick, and one 
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open drawer, ci'amzaed with a medley of things, gave some idea of the 
surfeit under which the rest were, labouring; W'hilet^ anotiber* etnpty 
one seemed protruded by the poor cabinet itself to get a mouthful of 
air. The jars were of the most rotund forms, the dragons seemed 
bursting, the idols were bloated, and the very ciiairs seemed stufied as 
full as they eould cram. His further observation was interrupted by 
Hie return of his hostess, followed by a stout-built fraiby bearing a 
tray holding sevei’al dishes ; upon which, as-they were laid one by one 
♦n the table, the lady who feayed sh^ would grow “ too tick ” looked 
witli an eye of affection little in keeping with such an aiiprehension, 
and, w^hen aUsw.as ready, she motioned Ked to a chair, and then, flop¬ 
ping down into bne herself, squeezed as near tlie table as }ier good 
humour would allow her, and coinmcnced operations. After helping 
lier guest, she sot to herself, and though Ned, as might be expected 
iroin his youth and hardy calling, could play a tolerably good kmfe 
uid fork, or was, in Irish parlance, a capital “trencher-boy,” hq was 
i fool to his hostess, who made astounding havoc with both eatables 
ind drinkables. No sooner was one dish cleared, than an assault was 
nado on another; and, though Ned did all he could to keep a lady in 
jounlenance, he was forced to give in long before she" relaxed in her 
.abour' of love. Heavens! how she did gobble and swill! it was 
dmost sublime, and, somehow or other, she contrived to talk dl the 
time. At last she seemed to have done, and siJoke to the servant, 
who partly cleai’ed the table and retired, and the inter\ al w'as made 
use of by Madame Griiabblekrauime to puU a large liandkerchief from 
her po(;ket and rub down her face, whi<di began to give some dewy 
evidence of the exertion she Imd gone through. She pulled a second 
handkerchief from another pocket, and before making use of it, said, 

“ I am zo jiartic, ebbery time, mid mine anklcshift,—you zee I habben 
von—rto make mine nose—and ’nudder vor to zvveep mine face.” 

The servant returned bearing an enormous dish of salad,■*~-a perfect 
stack of vegetable production, which Ned declined meddling with, 
though assured by his hostess it was an excellent tiling after a hearty 
meal; but she remarked on his continued refusal to taste it, that 
periiaps.he was right, as he was “too tifi ” to eat salad;—“Bickos,” 
added' she, “ I take liira vor to kip minezftlf tin.” Then plunging her 
weapous right into the whole dish of vegetalde, die began to gobble 
salad in a style that mi^t have shamed a Neapolitan bolting macaroni; 
and, as-she pause^ sometimes ib take breath, would pant forth this assu¬ 
rance to !—dat is goot vor me!” But, as every thing 

in this worlds Biiai^ eome to an end, poor Madame Ghabblekramme- 
hmshed her salad at last, and dghed as she followed the dish with < 
eyes as it was borne away the attendmit^rau. The table, howe^ver, 
was replenished with dishes of Irutt; and burly, rouad-b(^ed, 
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Idgking bottles, filled 'mtb good wtne, and long-stmmed glasses, oma- 
Hient^ willi spiral lines of white, sparkled gaily on the board. In 
making free with these, ^ed had a better chance of coping with the 
old lady, though it is not unlikely, if she had a mind, she could have 
put Ned under the table. The curtains being drawn, and the cham* 
her well lighted with a plenty of wax cfmdles, which stood in hand¬ 
some candelabra of bronze gilt, resting on richly-carved oakec 
brackets, and the servant having retired, they were now left to them¬ 
selves, and another avalanche of talk .fell upon Ned. She told hin 
she was very rich, with good houses, and good plate; “gelt and 
mlber,—and blenty,”—and she “ so grabble,” that it was easy to live 
with her,—and Bruges was a very good town to life in. On asking 
OS'ed if he did not think so, he answered, that it was impossible he 
could judge^ as he had but just arrived. To this she replied, that he 
might stay in Bruges as long as he liked, wliere he might consider Aer 
house as his. She told him then something of her history, assuring 
him that when young she was extremely handsome, and even now 
that she had a more delicate skin than many a girl, and held out 
her arm to Ned that he might prove it by touch. He, young in the 
world, and never having had the opportunity of observing to what 
absurd lengths vanity can be stretched, did not attribute the old lady’s 
absurdity to its true cause, but began to think she was a little mad; 
and, instead of being inspired with disgust, entertmned pity for her, 
which gave such a softness to his manner, that the old dame enter- 
tsuned a notion she was making a conquest, and began to look round 
the room to see if there was a spare corner for Ned’s picture. To 
Ned’s great relief, their conversation was interrupted by the arrival of 
Ellen, attended by Ernestine, though the pleasure he experienced on 
beholding her, which at first chased every other idea, was a little 
dashed when he rose at her entrance; for the feeling of the fat 
burgher’s clothes slipping off gave him such a notion of his own 
ridiculous figure, that it shocked him to be seen in such a plight by his 
charmer. She, crossing tlie room with exquisite grace, approached 
Madame Grhabblekramme to make her salutation, which the old lady 
did not seem inclined to receive a bit too well, for it disturbed her in 
the pursuit of an agreeable idea. Ellen Uien turning to Edward 
begged him to be seated, with an air of the gentlest courtesy: he was 
glad to obey, being conscious he looked less ridiculous sitting, as he 
could stow away some of the extra dblds and flaps and skirts of 
Mynherrs voluminous garments behind him, and show a. better front. 

“ Yat vor you kummen here ?” inquired Madaaaa Gbabbleknumne, 
rather gruffly, cranching an apple, while she spoke. 

“I came to thank you, my dear Madame,’’ replied EUen, in the 
tweetest manner, “ for the protection you have afforded this gentle- 
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man.** As if die tihought the ceremonious t«*m of “gentleman” cold, 
she then said,—“my iHend ;’* and then, as if she feared she had"said 
too much, added,—-“my father’s friend.” 

Edward bowed low as she uttered the words, and felt himsdf de- 
. rated in the scale of creation, to hare won such a name frenn her lips. 
^ “And I am glad to tell you,” die continued to Edward, “that I have 
interested the good Father Flaherty in your behalf, and he has pro¬ 
mised to see you into a sure place of safety, and get you unharmed 
out of ^the town.” 

“ He is 'nuff safe vere he is,” replied Madame Ghabblekramme, 
tartly; “ re rant naut Vader Flart.” 

“ Remember, dear madam, that, in* case of need, he could place ffim 
in sanctuary.” 

“ Sanctum—fittle ! de yhung mans is fer goot vere he is;—rant a 
vright you iz, mine loaf, to-night! yOu iz a rite as mine dabble- 
clout—and she ^d her hand on the table-cloth as she spoke; “ vy 
iz you naut all rosen liken to me ?” 

“ I have been much frightened, madam, this evening.” 

“ Yais,—you looks liken to dead; you iz alfays too tin, bote now 
you looken like a skelter.” 

“ Not quite a skeleton, madam,” said Ellen, smiling. 

, * “ Yais,—skelleter;—^you never had proper-shins.” 

Edward, who had hitherto listened with amazement, became indig¬ 
nant at what he thought an attack on the symmetry of the young 
lady’s legs, not being able to comprehend that old Ghabblekrammo 
meant proportions^ when she said “ proper-shins.” 

Ellen only laughed, and the old lady continued :— 

“ You can laughen, mine tear,—bote you iz no peauty, dough you 
tink zo,—maynbe;—young foomins tinks it peauty to be tin,—d>ut de 
mans knows petters. Now you looken, mine tear!” and taking a 
knife in her hand and holding it upright on the table, she said: 
“ Dere! you are just liken to dat—strefc before, and stret behind, 
and vairy tin.” 

Ned could hardly keep his temper; but the gentle smile of Ellen 
calmed him by its sweetness, and when he saw Ernestine laughing 
behind the old woman’s chair, it taught him to regard the old lady’s 
jspeeches as they did. As he looked at Ernestine, he saw a dark 
figure emerge from behind a screen, and gently approadk the chair oi 
Madame Ghabblekramme, as she continued:— 

** Yais^ mine loaf, don’t you be konsetted^if you aff hearen as 
I off hearen de mans’ talk of de 'foomins, you vould know petters: 
a poor tin tread of a ting is not grabble to de mans, 1 do adsure yOn! 
—de talken of poor tin ting^ as—cane mine loaf;—as teal 

poards,.mine tear 1” 
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jBy diis iime, Father Flaherty, for it was he whom Ned had seen 
ilMEkvaace, laid his hand on the back of Madame &habblekrammG’s 
chair, and overlooking the mountam of conceit beneath him, exclaimed 
irr a rich lu-ogue, after she had uttered the words, “ deal poards and 
eane chairs,”—‘‘Arrah, then, Madame Crhabblekramme, aouslda, did 
yon ever hear of such a thing as a feathcr>bed ?” 

Ned could “ mind his manners ” no longer,—^he burst out laughing, 
and even the trained courtesy of Ellen could not repress her mirth. 
Ernestine, • though she could not understand a word, gathered the 
meaning from the result of the father’s speech, and ran out *of the 
room to enjoy herself at freedom in the hall. 

^^Tais,—Vader Flart,—I know vat is vedder bet;—dere is vedder 
sbet in mine ’ousc.” 

‘•All the town knows that, ^a’am.” 

“And you taken avay must not—dis yhung mans,—vor I aff a 
vedder bet vor him dis neight, so kumfitab.” 

“ It would be too much indulgence, ma’am, foT^a youth. I luu.st 
treat him to sackcloth and jishes in my own little gaze-bo.” 

“ No, no!—not must be, Vader Flart!” Then turning to Edward, 
she said, “You vill not go,—^you vill not go to zackclout, and !>’ < 
your vedder bet,—you vill not leaf your vedder bet ?” 

She said this so tenderly, that Ned, remembering its allusion to her¬ 
self, could not repress a smile, though he answered respectfully, that, 
much as he thanked her for the offer of her hospitality, he was boimd 
to go wherever Mademois^elle and the good Father desired. 

“Den you are bat mans, Vader Flart,.to taken avay mine vrent.” 

Ned hurried from the room with the father, who came provided 
■with a proper disguise j and in the side diaipber off the hull, where 
Ned madb his first change, lie assumed a clerical habit, more suited to 
his size, than the garments of the fat burgher. 

“ ’Pon my word, you arc a good figure for the part, young gcntle- 
ma%” said Father Flaherty to Ned, when he was dressed; “ only your 
liair has a very unsanctific-d twist about it; however, we can shave 
your head if necessary.” 

With thi.s prospect of losing what it must be confessed Ned was a 
little vain of, and which, as he hoped to see Ellen again before he left 
Bruges, he particularly wished to preserve, he left the house dosely 
tucked under the sheltering wing of Father Flaherty, who kept 
humming snatches of Irish tunes as they wended their way through 
the now silent streets. 

Passing ir^^wnt of the Motel de Ville, they walked close beside a 
soldier, keying guard beneath its massive and lofty tower; and tlie 
petdte remarked, it was the sentry knew who was close to him! 
Striking across the ample square in its front, the chimes of the 
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carWon rang fortli, and Edward recognised in the plaintive melody 
the very notes he found written on the music paper he made prize of 
at Hamburgh. With those who love, every circumstance that relates 
to their passion, culminating to the one dear point, increases its force, 
and rio the merest trifles become important. Thus was with EdwM’d 
on hearing the chime;—he stopped suddenly and listened, and the 
sweet tones of the bells, as they rang out their liquid melody high in 
fiir, seemed like aerial voices speaking to him of his love. 

“ What ails you ?” said tlie priest. 

‘‘ Oh those bells !” exclaimed Edward in ecstasy. 

“ Wliy, then, is it stoppin’ you are to listen to the clatter of those 
ori'ld pots and pans!” exclaimed the priest, dragging him onward. 

What a savage Nod thought Father Flalierty, and what a simpleton 
he thought his -p'otege. , , ^ 

“ Sure this is twice as purty a tune as that owld cronan^' said the 
priest, lilting a bit of an Irish jig, which qiiickened their pace l&y 
urging them to step in time to it, and brought them the sooner to the 
end of their walk. , 

Ned thankfully refused the hospitable offers of refreshment on the 
part of the padre, as his supper had been so substantial; and after the 
excitt;ment and fatigue of mind and body he had experienced, he began 
to feel the need of rest, and the kind-hearted priest showed him to his 
slt'cping-room. 

Now tliat he was alone and in security, the eventful circumstances 
of the last few hours crowded rapidly upon him, and, despite his need 
of rest, kept him wakeful: the thought that he had sacrificed a human 
life, though in self-defence, and what was to him still dearer, in defence 
of Ik.t in whose cause he would have laid down his own a thousand 
times, weighed heavily upon him, and he prayed long and f&rvqntly, 
ere ho lay down to sleep, for j)ardon of his unpremeditated gu^t; his 
conscience thus soothed, poor Edwai'd flung himself on his bed, and 
exhausted nature yielded to that benign influence which can aloDie 
restore her—^profound sleep. j 



CHAPTER IX 


It took some hearty shakes by the shoulder to rouse Ned from his 
sleep the next day, when, at rather an advanced hour, Father Flaherty 
told him it was time to rise. Resuming his clerical disguise, he descended 
from his dormitory, and joined the worthy father at breakfast, after 
which they quitted the house, and proceeded towards the cathedral of 
Notre Dame. The gigantic tiutward proportions of the building 
struck Edward with amazement'; but when he passed into the interior, 
a sense of solemn admiration made him stand still and silent before he 
advanced many steps. 

There is a reverential ^feeling, produced by the aspect of a large 
gothic interior, which even long habit cannot overcome, and whose 
first experience is almost oppressive. The cold vastness into which 
we at once are plunged on passing the portal has a chastening effect, 
and we pause; the lessened light permitted through its painted 
windows is subduing, yet enticing, from the tinted harmony it sheds. 
The eye, raised in involuntary wonder up those lofty yet slender shafts 
that bear the over-hanging pile above, is lost- in the complex beauty 
of the fretted roof. With slow and respectful steps, we move towards 
the centre ‘of the aisle ; we* stand beside one of those apparently 
slender columns, and perceive it is a ponderous mass of masonry, to 
which the artifice of sculpture has imparted the seeming of lightness, 
and the presence at once of beauty and power commands our homage. 
We look through tliat long vista of columns, that stand like mighty 
sentinels guarding the approach to the altar, shedding its glories of. 
gold and marble and pictured art from afar, through the open arch 
of the elaborate screen, whose slender filagree supports, as if by 
magic, the gigantic organ above, whose melodious peal, should it then 
be waked, first bursting like thunder thinugh the vaulted pile, and 
then fading to tlie faintest echo through the solemn vastness, fills the 
heart with a reverence bordering on awe, and lifts the mind above 
this world. 

With what dumb-stricken admiration did Edward first%ehold the 
catheA’al^'qf Notre Dame^ where the gorgeous ceremony of a high 
3itaB&^or«fi0ed his reverential wonder! Imagine a young man from the 
rempt^^i^l&ores of Irel^d, where the humble chapel of a fidary was tdl he 
ever in the service of that r^igion, wholse exercise was there 
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and then little better than felonious;—^imagine him, for the first time, 
entering a temple of colossal proportion and elaborate beauty, and 
nritnessing a high mass, in all the pomp of a dominant religion, with Hs 
gorgeous altars, its massive wax-lights, the odour of incense fiung from 
silver censers by numerous acolytes, before the train of bishop, priests, 
and deacons, clad in llie utmost splendour of sacerdotal robes, amid the 
organ’s plaintive notes or full-toned peal,—the wail of choral voices or 
their exulting burst, as they were subdued to the .penitential spirit of 
the ConfiteoVi or rose to the triumphant out-pouring of the Gloria in 
excehig —^imagine this, and think with what emotion Edward knelt at 
a high mass in Bruges! Though the service in word and act was the 
same, yet the difiference in extrinsic circumstances might well suggest 
the internal question—“ Can this be the same religion in which I was 
reared ? Is this the poor frightened faith, which hides in holes and 
corners in my native land,?” And then the wish arose that those who 
sat in high places in Galway could only witness the splendour of the 
rites which appealed so powerfully to his own weak points. His 
passion for the lofty was fiattered to its utmost bent by the “ pomp 
and circumstance” he saw before him; and his father’s apprehensions 
of the superior ** gentility” of the protestant religion were no longer 
valid, for from that moment Ned was firm in the faith of Rome. It 
is not saying much for our hero, that such influences held sway in a 
cause where deeper and holier motives should operate; but it is our 
business to tell the truth of him, and not make Mm out to be either 
wiser or better than he was. 

The service being over, Edward was conducted by Father Flaherty 
up a lofty winding stair, which led to a small chamber that seemed to be 
cut out of the thickness of the wall, and was desired to remain there until 
the priest should return to him. “ And here is a book for you, my son,” 
added he, handing him one of prayers. “ You had better occu^ your 
mind with good and holy tlioughts wMle 1 am away, and chastise the 
proud spirit of humanity,—for though I don’t want to be too hard on 
a poor fellow in distress, yet I must remind you, my son, that you 
must not forget you killed a man yestqpday.” Hereupon Edward 
expressed such contrition, gnd gave sucii manifest evidence of his 
sense of guiltiness, that the kind-hearted priest felt more inclined to 
comfort than to bhime, and spoke words dP hope to Mm. 

“ I'here, there, that will do novr. You killed the man, ’tis true, 
but it was in a good cause—yet there is blood on your head, no doubt; 
but then, If you killed him, he .was a blackguard, and no loss to king 
or country agra! so don’t fret. Not but that I would put a good 
round, penance on you, if you were |taying here in quiet and sMe^; 
but considering that you will have to run some risk before long, ar.d 
might be token ofT sudden, you see, I must not let you die in your 
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sin, mj poor boy, bat must hear you make a cletm broast of it, and 
give you absolution before you face the danger of the road : so while 
I am away, working out a little plan o’my own to get you out of the 
town, stick to that book like a good Christian, and chastise the proud 
spirit of humanity.” 

Leaving Edward with these words, the fatlier went to make arrange¬ 
ments for an escape from the town ; and an opportunity was offered 
by a procession of The Host being about to take place through one of 
the gates; and he conceived the stratagem of clothing Edward in the 
habit of an acolyte, and making Mm the bearei* of one of the banners 
carried on the occasion, and tiius eluding the vigilance of the guards. 
During his absence, Edward really did apply himself to the sacred 
book, the only interruption to his holy communings being the chimes 
of the carillon^ which in the calmness of the day and the stillness of 
the high place where he sat, far above the noise of the town, he could 
distinctly hear. He felt it was sinful to wander from the sacred duty 
in which he wms engaged ; but as every thought of hei' in ids iidmi 
belonged more to heaven than earth, the ia]>se, perhaps, was i»ardon- 
able. When the chime ceased, he again applied himself to the book; 
and his attention never wandered from the sacred i)age until witJi- 
drawn by the Reappearance of the kind padre, vrho came at once to 
confess and shrive and liberate him. Of confession there needed not 
much, for, to say truth, in knowing that he killed a fellow-creature, 
the priest knew the greatest of Ned’s human offences j and as there 
was— 

“ Short time for shrift,” 

< 

he briefly received absolution of his sins, and was made ready for 
“ rope or gun,” as the case might be, in the gauntlet he was about to 
run foj^bls life. He was then habited in a white surplice to repre¬ 
sent an acolyte, and bade by the father to follow him. As they 
descended the long winding stair, the soft-hearted priest often paused 
to give Ned some fresh direction how he was to comport Mmself, and 
told him to be “no ways afear’tl, nor nervish” though, in truth, the 
good fathcT himself was infinitely more nervous about the matter than 
Ned. On reaching the church below, t^e persons to form the pro¬ 
cession were assembling; and FatBer Flaherty, after a few minutes’ 
absence in the vestry, returned in the sacerdotal habit suited to the occa¬ 
sion, and placing Edward next him, joined in the Une, which, emerging 
from the church, canied before it homage thro^h every street. The 
doffed hat and bended knee and. downcast eye of ^humility showed the 
fugitive what an admirable means it was of escaping not only inter 
ruption,‘but even observation; apd a fresh wonder was revealed to him 
in tlie reverence the Romish faith obtained here. Encountering in their 
course a handsome cortege, ^ where* stately coach and .prancing steed 
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had place, the pageant made way, and the servants of the church held 
their road. 

At last the gate caine in sight, and Father Flaherty began to exhibit 
symptoms of anxiety, while Ned was perfectly collected. The father 
was praying devoutly, mingling at the same tike certain admonitions 
lO the fugitive; and they were so rapidly alternated, that the good 
father sometimes looked to Ned when liis addresses were meant for 
iuiaven; and he raised his eyes to the skies, when he said something 
appertaining to his friend. For instance, winking at Ned, he ex¬ 
claimed, “ Holy Virgin, purmima! pukhmimal’-howlijom banner 
straight. Holy saints and martyrs!—you’ll be shot if you’re disco¬ 
vered. Mind your eye when you come to the bridge, and don’t look 
at them.—Guardian angels!—they’ve no mercy—but show a bowld 
face.” 

The sudden outburst of a bold strain from trumpets and drums now 
arrested their attention; and as they topped the middle of the bridge, 
Ihey beheld a military coliunii advancing, and close upon the gate. 
ln»r the first time Ned felt somewhat neiwous j—to be stopped just at 
the gate was awkward; but his apprehensions were but momenttiry; 
for the instiint the advancing troops perceived the sacred procession 
they halted; the serried masses filed right and left on each side of 
the road; and as the procession of the Host passed uninterruptedly 
through the gate, it was m§t with a military salute as it progressed 
through the opened ranks, and when it reached tliat portion of the 
column where the standards were carried, tlie ensigns of a king were 
lowered before tlie banners of the cross. 



CHAPTER X. 


We must now transfer our readers to the cabin of the Seagull, 
where, four days after his escape from Bruges, Ned was cra(;king an 
aftex-dinner bottle of most exemplary claret with Finch, luxuriating in 
repose and safety, rendered the more enjoyable from the fatigue and 
dangers he had undergone in making his way to Dunkirk. These 
fatigues and dangers, as y^ell as his doings at Courtroi, he detailed to 
his friend while they sipped their wine ; and the sparkling eye of the 
skipper, as he listened to the romantic recital, showed the ardent love 
he bore adventure. He congratulated his young friend on his having 
** done bravely,” as he said, and foreboded brightly of the future. 
When Edward ventured .a doubt of this, reminding him that Ellen 
would not have listened a moment to him but for the danger in which 
he stood. Finch met his doubtings with a laugh of derision. 

Tush, man ! what a young hand you are at such matters! If she 
meant to crush your hopes, would she haye gone to the old fat fmu's 
^house to see you—answer me that ?*’ 

“ Consider,” replied Ned, “ that my 'life being endangered on her 
account, she came to see after my safety.” 

“Nonsense, I say!” returned Finch. “Your safety could have 
bcmi attended to by the old priest just as well, and take my word, if 
she was angry with you, you never more would have had a sight of 
her by her own act and will. I tell you, make money, lad ; be rich, 
and the lady may be yours. Say no more about it for the present; 
you need rest, so turn in, and take no care.” 

The working of the windlass, and the song of the sailors, as they 
lifted the anchor, were now heard. 

“HarkI”*said Finch, “they ai’e weighing, so 1 must go on,deck 
now ; to-morrow we shall talk mo^e about tiiis—good night.” 

Ned prepared to turn in with good will, and as the Seagull was 
standing out of the harbour before he got into his berth, the ripple of 
tlie water along her side helped to, lull him to sleep ; for sweet to all 
who have ever known it, is the music of that sailor lullaby. When 
he rose the next morning, the gallant boat wa^ bounding gaily 
over the waters, and most of the day was passed in talking of his 
aftairs to Finch, who won more and more upon Edward as the 
intimacy increased. He could* start no doubt for whi^ Finch 
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could not find a satisfactory answer; no adverse circiunstance for 
which he did not at once name a countervailing expedient: there 
seemed in liirn such a fund of ready contrivance for the exigences of 
every occasion, that he passed upon Ned for a marvel of sagacity^ and he 
willingly rendered to his words that ready submission which in early 
youth is so easily yielded to those who have a command of glib 
language, and can adroitly make use of common«places, which pass 
as good as new on the uninitiated. Ned felt ‘ ucry happy ; he glided 
Through the hours of the day as smoothly as the Seagull through 
the waters ; and when the black cook had completed his work in the 
caboose, and that dinner was announced, he wondered how the time 
had passed, and could scarcely believe it was so late. The table still 
exhibited ^hat superiority which Ned had first remarked, and 
when, after enjoying its good cheer, it was ^bleared, and that he and 
the skipper were left to themselves, he ventured to remark, that 
cither the owners of the Seagull were much more liberal than' thosb 
under whom he had had the chance to scirve, or their trade must be far 
superior, to afford such enjoyments—“ Unless,” said Ned, suddenly 
catching at a thought, “unless you have a private fortune of your own.” 

“ No fortune but what I make by the trade,” answered Finch ; 
“ but then that trade is a glorious one! and the more a man knows of it 
the better he likes it.” He then enlarged upon the subject, and while 
discussing with his young friend seductive wines, and spirits, and 
liqueurs, discussed also some important questions of a fiscal nature ; in 
the course of which, all governments were shown* up to Ned in the- 
light of selfish and crafty tyrannies, whose only objects were robbery 
and oppression of the people, whose state would be too wretched 
for endurance but for the existence of free-hearted souls like the 
skipper, who endeavoured, by a generous and daring intervention, 
to counteract the baneful influence of the harpies who snatched front 
the labours of the industrious three-fourths of their honest earnings,, 
by making them pay four times the originid price of an article, which 
the skippe:^ in the spirit of philanthropy, ;was willing to supply them 
for only twice the cost. Ned was fascina|ed by the glowing manner 
in which the skipper represented the case,;yet, when all was done, he 
could not help saying, with great sfmplicify, “Why, as well as I can 
understand what you have been telling me, the traffic you speak of ia 
very like what they call smuggling.” 

“ That M the name the land-sharks give it,” returned the skipper 
“ but we call it ‘ free trade:* ” 

“Well now, isn’t it odd,” said Ned, “that, often as Tve heard the; 
phrase * free trade,’ I never knew what it meant before ?” 

. “ Not odd at a£^ my lad.—-Yon are too young to know mneh 

o 
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fdBtd the^ msToii^oa leftrA m my school;’ the better you’ll like it. 
Besules, (in(^BMi|^‘ ':ytii»p|)iiyitig ymirisaaeter, 'yota.' learning shall line 
ytemr pockets. vith' gold^ bey; > ebfd '' tbeh^^aU! 1 see your eye 
biaghteu^>^k-4itea yt>«n^ heazt’s^ddsire may lie reftli!s«*d;^ ^es, when once 
ypu >eoniiiiand tlm^infimmee.of 1 call the mttgical letters—tite 
^ "S. yon'mey ssk'aod 'liM'e’'the gi^.of your heart. But 

et'en -witkout thi^'^adueemefot, "^e fOmahtie adventures we some¬ 
times ;Uiirn ^pr*^sploodl Hwiolild make a fellow of spuuk n free 
tiadoTv foi^’the tuere sport Of the thing.” A coranmndatory slap on 
tlie* tAwuldsr ^rred fpr saiioe to this spOedi; and <tlie-‘briglFt eye of 
tkoiidasMng^ Bk^pesr b^m^d ttpoW Ned;'Os if' he saW ik him some 
Iktaireberor of free trade. ' ■ 

i' .Ned went to steep that night, his head ‘hOfilted-’with w|pe and the 
iiB^himmable ooAversatioitkif his friend; but in his dreams, the glories 
<rf ^/ree trade”, always presented Ihemsdves in the' shape ofsrnug- 
^y!tig,’*^d ke saw fais father’s honest Bhop, and liis fathei*’s-honest, 
ikcitv Bhd a frown upondt; he tossed and tumped, and awoke rather 
h^oriak; but a walk upon deck in the .frdsh naernwig bre&sc, beJfore 


wbiehf^tbe Seageir was bounding over .ibe bright Wirters, Octoled’ his 
blhodj and Ibe aetiviiy of'waking' life dispelled 'hvery Bad thought tlie 
of steep Imd ereabed. In truth, he must have been k'deter- 
sl^iiiiffelyglooBiy fellowy who’colil^ be sad ok bo^d the SOagUll, foT a 
nMft*ie^ eerof> fellows'never stepped on deiek ‘ttioti 'liet' pi^edcJri^, 
which wha-'tteisen~ by the^^ dipper himadf, Wbosd skiU ih sele<#t}ng'^ 
men suitedhid pidpose amounted aheUost to'iusritikt; fto ihadh 
iSde never to^hrfve an ill-tempered man th' the'cidw'J'Hf he’^akfeM to 
zooke a'mistaike in his selection,‘t^ch twais rarely, he atwhj^M'gofrid 


of‘tiie' eulteer'j the eonse^uerice was, *lMt ‘the duty'Was'done With a 
spirit'mud -lieittrineBS which Was ’^uite' beali'iiM.' it HvliS tliis sainc 
<}aitkiper6eptio&'ei’m€te'S<pHditte^^ Uiiade hiik pttch'bptoh Ned; 

lately4bfit his'inate,' and azhoi^ his crew he ifiil nbt know one 
eaeaetiy''atdfed to'€li tile place; ^d he iimt^ hhi sawHhot^U Ned 
wMeh ptothiscd/iki-il^ iCtWkC; a active, 'and '^tHh^liikiid'pafti- 
<!!tpatien,<Wi'^dt-'Whlclt ^he^’dariin^* of a iteu^ldi4[^'fiffe‘<!bnld 


never 


eumstkncCBiiliA ^Biiti^liims^fkiWell'tiiatlte Wbk thk ']i>]4iie's^of the 
skipper, who handed iiim over a piirse wfth'lib iMinteakjitS'B^^ 
of 'gdid ■ ptecedy'te' htis share 'of thh' nighty WOiki ' NeS h%ve 


bis Jufs^ thelheavici^ Tdiflt. 



TREASURE TROVE. 


83 


** Tot I have a scrapie of conscience about it, somehow,” said Ned. 
“ I am not quite satisfied this smugghng is right.” 

“ It is not right to let it be known” said Finch,—" that is tlie only 
harm to avoid. Bless your innocent heart! If you but knew the 
worshipful men ashore who are engaged in it, you would be soon 
reconciled to thp practice. I tell you, lad, tlie outcry and scandal 
raised against it is only a got-up concern by those to whose interest 
its suppression tends—^those in high places—and men of sense know 
it is so; and therefore, while they would avoid the puUication and 
penalty of their doings, nevertheless dare to do what they are con¬ 
vinced is not morally wrong in itself, and brings those who have hardi¬ 
hood to venture, large profits. Could you but see the smooth and 
:silky man who reaps his thousands a year from the Se^ull—a sanc¬ 
tified man;—goes to church three times on ffunday;—a most worship¬ 
ful man on ’Change: — an upholder of church and king ; whose 
adversary, Charles Edward, he would gladly hung—^though he thinks it 
no harm to get on the weather-side of his majesty’s exchequer ;—^ 
take cash and counsel, and be the richer and wiser. 

Ned never had so much money in all his life at once, and there 
is something in the chink of a purse full of gold amazingly attractive, 
as a young fellow chucks it up and down in his hand, with the internal 
complacent feeling of ‘‘ this is mine.” Ned had some qualms at the 
notion of being, after all that could be said for it, engaged in an illegal 
traffic j for though he had been humbly, he had been honestly reared. 
»So far the pursuit was repugnant to the earliest lessons he had received, 
and next, his acquired notions did not exactly chime with it—he was 
not sure that it was genteel^ and there is no doubt he would have 
<leclined engaging in a contraband trade, hut for the Impe it held out 
of sadden wealth, whose first instalment was in his band. Not that 
Ned loved money for money’s sake :—^wo believe there are few souls 
base enough to be actuated by this wretched motive; but be saw in it 
the means to realize the fond dreams in whidi he had dared to indulge; 
to fulfil aspirations that, however wild, were those which the noblest 
spirit might entertain. And Ibus gold anay become precious in the 
eye of the enthusiast for the sake of wliat it may win. Befined in 
the fire of love, and bearing an ethereal impress, it ranks above fiie 
mints of kings and purposes of common traffic it becomes the coin 
of the realm of rcnrianoe, and we may wish for its possession without 
being sordid. 

Thus l^ed was fairly enlisted—the bonnfyMtnoney was in bis hand, 
and he became a hearty contrabandist. Having made the first plunge 
having gone through the trial with belat, the golden harvest being 
suddenly reaped, with the increasing favouroof the fascinating dipper 
before whose plausible words all objections melted away insensibly^ 
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a few months discovered him to be, as Finch anticipated, one of the 
most ready, quick-witted, and daring followers of the “ free trade.” 
He soon became mate of the Seagull, and won so fast on the confi¬ 
dence and good-will of Ids chief, that the latter let him do very nearly 
what he liked; and to such a height did this esteem increase, that on 
one occasion, when a severe indisposition obliged the skipper to stay 
ashore, the craft and her cargo were entirely trusted to Ned, who 
won fresh reputation by the skill which he displayed in the conduct 
of the venture. 

Ned*8 berth on board the boat was a picture of neatness, and a touch 
of his quality might be felt from the shelves of books with which it 
was stored. Histories of adventure, both real and fictitious, lives of 
remarkably daring persons, romances and books of poetry abounded 
there. A few works on navigation also, with which science Ned had 
made it a point to become well acquainted, and instruments necessary 
for its practice as well. All these little possessions he had ample 
means to purchase, and hod handfuls of money to squander beside in all 
the pleasui'cs that might tempt a young man on shore, if by such plea¬ 
sures Ned could have been tempted;—^but he loved, and the poetiy of 
passion preserved him through many a trial. Besides, his main object 
was to accumulate as much money as possible,—^not that his present 
profits, liberal as they were, would have soon realized a fortune; but 
they made a handsome beginning, and Finch held out the hope of soon 
being enabled to purchase a vessel for himself, in which Ned should 
hold a share ; and “ then, my lad,” he was wont to say, “ then shan’t 
we have the wind in our sails ?—wait a while;—once let us possess our 
own craft, and a couple of years shall make us good matches for ladies 
even as charming as youra.” 

In one of their runs across the North Sea, after having made a safe 
landing of their cargo, Finch told Ned he had entqjred into an engage¬ 
ment to remove secretly from England a couple of his countrymen, 
who, becoming obnoxious to government, from being engaged in 
making enlistments for foreign service in Ireland, were obliged to 
fly; and, dreading the vigilance of the servants of the law at the ports, 
which were strictly watched, offered a handsome sum.to be taken off 
at some convenient and secret place along the coast, where they might 
embark with less risk of discovery. 

One of them I know,” said Finch—“ his name is O’Hara, an 
officer of the Irish brigade. I promised to meet him at a little inn 
that lies some miles inland, and while I am absent, you cai^stand out 
and keep a good offing, away from all observation from the land, and 
be back about ike same time to-morrow, and hang about that point 
to the westward, whereil know there is a little creek will §uit our 
purpose.” 



All their measures being 'preconcerted, signals agreed on, and 
other necessary arrangements entered into. Finch doiFed his sailor’s 
guise, and assuming the landsman s attire, beci^e at once the dashing 
looking fellow, who so won upon Ned at Hamburg. A boat was 
lowered, which rowed the skipper to the shore, and afterwards re¬ 
turned to the Seagull, which stood out from the land, whife Finch 
pursued his course to the apjiointcd inn to meet the fugitives, who so 
anxiously sought the shelter of his friendly vessel. A walk of some 
two or three miles brought him to a farm house, where, by the offer 
of a guinea, he obtained the loan of the farmer’s horse for the* next 
twenty-four hours. The good man proceeded at once to the stable 
to saddle his nag, which was soon ready for the road. Finch, as he 
was going to mount, addressed the farmer, saying, By-the-bye, my 
friend, as you know nothing of me, had I not better leave you a 
deposit for the value of your horse ?” 

“ Na, na,” said the farmer, “yow’ll bring un back, I’s not aveard.” 

Finch was pleased with this exhibition of good faith, arising from 
an honest nature which could not suspect guile in another ; but wil¬ 
ling to pursue his strain of doubt regarding himself a little farther, he 
continued, “ HoW do you know I front steal your horse, and that 
you’ll never set eyes on me again ?” 

“ Whoi,^ said the blunt fellow, with a faint gleam of fun lighting 
up his habitually quiet eye, and casting a glance at Finch from top 
to toe, “ whatever mischief yow’ll be after, I don’t think it’s a stealing 
off a ’orsc yow’ll be ’anged vur.’! 

Finch laughed at the rejoinder, and applied his heel to the side of 
bis steed with a galliard air, as if he expected Dobbin ” was to prance 
off in a corresponding manner, but as If s heel was unarmed, (for spurs 
are not articles in much requisition on board sliif), though we have 
heard of “horse marines,”) Dobbin only grunted, and stirred not 
a peg. 

The farmer hfiffl the laugh against Finch once more, and said, 
“ Ah—yow beant up to our honest country ways ; that be an honest 
beast yow’re a ridin on ; he waunt do nothin’ onless he be convinced 
it’s roight, and Til givo yow an argument for un.” So saying, he 
went into the house and returned with a heavy thong-whip, which, 
before presenting to Finch, he cracked’ loudly, and Dobbin pricked 
up his ears directly. 

“ I towld ’e so,” said the farmer, chuckling, “ I towld ’e he’d listen 
to reason.” 

Handing the whip to the rider with these words, the latter was not 
idle in ^reasoning Dobbin into a trot, though it cannot bo di^ed 
that Finch was very much shaken in his argument; however, on they 
went wrangling over ten miles of ground, both right glad when the 
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discussion was over. Calling for the hostler, and giving the beast 
into his charge with a good-natured admonition to take good care of 
him, Finch entered the comfortable little inn, and, seeing the door of a 
snug parlour open, he at once took possession, and ringing a small 
beU that stood on a table, a plump and meriy-looking girl answered 
the summons. ^ 

It is an established rule in ti’avelling, that a bar-maid is fair game 
for flirting ; indeed it would seem, that there is something in the 
genus to inspire the propensity; for the stupidest fellows, who cannot 
exclftuige a word of the most distant pleasantry with a lady, ai’c 
elevated into wiA at the sight of a bar-maid. 

Finch was the sort of man who docs as the world does, so, just to 
avoid being remarkable, he chucked the buxom girl under this chin, 
swore wshe was very i)rctty, asked her name, and w.hat he could ha\ c 
for supper. 

•• Jenny, please your Avorsliip, and chickens.” 

“Very good, Jenii}',” replied Finch ; “I’ll have the chickens first, 
if you please—and Jenny !” 

“ Yes, your Avorship.” 

“ Send me Boots here; Avith i^)oot-jack and slippers.” 

“ Yes, your worship,” and Jenny vanished ; but Firieli beard h<;r 
merry clear voice in tlie house, calling for liidph to “go to the room 
and take boots.” She came bustling baekAvard and forward preparing 
the table, and never made an eiitramic or exit witliout some inter- 
ehaiigo of merry lulk Avitli Finclj, Avho inquired every time Avhen 
Boots would make his appearance. At last, after the fifth asking, 
when Jenny Avas hustling out of the room Fincli called her hack, and 
requested her to ])ut her “pretty little foot” on the toe of his boot, 
and he Avould do Avithout the lazy, good-Sor-nothing fellow, Avho 
seemed determined ncjver to come. Jenny obeyed. And as slie 
stood close to Finch, he took occasion to lean on her for support,' 
and then aifectiiig to lose his balance caught her hjftd to save himself 
from falling, declaring he was the most awkAvard fellow in the world, 
and still keeping IioJd of her fingers, Avhich if he had not squeezed he 
certainly must have tumbled to the ground. 

“ Hu’ done ! do !” said Jenny. ' 

“ My dear, this confounded boot is so tight,” and he clung closer to 
her for support. 

At the moment a great lout, bearing a boot-jack under his arm and 
slippers in his hand, entered the room, and exclaimed, “ ’Ere be the 
boot-jack, your worship.” 

** Thank, you,” said Finch, “ but J prefer the hoot Jenny —^you’re 
not want^* 

Boots stared, and left the room, and after a great many trials Finch 
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contrived to get ofi:‘ his boots, and Jenny managed to get out of the 
room, protesting his worship was the funniest roi^r^r sW fii/W 
met. '. ‘ . ' . ■ , ’ 

Finch was joined at supper By li gpntl^iman who fddd over to the 
inn to inquire for him. 'Ihc yisitor was brother-ln-layr to'OTEiara, 
whose sister liad come over to England to seeTiIin dji Bsifetf biit 
of the country ; and whose agency, with that of her husband, 
of importance to one, who being watched, couh^ not conduct ' his 
measures of escape in person wdthput iraihinent risk. It waS n^cred 
lliat O’Hara and ids companion iri dight should j6ih‘Finch at dmiidr 
at llic inn the next day, and tlic visitor, after ahast||iupper, depdiftfd, 
for lie had far to ride tliat night. . . 

The next day, accordingly, tlic entire party assemblea at the little 
liui, and O’Hara, after a hearty salutation of Fincli, introduced to 
li'iu ilie friend, who was going with hini to join the Irish Brigade in 
Flanders, “ to strike,” as O’Hara said, ‘'a blow for th<j rightful kihg.” 
O’Hara’s sister and her husband ■were with them, luad there was 
<'\ ident effort ou all sides not to be sad—there was even a forced 
nierriinent among llicm. O’lTara’s handsome companion seemed to lie 
most unconcerned, (except Fineli.) and sliow^ his fine white teeth in 
many a laugh, as joke or rejiarlee jaissed round the board. It ttras 
iLc woman w’hose smiles would liave given most pain to an,acute 
observui'. There, beneath an outward show of much cheerfulness, the 
torture of an aching heart might lie seen. 'WTiile she openly expressed 
thankfuliie.'ts that her brotlicr w'as so near the moment^ of escape, it 
was plain that tlie thought of jiarling was little less painful than the 
thought of death ; but she u oiit tlirough her task heroicallywith 
that most difficult of all heroism, lliat.passive endurance of pain, in 
whuih the gentle fibre of woman puts the stronger nature of man to 
shame. She never winced for a moment; nay, she even joined the 
mirth, for mirthful they were, at least in seeming. Yes, they laughed— 
they even sang. Ffheli dashed off snatches about fiiiy wdnds and flowing 
sails ; O’Hara, like a soldier, did something in the ‘‘love, war, and 
wine,” fashion ; and to please the skipper, who professed an extravagant 
admiration of Irish melodies, the gentlewoman raised her voice in 
song, while her heart was steeped in sadness. 

Oh, how hollow was- all this—what a mockery—how false I what a 
deceitful thing is the human licart! Not only does ,it try to deceive 
others, but how often does it deceive itself! 


The first check to the cheerful aspect of the party, was "Finch 
looking at his watch, and saying, “ * Time and tide w'ait few no man.* 
We must soon be at the .sliore j” and with good taste, wisBii^ to 
leave the party alone at the last moment, he said, he would go order 
the horses to be got ready, and left the room ; O’Hara’s coimpwion 
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fcdlowed the example, and on' reaching the stnblc-yai'd, was struck 
with the sadden change in Fincli’s a'^pect ; liis eyes being fixed 
with an expression of much anxiety towards the horizon that lay 
seaward. In a moment he spoke. “ Go back to your friends,” said he, 
** and hurry them—I would we were afloat—the weather looks threaten¬ 
ing, and we are on a bad coast.” 

In the meantime, tlic sister and her liusband were in the room 
with O’Hara, interchanging those last words of parting, which make 
parting .80 precious and so painful,—impressing on each other the 
many fond reii^mbrances which, hurried over in a mom<.‘nt, are 
remembered through our lives ; those half-uttered wishes that we 
understand before they are half spoken, and arc replied to by a glance ; 
or some promise exacted, which is better ratified by a pressure of the 
hand, than by the solemnity of an oath. In this endearing inter¬ 
course were they engaged, as their friend returned, to deliver Finch’s 
message. O’Hara’s sister grew pale at the words. 

“ Remember, Honora,” said her brother, taking her hand gently, 
“remember your promise—^you told me you would behave like a 
soldier’s sister.” 

.“And have I not ke^ my word, Chairles ?” she answered, gently. 

“ You have, indeed ; but will you do one thing more for me ?” 

“ Name it.” 

“ You will think my request foolish—absurdly weak ; but you 
know there is another beside you very dear to me—^and—” 

“ Yes; whit shall I say to her ?” 

. “ All that is kind at all times. But ’tis not that I would ask”_ 

“ What then ? do tell me.” 

“It seems a childish weakness—at such a time as this it appears 
like trifling—but there is one song I wish you would sing me before 
I leave you—that one 1 love so dearly said O’Hara, with more of 
sadness in his manner than he had yet betrayed. 

“ Do not ask it, Charles ; it is more than you can bear—^more than 
either of us can—remember how ixpch it touched us both last night, 
how much more will it on this —when we are to part for so long a 
time.” 

“ Soon to return, I hope, in triumph, sister,” he exclaimed with 
energy ; “ but I would hear that song once more before I part.” 

“ It will make you too sad.” 

“ No, no—aing to me—pray do ! Let me take away that song and 
story of m;^*'native land fresh upon my ear—my outward ear. In my 
memory it liriU dwell for ever.” 

Nerving boirsdf to the utmost, his sister raised her voice, rendered 
more tou^ibg by the emotion against which she did her best to 
struggle, but which, nevertheless, tinged the strain with a peculiar 
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air of sadness. ‘Wedded to the melody were these simple lines which 
told the tale of many a broken heart in Ireland, a tale of whose 
truth O’Hara himself was but too painfully conscious. 


iWarp iHIla ®f)ree. 


X. 

The flower of the valley was Mary ma chree. 

Her smiles all hewitching were lovely to see, 

The bees round her humming, when summer was gone. 
When the roses were fled—might take her lip for oneJ 
Her laugh it was music—^her breath it was balm; 

Her heart, like the lake, was as pore and as calm. 

Till love o’er it came, like a breeze o’er the sea. 

And made the heart heave of sweet Mary ma chree. 


n. 

She loved—and she wept; for was gladness e'er known 
To dwell in the bosom that Love makes his own ? 

His joys are but moments—his griefs tire for years, ^ 

He comes all in smiles—but he leaves all in tears. 

Her lover was gone— 

Here tliC voice of the singer, whose eyes betrayed how deeply the 
subject of the song and the circumstances of the h^r, affected her, 
began to falter, but by a great effort she controlled her emotion, and 
continued— 

Her lover was gone to a far distant land. 

And Mary, in sadness, would pace the lone strand; 

And tearfully gaze o’er the dark-rolling sea. 

That parted her soldier from Mary ma chree. 

The soldier’s head drooped aMhc stanza stole to its conclusion, and 
at the last line he hid his faci^n his hand, while the voice of the 
singer, no longer supported by the artificial exertion of sustaining the 
strain, was audible in stifled sobs. 

O’Hara, dashing the gathering mist from his eye, wrung the hand 
of the beloved singer with convulsive fervour, and said, “ <3rod bless 
you—I am ready to go now.” 

Scarcely had he spoken, when a rapid knock at the door and Finch’s 
voice outside were heard. He was invited to enter, and, on opening 
the door, he said, with more of energy in his manner than he was 
usually, betrayed into, “ JPray, gentlemen, delay no longer—I like the 
look of the weather less and less every njoment, and it behoves us to 
be off the coast without delay ; os it is, we must tide hard for it.” 
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0*Hwra turned to his sister—one glance passed between them. Ob, 
^ how mudb Of affection and agony were mingled in that look ! his lip 
was pale and slightly quivered; he did not dare to say more thj^ 
a p^tiiig Irif«h blessing as he folded his sister for the last time to 
his heart, and, after uttering that beautiful benison of, “ God he. with 
you^' he yielded her to the arms of her husband, on whose shoulder 
she drooped her head as her beloved brother left the room. Nestling 
to her husband’s heart, her eager ear watched for every sound ;—she 
heard the hurried tread of the parties leaving the inn—in another 
minute the clatter of horses* feet told they were speeding to the shore, 
and then, the struggling emotions that had been so long pent up in 
her bosom had vent, and the little parlopr of the inn, that so lately 
rang with song and laughter, echoed to the deep sobs of a bursting 
heart. 

The husband sought not to interrupt her sorrow, but permitted its 
first outpouring to have vent erp he attempted to sootlie. Then 
gently pressing her to liis heart he spoke words of comfort, and with 
kiiul patience awaited her recovery from the prostration attendant on 
the violence of her emotion. Her head still rested on his breast, and 
^hus for a long time she wept in silence—till suddenly she started 
up, as the heavy sough of the wind swept past the window where 
she sat, and shook it in its frame. For the first time slie became 
conscious a storm wsis rising, and she listened to her husband’s wish 
that they should leave the inn at once, and seek the retreat whence they 
came, before •tHir weather should break. Their horses were soon at 
the door; and when the accli\ ity of a neighbouring hill enabled • 
her to get a glimpse of the sea and the threatening sky that 
hung above it, her tears ceased, for the chUl of fear' froze the 
fountain of sorrow. Strange operation of our passions! Had it 
been a calm, she "would have wept throughout her homewai’d way— 
tears wmuld have dimmed her sight to the soft sunshine, which had 
indicated safely ; but a dry eye was bent on the lowering elements 
which threatened danger; and sor|^Aving for the past, gave place 
to fears for the future. 
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CHAPTER MI. 


Other eyes as well as those on shore were cost about, anxiously 
legarding the prognostics of the weather, and raising no favourable 
auguiy from the aspect of the dai’kening horizon, whihh seemed closing 
in on all sides, like some mighty net, which soon should make its sweep 
upon the waters, and gather within its deadly coil Shattered barks 
and slu])wrcckfd men. Kcd had stooil* in for tiie land, according 
to his <n*dcrs, before tlie lowering sky had given warning of tlie 
approaching storm; or, with such a coast under his lee, he would 
not have run the pretty Seagull into such a point of dange^; and 
would have trusted to Finch’s judgment for knowing why he did not, 
and acquitting him of blame for disobedience of orders. But there ho 
was, as fortune would have it, and he should make the best of it. 
Already the wind had so increased as to oblige the topmasts to bji 
struck, and sail taken in; and, that not a moment might he lost 
in "(jttiiig Finch on board, Ned despatched a boat to the creek 
before the appointed time, and beat off and on as neai' the point ns 
prudence would permit. Alternately looking to the VJleathcr and tiic 
shore, to watch fhe increase of evil omens on one side, or ^the signal 
that should announce Finch’s arrival on the other, Ned paced the 
deck of the Seagull impatiently, and passed at every turn an ex- 
jicricnced mariner, who had never quitted tlie same place for n8.arly 
half an hour, and leaning over the bulwark, with his weather-beaten 
check resting on his sinewy hand, kept eyeing the weather with a 
Steady gaze, as if he looked upon an enemy, and was measuring the 
strength with which he soon shotfld have to.contend. 

Ned paused as he reached the mariner itm his next turn, and said, 
“Dirty weather, Mitchell.” 

« As ever I see,” was the curt answer of the man, who still k^t his 
gaze fixed on the point he had been so. long observing. 

“ And tlie diange so sudden too —” 

“ Can’t say I Iflced the looks o’ the morning, sir.” 

I wish you had told me so.” 

“ Not my business, sir,"replied he; “besides, I never likes cmaking; 
1 never know’d it lucky yet—them as looks out for squalls is th^^firsl 
to qatdl ’em j they’re bad ^ongh when they comes without inYidn* 
of ’em, as I think growling often does.” 
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** Do you think I was wrong in standing so far in ?” inquired Ned, 
anxiously. 

“ Can’t say you was, sir; for, ns you say, the change was sudden for 
sartin, and the weather deceitful—besides, there was the skipper’s 
order.” 

True,” said Ned; “ but as the craft was in my care, I should be 
sorry to have run her blindly into danger.” 

» No, no, sir ; don’t you think that; tlie weather was deceitful, 
that’s sartin, and might deceive an older seaman than you ; for I will 
•ay, Mr. Fitzgerald, you are, for your years, about as good as ever 
I see. You’ll excuse me for saying so to your face ; but it’s true, and 
I wouldn’t only you was a blaming of yourself. But a^ you have 
hailed me on this here matter. I would recommend another reef taken 

• • •• ^ • A 

in, sir. • 

“ She carries what is on her well, Mitchell; doesn’t she ?” 

Yes, sir, for the present, and maybe for the next half^ hour ; but 
remember, six hands are away in the boat, and we mayn’t find it so 
easy by and by to take in canvass, sir, if it comes to blow as hard as 
I expect before they come back.” 

Mitchell’s advice was acted upon, and, as it proved, most wisely, for 
every ten minutes increased the violence of the wind, which howled 
louder and louder through the shrouds; the sea tumbled in more 
heavily, and the increasing line of suri* along the shore gave rise to tlie 
conjecture that^the boat would find it impossible to put back to the 
vessel. Ned kept a sharp Iqpk out to the land with his glass, which 
he was forced to wipe from time to time, so thickly was the spray 
flying about. 

“ If they do not .appear in five minutes jnore,” said Ned, “ it is 
impossible they can put through that 'surf, and after waiting that time 
I will put out to sea.” 

I would, sir,” said Mitchell; “ for it will be a foul night, and a foul 
coast under our lee, and it will be as much as we con do, as it is, to 
weather the head ; thof, if there be a thing that swims can do'‘it, the 
Seagull can.” 

“ Oh, we are safe enough yet, Mitchell.” 

“ Yes—don’t say we are not, sir; but we’ve nothing to spare, 
I reekon.” • • 

The next five minutes were anxiously passed in ||mtching the coast, 
and just as they'were on the point of eaq>iring, a bpl» s^k emerged 
from out of the fringe of foam that whitened the whole shore ; and, 
.riding pver the white crests of the waves that roUcri in witli increasing 
.violg||» every moment, the bold hbat was seen putting her head to 
thelftorm, and pulling gallantly against it. Ho# anxiously Ned 
. watd^d. th^I Oalfing Jp.tch^ to his sid^ he gave him the glass. 
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and said, he feared they would never be able to reach the Seagall witfi 
such a sea and tide making against them. ** We most rim in a little 
farther, Mitchell.” 

Wait-awhile, sir,” said the old seaman; don't be in a hurry, 
they may make better way when they get more clear of the shore, and 
if we go in farther, we ^all never weather the point to the south¬ 
ward.” 

“ But we can't let them be lost before our ^es.” 

“ Sartinly not, sir; we must all sink or swim together.” 

“ If we cannot make sml, could we not rMe it out at our anchors 

“ Ah, master V* said Mitchell, ** I know wliat's a cornin', and iron 
was never%orged, nor hemp twisted, that would hold a ship this 
night” , * 

As he spoke they saw a flash from the boat. 

“ 'Tis a signal, they cannot make way to us,” said Ned ; ** we must 
run down to them.” 

** Then wo shall all have d squeak for it,” said Mitchell. 

The way that six stout rowers could not make was soon 'skimmed 
over by the Seagull, that flew through the water before the storm 
which gathered thicker and faster every moment. Sweeping swiQly 
towoi’ds the boat, she approached it as near as safety would permit. 

'Bout ship !” shouted Ned to Mitchell, who had gone astern. 

Down went the helm, and the Seagull, turning her head gallantly 
to the storm, swung up into the wind, leaving the boat hut a few oar 
strokes under her lee. 

It was a service of danger to get on board with such a sea running, 
—stout oars and lusty sinews bent to the work—a rope was hove from 
tlie Seagull and caught— 

“ Lay fast hold of that rope when you spring,’* said Finch to O'Hara. 

Steady now!—^wait till the boat lifts close to the ship's side, and lose 
not that moment .to jump on board.” 

It was done, and in safety by O’Hara, and the next instant down 
swept the boat into the trough of the foa|aing sea. Again she lifted, 
and O'Hara's companion, without waiting for the rope, seized the 
fais^rable opportuni^ to spring to the chains, where Ned himself was 
standing to assist in getting the unpractised strangers aboard. Less lucky 
than O’Hara, the* bold stranger slipped his foot, as he sprang, and 
though he ^ shrouds with one hand, the pitching ci the 

vessel, andiiuB m^n impaired equilibrium, were swinging him bat^ 
again into the Lisring surge below, but that the powerful gmsp .o£ 
Ned recovered him, and in another instant he was'standing in salbty 
oU the deck,'and Ned beheld in the.man whose life he had^gavc^ 
young IHrwan. . 

Even in that instant of commotion and of peril, the thought that 
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Kirwan was going where Ellen was, brobght wi& it a pang to Edward’s 
Ixssoin, that suspended all other considerations, and it was only the 
voice of Finch, who had now sprung to the deck, shouting to him and 
giving orders, that recalled him to the business of the moment. 

After issuing some few prompt orders, placing Mitchell at tlio helm, 
and seeing the craft beating out to sea, as close to the wind as she 
could ruu. Finch went below to rid himself of his landsman’s guise,, 
and assume a habit httcr for the rough work of the night he should 
have to go through. He took down O’Hara and Kirwan with liiin, 
requesting them to rei|;^a|Q below, as they would not only be exposed 
to tmnecessary danger and discomfort on deck, but be in the w'ay ot 
those whose exertions were but too needful and urgent ^at night to 
bear interruption ; “ for I will not conceal from you, gentlemen,” said 
Finch, “ that we have an anxious night before us; the weather 
threatens to be worse even than it is, and we have a bad coast under 
our lee.” Fincli returned to the deck immediately, where an unpro¬ 
mising gloom sat on every seaman’s brow, as they looked towards tlic 
dreaded headland that was now barely perceptible in the distance; fur 
the everang was suddenly overshadowed by the storm, and premature 
night settling over the sea, added fresh horror to a scene already 
sufficiently appalling. They soon lost sight of any land-mark, and 
swept through the boiling surge by the guidance only of their compass. 
The gale was rising now to a perfect hurricane, and the increasing 
turbulence of the sea made every timber, plank, and l^par of the 
Seagull “complain” as she strained, even under her diminished 
canvass, through the fierce elementary commotion which she faced so 
gallantly; riding up the overhanging waves that threatened to 
engulf her, and dasliing back their fierce assaults from her bows, as 
a lion fiings the dogs of the hunter from his crest. 

An intervening bank lay between her and the headland which was 
the ultimate danger, and tliis more immediate peril became a source of 
anxiety as tiiey approached it. When a ealcidation of their run 
induced them to believe they were in its neighboiuhood, the flash of a 
gun a-head was observed, tind every eye was strained to watch for a 
repetition of the signsd of distress, ibr such it was undoubtedly.|c At 
the expiration of a minute it recurred, and Finch, as Ite .saw it, 
exclaimed to Ned, who stood beside him, “ We are all right yet!—^the 
flash was on our lee bow—-and see ’tis a latge vea|||l-~‘it can be but 
the tdl of tibe bank we are near, and with our light draught of water 
WB shall pass it in safety.” 

"With sm^ a heavy sea ruiming we might ^rike,” said Ned. 

"We shall soon know,” replied Findt, "and escape at least the 
pain of suspense.” 

Again the flash broke through the gloom ; and it was almost on 
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Huzza !*' cried Finch, <*theii>anlc is passed !” He walked amongst 
the crew, and cheered them 1^ remarking, so miich of their danger 
was over, and expressed the fullest hope they should wealher the head 
yet. ♦ ' 

Another signal of distress flashed %>m the stranded sh^, which 
was now q^tern of them ; and it was an unhappy response to Findi’s 
speech of encouragment; for it is enough to shake th<j nerve of the 
stoutest, when, at the mercy of the tempest, you witness* one of 
the fatalities of which you yourself may be the next victim. Yet 
boldly and undinchingly the gallant crew of the Seagull did their duty- 
through the darkness and peril of the night; with that seaman-like 
skill, and heart of daring, that can best elude or readiest meet danger : 
which gives security in the tempest, and victory in the battle. 

On sweeps the Seagull!—the daricness grows denser!—^the hurricane 
groAvs fiercer ! Scarcely can the speaking trump^it carry Finch’s 
orders to lus men, through the roaring of the wind. Higher rise the 
watery mountains, deeper rushes the boat down the yawning gulf 
before her ; heavier is the buffet of each sea that smites her, and 
fifakes her tremble throughout from stem to stem ; groaning at the 
instant she receives the shock, and then as she writhes with heavy 
pitching over each billow, the straining of her timbers producing 
plaintive sounds, like the painful whine of some living thing. Well 
may she complain, for the lash of the tempest is upon her ! She bounds 
under each blow—she flies—^but the tempest is merciless, and lashes 
more and more, and madly and blindly she rushes onward through the 
darkness of that terrific night! * 


Land as well as sea bore the marks of that memorable visitation; cattle 
were killed, and trees torn up by the roots : rivers burst their bounds, 
and the gathered produce of industry was swept away ; the inundations 
rendered roads impassable, and many bridges yielded to the pressure 
of the streams they spanned. Few were- the sleepers in London that 
night, for terror kept them wakeful ;-i-house8 were unfoofed and 
chimneys blown down, and loss of life and limb were amongst the 
accumulated misfortunes of that dreadful storm. Every hour 
brought tidingq^ipf the havoc made amongst the dipping; the shores 
were coveaed wili wrecks, and many a merchant who held high his 
Lead on ’Change; drooped it under the min which the tempest made. 

But while there was individual wail for private loss, and much of 
publie lament too, for this sleeping destruction of national jo’operty, 
still it was overpowered by the rejoicing yrhich later news created. 
The tempest h^ utterly scattered and d^olished the threatening 
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navy which had been preparing, at 6u<^ an enormous cost to France, 
for the invasion of England. Her marine had for the present received 
a blow which must require a large amount of time and treasure to 
repair, and the house of Guelphs at easier on its newly acquired throne. 
The loyalists had further ca^ for rejoicing. Anson had returned 
from his voyage round the world. His ship, the Centurion, had 
happily made her port, before the tempest had burst, and had brought 
back from the plundered possessions and Ships of Spain a larger 
amount of treasure than had ever hitherto been taken. 

The name of Anson was in every mouth. He had returned not 
only with the reputation of an able circumnavigator, but the glory of 
a conqueror. If the grumblers made long faces at the loss which 
had fallen on the merchant interest, the upholders of things as they 
were answered that the coflFers of the Bank would be filled with 
Spanish g(dd and silver; and the treasure, immense as it was, wo? 
magnified by the ever-exaggerating voice of rumour. If, on the one 
hand, the destruction of our shipping was lamented, the triumphant 
reply was, that the navy of France was annihilated. 

But while joy-bells rang, and public feasting was held, the hitler 
lament of those* whom that tempest had bereaved made mournful many 
a house in England. The noisy triumph of the hour soon passed; while 
the low wail of sorrow was heard for many a day. 
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CHAFTEE XU. 

A FEW days after the dreadful storm we have recorded, a oertain 
merchant sat in a dark little counting>house in the city of London 
anxiouslj looking over his hooks. He was a staid looking man, some 
what beyond middle age ; whose thin lips, small eyes, scant hair, and 
low forehead, bespoke a poverty of nature ; and the pinched cut of 
his snuff-coloured garments accorded well with the diaracter of hi? 
countenance.. His spare neckcloth* was tied simply, and smoothed 
down in a plain fall in front, without the least particle of border,—an 
excess in which Mister Spigglcs did not indulge even on a gala day. 
Snuff he did indulge in,—or it should rather be said he took, for it was 
aiot for indulgence he used it, but merely to give him the opportunity, 
when he was asked a question which he did not like to answer hastily, 
of taking out his box, tapping it leisurely, dipping his lingers into it 
slowly, and making three solemn applications of his hand to his nose, 
that he might thereby gain time to atiswer the aforesaid question in a 
niiinncr the most advantageous to himself. He was sparing of every 
thing—even his words—though they were worth nothing, unless they 
were written, and this, it would-seem, was his own opinion, from the 
fact that he was quite regardless or forgetful of them himselfy unless 
tlic inexorable ‘‘black and white” held him bound, or refreshed his 
memory. « 

Mr. Spiggles was consulting his books after the “ terrible night,” to 
sec what amount of risks he had on the water, when a thrifty neigh- 
1)t)ur, as fond of money as himself, entered the counting-house. After 
the exdiange of formal salutations between them. Mister Gripps re¬ 
marked the sad visage of his neighbour. 

“ Ay, brother Gripps, and well may my visage be saddened as I 
look over the sums that I have trusted to the winds and the waves, 
which, mayhap ere now, Lave dispossessed me of the same.” 

And yet, metliinks,” returned Gripps,- “you should rejoice rathmr 
Unit so much of thy ventures have come to port, when such a many of 
tiiy neighbours have been despoiled by tlie tempest.” 

“ Thanks to Providence, truly, friend Gripps, I am a favoured tnan, 
doubtless, but still much.is abroad. Yet, His will be done,—‘the 
Jjord chaateneth whom he loveth,' and those visitations may be for our 
pood; for, alas ! not only hath the tempest of the winds and the waves 
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Bmitten its heavily, but, alas ! the internal tempests of the factious au(i 
disaffected threaten us full* sore.” 

“Verily 1” said Griipps, “the adherents of the scarlet one waxeth 
bold : only think, as 1 passed by the Belle Sauvage just now, there 
was much ado about another discovery made of arms for the Papists.” 

“ Have they seized those concerned therein ?* 

“No,” said Gripps; “they know that a chest of basket-hilted swords 
and a cask of skull>caps hath arrived from Birmingham, and were on 
the read into DOTsetshire, and them have they eeized^” 

“ Ah!” exclaimed Spiggles, devoutly, “ would they could seize those 
who semt and those who were>to receive : what matter for the arms in 
comparison with the hands that were to wield them,-^f the skull-caps, 
with the Papist-heads they were to cover j would they were over 
Temple-bar for ornaments!” 

“But still it is well,” answered*Gripps, “to keep the jirms from the 
hands of tlm ungodly, that would work evil in the land.” 

“ Truly, brother Gripps.” 

“ And the nets of the godly are compassing the knaves round about. 
Just now have 1 seen two Irish rebels, in the pay of France, taken to 
Newgate. They were cast ifl)on the coast by the hand of Providence, 
in the late storm, and were *heu fain to endeavour to escape, in the 
packet from Harwich, into Holland ; but the king’s servants, who 
watch the ports narrowly, seized them there, and they were sent up by 
order of my Lord Carteret, untler care of two messengers.” 

“Heaven be praised!” piously ejaculated Spiggles; “these Papists 
would devour us with good will, but Heaven favours the godly and the 
ri^teous -the church and the state are under especial care from on 
high—yea, from above! But how heard you all this, brother Gripps?” 

“ From my friend, Alderpian Spiers, who looketbifor news and sal¬ 
vation, as thou knowest: he told me, moreover, it was a smuggling 
ship that cast them up, as pieces of her wreck which floated ashore did 
betoken.” 

“Ah! the vile and ungodly ones, that would defraud the king’s reve¬ 
nue,” said Spiggles; “ Heaven be praised, they are smitten as with a rod!” 

“ A well-known and dangerous ship was the same,” added Gripps. 

“ Heav^ be praised 1” again ejacnlated Spiggles. 

“ Well known for her malpractices, though they never could take 
her.” 

“ But* the storm eneompessed her round about as with a net,” said 
Spiggles; “ the finger of Pt'ovidence pointed her out for desO’uction ; 
prauted be Hia name for smiting the ungodly!” 

“ She was entitled the Seagull,’ added Gri|^ 

^“The *SeagtUil’” involuntarily echoed Spiggles,—-looking more 
pitched and miserable than beftnre. 
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** Yes, the * SeaguU*—dost know ftnything of her ?” 

Mister Spiggles began to take snuff, and after Ills usual maiKBU'vres 
answered, “ Why, yes-—I think—as well as I can remember, I have— 
that is,—^tis like a dream to me—” 

“ Well, Heaven be praised, she is a wreck at last,” said Gripps— 
“ what can honest dealers like me do, while such rogues are let to live ?” 

“ True, neighbour'—^true,” answered Spiggles, with a long-drawn 
sigh. 

‘*Art not well, iteighbour ?” inquired Gripps, observing the in¬ 
creasing pallor of his friend. 

To say truth, brother, I am but ill at ease since this storm ;— 
1 have not only my own proper risks at sea, but much of my money is 
out on bottomry, and the borrowers are not men of substance, so that 
if tlic ships reacih not their port, my loans are in jeo^rdy.” 

A lank-haired clerk now entered the counting-house, and whispered 
to his master, who grew paler than before, and telling his neighbour a 
person on private business sought afn interview, Gripps departed, and 
to his shuffling step of departure, succeeded the firm tread of the ap¬ 
proaching visitor, who soon stood before the pallid Spiggles, in the 
person of Hudson Finch. 

Neither spoke a word for some time, for both were startled at the 
other’s appearance. The gallant skipped had been used to enter with 
a light and dashing air, and as far as a smile could take a liberty with 
the parcliment features of Spiggles, it did, to welcome the man who 
was a valuable friend ; but now both looked Im^ard ; a gloom and 
anxiety were on Finch’s brow, where brightness and daring were wont 
to sit, and his usually trim attire was changed for the coai^st guise 
of a storm-beaten sailor. Spiggles was the first to speak.—^‘.It is true, 
then ?” said he. i, 

“ What is true ?” returned Finch. 

“ The ‘ Seagull’—said the merchant. 

“ What of her ?” said the skipper. 

“ Is lost,” faltered Spiggles. 

“ Yes,” said Finch, sadly,—“ Do you rend it in my face ?” 

“ I heard it,” said Spiggles. 

Zounds! but ill news speeds apace,” returned Finch. ** How did 
you hear it ?” . * 

Mister Spiggles had again recourse to his snuff-box, and the im¬ 
patience of Findi in driving new questions at him before the pre¬ 
ceding one was aipwered, gave caiitioiis merdiant adttitioital 
time to treat the headlong seaman’s inqukiM ^^as he pleased. J^ter 
some farther conversation, Spiggles began a lament ever Ahe 
amount of Jus lo88, bnt was audchaly ent sbQrt.liy Finch. >' ^ 

“ Hang tlm|money!” cried he —** It is not that loss 1 rxda&^^ 



aaonoj there is plenty more to be had ; it is not the mouoy, but the 
hoot I lament—there never was such a beauty swam the sea. Other 
craft we can buy, but never sucli another as tlie pretty Seagull.” 
He said tliis with an expression of grief befitting the loss of a beloved 
friend. 

“ Captain Finch,” replied the merchant (K)ldly, “ I shall never have 
such anotlter vessel at all” 

“What?” exclaimed Finch, eyeing him sharply. “You don’t 
mean to say you are going to give up so thriving a trade?” 

“Even so, Captain Finch. It hath pleased Providence to open 
mine eyes to mine iniquities,” cried Spiggles, with a siiilfling whine, 
“ and I will wash myself from my abominations.” 

“ That is as much as to say, you are so rich you don’t want any 
more,” said Findi. 

“ Nay,” said Spiggles, “laranot a richmau—^itis the inward yearning 
after righteousness.” , 

“Well, ray good sir,” said Finch, cutting short his cant, “t lU'ithrr 
want to pry into your accounts, eartldy or heavenly, but as I ha\o 
been a useful friend to you, I hope you don’t mean to turn me adritt 
now, when your own turn is screed ; and if you intend to abjure the 
traffic, I hope you will give me the opportunity of repairing my 
present mishap, by getting afloat again.’’ 

“ Your skill is too well known, Captain, to let you want for em¬ 
ployment.” 

“ It is rather a bad introduction to a new^ employer, tliougli,” sakl 
Finch, “to say, *ISir, I have just lost one craft, will yon give me 
cliai'ge of another?’—no—that won’t do. I don’t want 3 011, Mister Spig¬ 
gles, to hayo anything to answer for in a new venture, if 3'our ct)nseicn<’«i 
is against it; but, as I lu^'e been a faithful aiid profitable servant to 
you, I oul}’’ ask you to lend me a couple of thousand pounds, to i)nt 
me afloat handsomely again, and I will repay you, witli interest, within 
a year.”. 

Spiggles opened his little eyes as wide as tliey could open, at tl.i; 
mention of two thousand pounds, and assured Finch he liad not the 
money, nor a tenth part of it at command. 

A mingled expression of indignation and contempt crossed FincliV 
countenance, as he said, “ That is, jn other words, you KorCt.” 

“ CarUti Captain.” 

“Fudge!” cried Finch. “You talk of conscience; how can 3'ou 
reconcile, I spy, to your conscience to throw off #6 who has been the 
malting of ttfis of thousands for you, and who now stands before you 
argine 4 iftwa? how, I &ay, can 3'^ou reconcile the refusal of what is 
a sinidl- sum to you, to retrieve his fortunes-r-a small sum, were it even 
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to be given—^but when it is only a loan I aak—no, I am sure you 
cannot mean to refuse it.” • 

“ Could I even spare it, Captain Finch, ray conscience would equally 
reproach me for aiding another in evil doing.” 

“ Come, come, Gaffer Godly, that won’t do.—You can’t humbug me, 
though you can the world—we know each other. You would not like 
to have the world know all I could tell of you.” 

IMr. Spiggles took snuff again, before he answered. “ You would 
find it difficult to p'rove any thing against me, Captain Finch.” 

“ More perhaps tlian you would like,” said Finch—“ hut fear not-— 

I would scorn to use so base a means to raise money, tliough I were 
starving. Once for all, will you lend me even a thousand?” 

“ I assure you. Captain-” 

“ Even five hundred ? 

“ Not only do I disapprove of the illegal traffic in which you indulge, 
hut I ha\c heard you.have gone so far as to aid the king’s enemies— 
living r<;bels—and I own I arn loyal to my Church and my king.” 

“Pooh! pooh! put a stopper on that lingo, you old hypocrite!” 
cried Finch, losing all patience, “ Church and king, forsooth!—much^ 
yofi care for cither. Your religion you can put off and on like your 
eoat, and like it ’twill be always of the sleekest outside— and your 
loyalty teaches you to cheat the king’s exchequer. Church and king, 
forsooth!—If you could make a thousand pounds by selling both, you’d 
Ho it. llcligion and loyalty, quotha !—Your false oaths at the Custom¬ 
house are good proof of both ! and yet pou talk of virtue—^you, you 
forsworn hypocrite, with a string of perjuries hanging round your heart 
as thick as heads on a blackamoor.” 

Spiggles grew more ghastly as Finch poured forth his fierce invec¬ 
tive, and opened a little window that looked into the outward warehouse 
to call his clerk, but Finch interrupted ^m. 

“ Don’t be afraid, you paltry coward—I’ll nq^ harm you. Do you 
think 1 would soil my hands with such oontemptible carrion—faugh ! 
I leave .you to your religious meditations, you perje^^ed, pilfering, 
stingy, old sinner; smd in the middle of your prayers, don’t forget 
my hhsdngs on you ! ” 

He shook his clenched fist at the shrivdled up Spiggles as he. spoke, 
and as he showed his teeth-in a fiendish grin as he uttered the word 
“ blessings,” there was something more appalling in it than if he had 
used all the curses in the world. He strode from tlie counting-house, 
trembling and pule with passion, and thimsting his arm inside that of 
Ned, who was waiting for him at the door of tlie warehouse, harried 
through the narrow lane without uttering a word, and did not speak 
until they redtehed the thoroughfare, as if his “ great rage ” could not 
get vent in a smaller space. 
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'inieii be c<qpiottsl7 anathematized the miserl;jr hjpocrite who cast him 
off; but getting cooler when they got over a couple of miles of ground, 
as they walked westward the indignant Fineh snapped his fingers, 
swore he did not care a curse for the old hunks, 9 sad that all would be 
right yet. “** I have another port still under my lee, lad, and though it 
is not the haven where I had most right to expect shelter, mayhap *tis 
there Til find it” 

In ^is hopeful expectation they pushed onward towards the neigh' 
bourhood of Charing Cross, and turning into a tavern, Finch walked 
straight into the bar, where a very pretty child was dragging her doll 
about in a quart pot, by way of carriage. 

“ Hillo—is tliat Polly?” cried Finch. 

The child turned up her pretty blue eyes in wonder at hearing her 
name uttered by one whom she did not know.- 
Where’s mother?” inquired Finch. 

The chMd only put its finger in its mouth, and kept gazing as before. 
The mother entered pA the moment; and the instant she espied Finch, 
uttered a glad exclamation of surprise, and seizing Finch by both 
^attds, poured forth voluble assui*ance of how delighted she was to see 
him. 

“ I must shake bands with you, Captain!” 

“ You may*as well give us a buss, mother!” said Finch, kissing the 
buxom landlady. 

You are as merry as ever, Gaptai^j though—bless my heart—^you 
don’t look as you used, saving your favour.” 

** C^n’t return the compliment, as they say, Mrs. Banks, for you are 
looking better than ever I saw you.” 

“ And am better, Captain, thanks to you; I have thriven ever since 
tlm- day you lent me the money and got me out of trouble. I’ve got 
on ever since; oh, you’ve bee§ the saving of me and my oi*phans.” 
She stooped and took, up the child, and bid her kiss the gentleman, 
for that he was the best friend her mother ever had. 

The chilli ipt its little arms round his neck, and pressed its ruby 
lips to the bronzed cheek of the sailor, who seemed touched by the 
incident. 

“ And I can give you back all your money now, Captain,” continued 
the widow; “ ay, and more too,” added she, in an under tone, if 
you want it indeed, Captain, you do look bad j don’t be angry with 
me—^but if a hundred more”— 

She stopped, fev she saw Finch’s lip quiver; he could not speak, 
but catching her in his arms, he gave her anothclr hearty kiss.; and as 
the landlady wiped her eye, which glistened with the dew of pure 
human sympathy, (though it was in the bar of a tavern,)—^Finch 
recovered himself sufficiently to say, ** Bless yon, Mbther Banks! 
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you were always a good soul!—I hope your house is not so full but 
you can let me have room/’ 

“ If a lord was in your wa^ he should turn out for yoo» Captain* 
The house is yours, and all that’s in it!” 

“ Avast, mother, avast!—a woman’s palaver always bothfrs me; so 
say no more—show my friend and myself to a room ; and as soon as 
may be, let us have a dinner of the best, and a rousing bottle from 
your pet bin! ” 

Mrs. Banks showed them the best room in her house; and as for 
dinner, protested she only wished she could melt down gold and silver 
for their dinner, and give them distilled rubies for wine—or words 
to that effect, as the lawyers say. 

There!” cried Finch to Ned, as Mrs. Banks closed the door; 

there, in a poor widow have I found the friendship which the man 
whose fortune I have mostly made, refused me. Oh, Ned, Ned! how 
unequally, and ’twould seem to us how unjustly, are the riches of this 
world divided!” 

Finch’s spirits rose rapidly after he found himself unde^ the roof of 
Mrs. Banks; her heartiness and gratitude chased the hateful recollec¬ 
tions of Mister Spiggles from his mind, and the innocent kiss of the 
unconscious child that was told to love him, acted like balm upon his 
spirit; a spirit easily excited, but as easily soothed. Indeed, it was 
Finch’s misfortune that he was too sensible to immediate impressionsi 
he was capable of doing either a bad or a good action. But whatever 
his faults were, they M’cre attributable rather to a headsti*ong nature 
than a bad heart, and were far outnumbered by his good qualities. 
Among tliese, generosity stood preeminent; and a loan of money, in 
an hour of need, to poor Mrs. Banks, had saved her from destruction j 
and it was perhaps the inward consciousness that the kiss of her inno¬ 
cent child was not quite undeserved, that made it the sweeter; for how 
much dearer is every enjoyment we have earned. Finch’s misfortune 
{to go a little further into his character)^ lay in not having a fixed 
principle about anything; and this want, in conjuncti(^^ith an ex¬ 
citable nature, often allowed bim to be betrayed into tlK, in heat of 
blood, which, in cooler moments, he would not have committed, and 
in cooler moments often regretted. He was fond of pleasure, whose 
road, though generally smooth, has some rough places in it, whicli, 
without careful driving, may overturn those who frequent it, and Finch 
had had some upsets in his time. Now, in thes% cases it is found that 
the warnings arising from experience do not always act as correctives, 
but rather embolden; and that when people have been fiung very often 
and e^aped unharmed, they get so used to the matter, that they think 
nothing about it. And sO it was with Finch. He had been so long 
following the bent of his will merely, that he neglected any other 
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form of guidance, and, of course, his horses sotuetimes ran awaj with 
liim, and consequently an occasional break down was the result; but 
as his energy and activity always put him on his legs again, he heeded 
not the momentary bruises he received, which, as they healed, hardened 
and became insensible to future pain, as the culprit often dogged loses 
all terror Si the lash. 

Asking pardon of the reader for this slight digression Irom the 
immediate story, to afford a general idea of the class and “ manner of 
man” to ivhich JPinch belonged, wc shall now proceed. 

Finch, as his spirits rose, opened to Ned the bright prospects the 
future presented to him; and, as they sat at the window, looking upon 
the busy thorouglif»u*e before them, he suggested every live minutes a 
new plan to be “ up in the world again.” Ilis fourth proposition w’as 
just on the point of being broached (making exactly twenty minutes- 
they had been at the w'indow) when his thoughts -wei'c interrupted by a 
singular arrival at the door of the tavern. Two coaches drove up, 
having their roofs occupied with four sailors each, while their interiors 
were empty; and as an altercation commenced between the drivers 
and the tarffj which seemed to excite the indignation of both the dis¬ 
puting parties, and the mirth of bystanders, who rapidly gathered 
to listen, Finch thi-ew up the window to hear what was going forward. 
He found the dispute occasioned by the sailors desiring the coachmen 
to drive them “ back again,” while the coaclimen swore they wouldn’t, 
for that their horses were tired, and that they had driven them back and 
forward the same road three times, and what could they want more ? 

** What’s that to you if you’re paid, ” said one of the Jacks. 

** Well, I don*t like it,” said coachee. 

“ Well, no matter, whether you like it or not-—you’ve got the bounty, 
and are under orders, and must sail—so weigh and be off.” 

“ Can’t you get another pair of coaches? ” 

** Wc see none here, ” cried the sailors. • 

' “ Tliere are plenty to be had, ” answered the coachman. 

“ Well, ” said a more reasonable tar, “ Jet them drive us to one of 
their funchori|P*grounds where the craft lie, and let these lubbers go 
into dock and be paid off, if so be they like it.” 

“But I like this <^ft, ” says another; “she’s none o’your fair- 
weather cockle shells—she pitches as if it blew a trifle, and ’tie 
a’most as good as being at sea.” 

The crowd laughed at the sailor’s choice of a coach, but the coach¬ 
men tamed to them an*^ smd, “ Ah ! you may laugh, but if you knew 
what a plague we^c had with them—^and they won’t even sit inside.” 

“WTty, !” said the principal spokesman, “would you 

have us stay Iteldw while we can come on deck ? ” 

The absurd answer '<?f the seamen always^ turned the laugh against 
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‘ the discomfit^ drivers, and the arrival of another coach similarly 
laden to the former ones, strengthened the party of the Jack tars. 
Indeed, this coach was stronger in attraction to the mrowd, for amidst 
the sailors' on the roof sat a piper, who was plajdng away for the hare 
life the most rollicking of tunes. Hitherto Finch and Ned hud en¬ 
joyed the scene in silence, but now the latter involuntarily'fexclaimed, 

“ By the powers, ’tis he ! ” • 

Who? ” inquired Finch. 

“ There—there! ” said Ned, pointing to the piper, and made no 
further answer, but, rushing from the room, ran down stairs, and in 
another moment Finch saw Ned clambering to the top of the coach, 
and after addressing a word to the, piper, beheld the most cordial 
marks of recognition pass between them. This put an end to the 
dispute between the drivers and their strange fares, for as Pluiidiiij- 
na-pib —for it was he—said he would go into the tavern with his friend, 
the sailors agreed to go wherever he went, so the coaches were dis¬ 
charged with ten times the amount of their proper fare; and as the 
crowd saw the sailors showering money into the hands of the drivers, 
they cheered the open-handed liberality, whereupon some of the Jacks 
dipped their hands into their pockets again and presented them full of 
coin to the crowd, many of whom w'cre not loath to take advantage of 
such a windfall. The thoughtless sons of the sea, however, wero soon 
house<l in the tavern, the crowd dispersed by degrees, and after Ned 
had seen the sailors comfortably stowed in a room below, he conducted 
Phaidrig up stairs, and introduced him to Finch, who, he had no doubt, 
would be as glad to hear, as .himself, by what chance the blind piper 
had come to London. • 

“ I’ll tell you how it was,” began Phaidrig. 

“ Stop,” said Ned—“ perhaps you would like a glass of something 
before you begin.” 

“Bless your sowl, not at all!—them divils of sailors keep me 
dhrinkin’ mornin’, noon, and night, so that in throth its refresbiug to 
have a mouthful o’ nothing. Faix Tui: so full o’ spirits, that I’d be 
afeard to blow out a candle for fear my^lbreath would^l^e fire. But 
to como to my story. You see, one fine day there put into (Jalway- 
bay three ships, and soon afther came a power^’ sailors on shore with 
handfuls o’ strange money, that no one could tlie valuc^of, noi even 
Hw sailors themselveSj for I hear brood pieces of silver and even goold 
was scattered about like dust —and maybe, the townspeople didn’t. 
SToeep it up. Well, sir, the sailors was mad for divarshin, and av 
coorso coortin’ and dancin’ comes undher that denomination, and as 
music is wanted for the .fanatistical toe, to be sure they could not dO' 
without me—Fh|ddrig-na-q>ib was in request—and maybe they didn’t 
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pay the piper. By dad, I was a rich man -in a few ddys, and paid ofi 
aU the Inoombrances on my estate." 

“ Have you to estate then ? ” inquired Firibh, rather surprised, for 
Finch, be it known, was an Englishman, and had never met an Irish 
piper before. 

To be sore I have,” sail Phaidrig. “ Have n’t I the estate of 
man upon me, and what more throublesome estate is there to manage ?” 

“True,” said Finch, with a smile. “But what were the'incum¬ 
brances you spoke.of! ” 

“ It was all in consequence of a legacy was left me,” said Phaidrig. 

“Ah!” said Finch, anticipating—“and you sunk your own trifle 
of property in going to law with the executors I suppose ? ” * 

“ Not at all,” said Phaidrig.-^—“ In the first place, I could not sink 
my property much more than it was by nature, for it is undher wather 
nine months in the year—^being in a bog, and as for the executioners, 
or whatever you call them, I never heerd o’ such people at all ; hut 
not to bother you with such bits and scraps o’ nonsense, just let me 
tell you how I got here.” 

“The sailors, as I towld you, kept me busy, mornin’, noon, and 
night, and at last the Captain himself came ashore one day, and heerd 
me, and swore nothing would content him but that I should go ahoord 
and play for him, and by dad, he pulled out some goold pieces and 
popped them into my hand, not that I went for the sake of the money, 
but that he praised my playing powerful, and I remarked lie liked the 
fine omld airs. His name was Talbot—^and he took me ahoord sure 
enough, and the way he came into Galway-bay was, that Iiaving 
taken some Spanish ships prizes, and the weather turning bad, lie 
made for Galway-bay, until the storm was passed, and the word was 
that the prizes was so rich, that Captain Talbot never toucheil the 
private goods of the people at all, only the cargo of the ship, although 
the people wor so rich that they had diamond rings on every finger, 
and goold-hilted swoords, and diamonds in them too —^but not a taste 
the Captain would take av them, and wos so pleased with the great haul 
he made, that be gave a present of twenty goold pieces to every sailor 
tod sarvant in the ship. Well, I staid ahoord for two or three days 
as happy as a king; w||^n one mornin’, as I got up, afther a pleasant 
night aboor^i I began to stagger about and couldn’t keep my feet. 

* Ow wow ! "says I,—* I’m dhrunk yet,*and was going into bed again, 
when I no more could get into it than if it was* the eye of a needle, 
and I was catching at every thing in my way to lay howld of it,, but 
nothing would make me stand ; and with that I heerd them lauding 
at me all round about, and my head began to reel, and I began to feel 
<ntar& a bit, and down I fell on the fiure as sick as a dog.—Tb make a 
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* long story, short, they had put to sea in the night, and that was the 
cause of loy staggering and qualmishness all the time I was blaming 
the dhrink for it. Well, 1 was so bothered with the sickn^ for five 
or six days I couldn’t take bit or sup, or handle the pipes at all, so 
that the Captain was disappointed of all the music he expected to get 
out o* me while he was sailing from Gal#ay to London, but when I 
got well, I paid off the old score, for I woiked a power and didn’t lave 
a tune in the bag I didn’t give them; and 1 got such a favourite with 
them that they made me put up with them here in Iiondon, and they 
pet me like a first child—and that’s the way you see the Irish piper 
came to London.” 

“ And how do you like London ?” asked Finch. 

“ Oh, it’s a fine place, sir.” 

“ How can you tell, under the deprivation of sight ?” 

“ Don't I hear it ?—Can’t I tell what crowds are passing up and 
down, and what a power of waggons and carriages there arc in it ?— 
and all the different bells that are ringing tell me ’tis full o* churches. 
Sure fifty ways I know it’s a big place.” 

“ How would you like to live here, Fhaidrig ?” inquired Ned. 

“ Not at all—the air breathes thick to me, and wants the sweet smell 
of the mountains.” 

“ When do you mean to return, then, to Ireland?” . 

“ When these divils o’ sailors will let me—and fair I^ beginning 
to get tired o’ them—and would be long ago, only for the thundering lies 
th<‘y tell, that divarts me. And one chap, a new friend they have 
l)icked up to-day, bates all the rest hollow; I give it up to him for the 
biggest liai' I ever met, and I have met a few', and, indeed, am no( a 
bad hand at it myself, on an occasion—but this fellow—Ow, ow!” 

“ Who is he?” 

“ One of the sailors out o’ the great ship come home lately; I forget 
her name, but the commander’s name is Anderson.” 

“ Anson, I suppose, you mean,” said Finch. “ Commodore Anson.” 

“ That’s it,” said Fhaidrig. “ Well, if you were to hear this fellow 
tell of all their doings.” 

• “ He can scarcely tell more wonders thin the reality, I bdieve,” ssud 
Finch; “ they say Anson’s sufferings, and dang^s, and triumphs, are 
beyond the wonders of fairy tales.” 

“ Fair, the fairies are fools to the fellow I spake of, if the half of 
what lio says be true.” 

Finch suggested to Ned that they should join the party of sailors^ 
doubting not it would be good fun. Ned chimed in with the propo¬ 
sition, and Fhaidrig undertook to make them welcome on his intro- 
ductibn. They at once acted on the suggestion, and found the jolly tars 
^‘tossing the can” gaily. Fhaidrig was hailed with a shout of delight. 
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and his friends heartil/ w^comed him; and, having been accommo¬ 
dated with seats and glasses, Finch and Ned M'ere' on as good terms 
with the lads of the ocean in five minutes as if they had been ship¬ 
mates. Finch essayed immediately to draw out the principal romancer, 
of whom ^haidrig had spoken, and found it no difficult matter. Every 
sailor is ready enough to tifk about his ship; and when a man had 
such a ship as the “ Centurion” to brag of, he had reason to speak tlie 
more. Tie rattled away about the disasters and triumphs of the cir¬ 
cumnavigation right willingly, every now and then bolting out some 
tremendous fiction, whereupon Fhaidrig would make his pipes give 
out a little querulous squeak, that made every one laugh but the story¬ 
teller, who only swore the more stoutly to the truth of all he said 
the more doubt was cast upon it. He was one of the principal 
people engaged in the attack on the shores of i^uth America— he u-^as 
the first to land— he made the Dons run—five and twenty of them— 
and the Governor at their head, all with his own hand. 

Phaidrig’s pipe gave a plaintive cry, a.s if it was calling for mercy. 

“ What’s that you say?” cried Jack. “ I)—d if I didn’t, though j 
and I w'ould have thrash’d twice as many, if they were there!” 

On went the narration again. Tlic town was burnt, after being 
emptied of its treasure,.and the triumphant boats rowed back to the 
ship, all but sinking with the weight of gold they carried j again they 
are afloat on the great Pacific Ocean; again they traverse the mighty 
waste of waters; again sickness attacks them. 

“ Then,” said Jack, “ we knew that unless we could moke an island, 
we were lost—and, by hard work, we did make an island at last.” 

“ You 7 nade an island,” cried Phaidrig; “ well, tliat is the best tiling 
you towld yet! ”—and Phaidrig made his pipes give a screech, while 
he shouted with laughter. “ I suppose you’ll tell us you madts the 
world next.” 

“Put a stopper on tliat chap’s lingo, will you!” cried Jack. 

It was now explained to Phaidrig that “ making ” an island, in nau¬ 
tical parliince, meant arriving at an island. 

“Oil, that’s it, is it?” said Phaidrig; “then that’s the way you 
sailoring gentlemen arrive at your wonderful stories, I suppose—by 
making them.” 

“ The story-teller swore he would carbonado the piper if he didn’t 
take care; hut the rest of the sailors overruled him in this, swearing 
Phaidrig was a treasure, and the best fellow in the world, and that he 
had the privilege of saying anything he liked. 

“ Well,”, cemtinued Jack, “ we made the island—^mind, you piper- 
chap—^we .made it.” 

“ Ay, ay! ” cried Phaidrig, 

“And then,” cried Jack, with enthusiasm, How we did enjoy 
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tibe fresh water an^ vegetables—and sudi vegetables!! You will 
hardly believe it, now, but as true as Fm here, there was little round 
loaves growing nat*ral on the trees, and as good bread as Fd wish 
to eat.” 

“ I hope it was ready butthered,” sa^d Fhaidrig. * 

** No, it wasn’t—you old piperly humlug. But if we hadn’t butter, 
we had milk on the trees, though. Now, what do you say to that?** 

“ As far as milk is consumed, sir,” said Fhaidrig, “ all Fll say is, 
that ‘Kerry cows have long horns.’”* 

It was not fr^ cows we had it, I tell you; but trees—out of nuts; 
there we found nuts that gave us more than a pint o’ milk a-piece.” 

“ That’s the hardest nut to crack I ever met,” said Fhaidrig. 

“ It’s true though, so hold your jaw; they crtll ’em co-co nuts.” 

“ Com^row would be a fitter name for them,” said Fhaidrig. 

“ continued Jack, “ after making all right and tight for sea, 

w(; made sail for China, and stood fo|‘ ten days or so”— 

“ And why didn’t you go on ?” cried Fhaidrig. 

“ So we did go on, you nincompoop.” 

“ AVhy, you tell me this miiiit you stood, and how could you go on 
■while you were standing?” 

It was again* explained to Fhaidrig that the sea-phrase to “stand” 
for a x)lac(S meant to go towards it. • 

“ Well, yon have quare ways of talking,” said Fhaidrig; “ and if a 
plaiu-sj>oken maji can’t make you out, it’s your own fault, with your 
■(•oiitrary words.” 

“ Well,” continued Jack, “ we made China ;—you know norv, I 
.•.upi)Oi>o,” said ho to Fhaidrig, rather testily,—“you know now,,old 
blowpipe, what I mean when 1 say we maele China.” 

“ O yis,” sjud Fhaidrig, mischievously, “you mean you made cups 
atnl NMieers.” 

“ No, 1 don’t, old double-tongue,” exclaimed Jack, while tlic sailors 
at tlie continued quibbling by which Fhaidrig annoyed him— 

No, 1 don’t;—but it’s fio use talking to you—only don’t v^x me too 
jnuch—that’s all—^mind yottr eye!” 

1 wish I had one to mind,” said Fhaidrig. 

The cheerful spirit of the man, jesting on his own misfortune, 
touclnwl even tlie impatient #tory-teller, and he joined in the chorus of 
laughter which followed Fhaifirig’s last rejoinder. Phaidrig’s .spirit of 
jest unis fully satisfied in making the man join in the laugh against 
himself; and when the noisy mirth abated, he begged Jack to go on, 
juid said he would not annoy him any more, if he could help it. 

* A saying in Ireland, appll^ to any incredible story. Kerry being a-remote 
corner, it would be more difficult to detect any exaggeration promulgated as to its 
■wonderful productions ; hence the saying.' 
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‘*In China,’* continued Jack, **we did the grand thing. Th^ 
' wanted ua th^e to pay port does, and all that sort of thing, in going 
into harbour, but our commodore said he’d see ’em far enough iirst— 
farther than any of us would like to go, I reckon; and told ’em the 
king of England never paid no duty at all, but took all he could get, 
and more too, which stands to reason, or what would be the good of 
being king of England ? So we got all the ’emnmodation in life we 
wanted, and did’nt pay a rap to the long-tails; and then, all being 
ship-shape again, we put to sen. The commodore said nothing to 
none of us, thof all of us suspected there was soumthing in the wind, 
by the long walks the commodore used to take, all oy himself, up and 
down the quarter-deck, with never a word to nobody; and sure enough 
we were right. We were nigh a fortnight at sea afore he broke his 
mind to us; but then, ordering all hands to be turned up, he tipped us 
the lingo. ‘ My lads,’ says he, ‘ would’nt you like to go back to old 
England with your pockets well lined?’ says he. ‘Ay, ay, sir!’ 
says every man in the ship. Well, then,’ says the commodore, 

‘ there’s the rich Spanish galleon,’ says he, ‘ a sailing from Manilla 
to Akkypulky, and thafs what I’d like to take.’ The commodore’s 
speech was hailed with a shout. ‘ Remember, my lads,’ says he, ‘ I 
never want to deceive you—we shouted again ;—‘ the galleon is 
strong,’ says he, * and we are wasted by sickness; our numbers are few, 
lUd that few are weak; we have only half our complement of hands; 
but, at the same time,’ says he, ‘ a’nt we able to lick twice as many 
Spaniards, my boys?’ We shouted louder than ever. ‘That’s 
enough,’ says the commodore, ‘ we’ll take the galleon;—keep a bright 
look out, let every lad have his eye open.* And sure enough we had ; 
—then you might see the officers sweeping the horizon with their 
glasses every half hour, and night and day a man at the mast head. 
Well, about noon one day, a sail to the southward was reported from 
the top;—up ran fhe officer of the watch, with his bring-’em-near ;*— 
and when the commodore hailed him from the deck, to know what he 
made her out to be, he answered *twas ^1 right—a large ship, running 
to the sohthward. My eyes! what a shout did rise when we heard 
the news; we were all as nimble as monkeys ; and, with a * will O,’ 
we made all sail in chase. When we hod every inch of canvass 
drawing, and were going well througly^ the water, ‘ Let the men 
have their dinnw,’ says the commodore; ‘they have work before 
them.* Dinner we had soon, acccndingly, thof the thoughts of making 
so rich a prize almost took away our appetites, so we made short work 
of it. jyi this time we were nearing the galleon, that did not seem 
to notice ds for some time, but soon we saw she was alive to it, for 
she crowded sail and seemed inclined to shiw ns her heds; but all of 
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A sudden, 'bout she £omes, and bears right down on us, ’Twas such 
a comfort to see we were not in for a long chase, and majbe lose her 
in the night,’ after all, but to settle the matter out of hwd at once ; 
so we cleared the decks, and made all ready for action. Now, you 
see, it’s a custom with these Spanish chaps, to lie down when an enemy 
comes up to them to deliver a broadside, tlunkii^ they have less 
chance of being killed crouching than standing; and then, when the 
broadside is over, up they jump and work their guns;*—^it’s a dii-ty 
tlodge; but so it is;—so the commodore passed the word round the 
ship, that instead of firing a broadside into the enemy, we should give 
her our guns one itfter another, as we brought them to bear when we 
neared her, and so we did ; so that the lubbers were lying flat, waiting 
for a broadside, while we bore up to her, going bang,*bang, into her witli 
our starboard guns as we ran past her, and then, going about, we had our 
larboard broadside ready by the time the Dons were on their legs ; so 
that w«} exchanged witji them, after giving them thirty guns before 
we got any answer. We had rather the advantage in metal, but they 
had twice our number of men—^five hundred and fifty to little more 
than two hundred,*weakened by sickness too;—hut what o’ that?— , 
they were Spaniards, and we were Britons! The Spaniard mounted 
thirty-six guns on-his lower deck, besides twenty-eight lighter* ones 
on his gunwale quarters and tops j they call them 'pidreros’ ”— 
Pattheraras, we call them in Ireland,” said Fhaidrig. 

“ Don’t stop me, and be d—d to you!! ” shouted Jack. 

“ Twenty-eight pidreros, and they peppered our decks pretty well; 
but as mpst of our hands were below fighting the heavy guns, they did 
not do us mudi damage, while our heavy mettle was pounding them 
in their vitals; they were only scratching our face while we were 
digging them in the ribs; and their hands were so numerous that every 
shot of ours was killing more on their crowded decks, than theirs among 
our spare crew. They did not fight badly, however—^but at last down 
came the flag of the Nostra Signora do Cabadonga —that was her 
name ; those Spanish chaps, men, women, and children, ships and all, 
have such confounded long names,-—and .her commander Don Jero~ 
nimo de Mmtero —there’s another o’ them, came aboard the Centurion 
—^now there’s a tidy name^and delivered his sword to — Commoiktre 
Anson —^that’s ^octand sweet too—so there’s how we took the Nostra 
-confound her, I can’t say her name right ovei again.” 

“ Bravo ! ” cried Finch—“ well fought—and her treasure, they say, 
was a million and —— ” 

“ Avast 'heaving, messmate—we’re not come to the treasure yet, 
there was worse danger than .the battle, after the enemy struck. Just 

* Sack is deseribed to be the SpsaSdi mode of fighting, by the wrUexs of 
th« day. 
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as >ve were conquerors—up walks the first lieutenant to the commodore 
to congratulate him on his victory— as he pretended —but it was to 
whisper to him that the Centurion was on fire below, close to the 
■ powder room. That was the time to see the cool courage of the noble 
Anson—not a word of alarm was whispered on the deck, and the com¬ 
modore W'ent below as unconcerned to all appearance, as if he was 
going to dinner, and by his example kept the men so steady and quiet 
below, that the fire was extinguished in a few minutes. As it turned 
out, the danger was really less than it appeared, for some oakum had 
caught fire by the blowing up of a small portion of the powder between 
decks, and the smoke and the smother made matters seem worse than 
they were—but a moment’s confusion might have blown gold and all, 
friends and foes, into the deep ocean, and no word would have been 
heard of Anson’s glory.” 

“A brave tale, i’faith,” said Finch. 

Stay, there is one thing more I have to teU,” said Jack.—What I 
told you, partly is credit to ourselves—what I’m going to tell you, ig 
to show how Pro\idcncC watched over us all the way home—our siek- 
• ness diminished, we had good w'cather round the Cape, and pros¬ 
perous winds home, and just as we were entering the Channel it fell 
thick and ha?:y, and this wc were ungrateful enough to call bad luck, 
wlien, as it turned out, it was our salvation, for in that very fog wc 
passed unseen right through the middle of a whole French fleet.” 

“Providential indeed,” said Finch. 

“ Yes,” said Jack thouglitfiilly—“ I will say Heaven was special 
kind to us all through, tliougli we had some soi*c trials and su|lcrings.” 

“ But how amply rewarded you are by the tremendous treasure you 
have brought home ! Near a million and a half I hear ; you must 
have prodigious prize money.” 

“my, yes—pretty picking,” said Jack. “Every man before tlic 
mast got three hundred pounds on account the other day, aud we 
have a heap more to get still—so call for what you like—I’il pay for 
-all.” 

“No, d— me! ” you shan’t, cried another of the revellers—I’m not a 
Centuj'ion man, and didn’t sail under a commodore ; plain Captain 
Talbot was my commander, and my ship only a privateer, but as far 
as prize money goes I pouched eight hundred guineas to my share, so 
TU pay—you can flay for me when yon get the rest of yours! ” 

“ Eight hundred ? ” exclaimed Finch. 

“Ay—mght hundred hard shiners!” cried the sailor—“there’s a 
sHmjde’** said h<^ thrusting his hand into his pocket and dragging out 
a fist fViU> 

Finch exchanged a look with Ned, and said, “ thads tlic trade! ” 

“ And though a commodore didn’t command us,” added the tar. 
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“ we had, a pretly tightish fight of it, as I could tell you, if so he you d 
like to hear it.” 

“ I ^ould, of all things,” said Finch, who, wi&ing to ingratiate' 
himself with these roving gerttlemen, knew the surest road to a sailor’s 
heart was through his story. The sailor popped a fresh quid in his 
elieek, hitched up his trousers, and put himself into an attitude—in 
sliort, ‘ squared his yards’ to tell his story, when, just as he had got 
C)vc*r the preliminary sentences, his yam was suddenly cut short by a 
very sharp sound of hooting in the street; and as the noise grew louder 
the whole party rose and ran to the windows to see whence the hub¬ 
bub arose. A dense mob of people preceded a carriage, which was 
guarded by some strange-looking soldiers, whose singular uniform 
seemed matter of special dislike to the populace. They wore grey 
jackets turned up with red, and there w'as a very un-fcnglish cut 
about them {altogether. They were, in fact, a body of Swiss, resident 
in and about London, w'ho, in the absence of the greater part of the 
regular troops abroad, in the prosecution of the king &forei()n wars, 
volunteered to do military duty, and were embodied accordingly; and 
this seeming confidence in foreigners in preference to Britons was a 
most odious measure, and rendered the king very unpopular with the 
great njass of his subjects. The crowd seemed inclined to impede as- 
much as possible the progress of the guarded cai'riage which contained 
prisoners, who were on their ro^^ to examination at the Cock-pi^ 
where the Privy Council then held tlieir sittings. Reproaches were- 
showered on these Swiss guards, and terras of disrespect, loudly shouted 
against the king and his ministers, by the growling crowd, which pressed 
more and more on the guard, who seemed half inclined at last to use 
tlieir bayonets. 

« Kill Englishmen if you dare 1 ” roared the crowd. 

“ Down witli the Hanoverian rats !” was thundered from another 

side. m 

“ Why won’t the German good-for-notlung trurthis own people? ” 

cried a third party. 

“ Down with the badgers! ” was echoed roofid about-alluding to the- 
grey regimentals of the Swiss. 

At this moment the carriage which bore the prisoners came within 
full view of the window, and Ned recognised Xirwan in one of the 
captives. For an instant he almost rejoiced that the man whose pre¬ 
sence in Flanders he so much feared was retained in England; but in 
an instant his better nature triumphed over the selfish thought, and ho 
called Finch’s attention to the carriage, at the very moment that Iia, 
too, had caught a glimpse of O’Hara. Exchanging a significant look 
with Ned, Finch made a rapid and impassioned address to the sailors, 
saying the prisoners wore friends of his, and as innocent as babes 
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imbom; wiodiijig up with an appeal to their feelings as “in^ and [Nitons’* 
if diey would allow free-born Englishmen to be dragged to slaughter, 
like sheep to the shAibles, by a pack of beggarly foreigners? 

“ Will you, who have thrashed the Spaniards, let a parcel of hired 
strangers make Britons slaves in their own land ?” cried Finch. 

** No, no, no ! ! ” was indignantly shouted by the thoughtless and 
generous tars, who, headed by Finch and Ned, made a rush from the 
tavern, and, further inflaming the crowd by their fierce invectives and 
daring example, a bold dash was made at the carriage, the doors drag¬ 
ged open, the guard overturned right and left, and Ivirwan and his 
oon^^nions in bondage were freed in an instant, and hurried through 
the rejoicing crowd by the posse of sailors down the narrow streets 
•of the fiivouring neighbourhood; and, while the tumult niged wihlly 
behind them,, and all pursuit was successfully retarded by the mob, 
the tw'o men, so late in desidly jeopardy, sped securely onwm d towards 
the river, where they effected an embarkation in safety ;*the broad 
Thames was soon placed between them and their pursuers, and tlfe 
obscure haunts on the Surrey side of the river gave sanctuary for the 
present to Uie rescued prisoners. 
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CHAPTER Xm 

Thk storm which had so nearly made an end of the personAmost 
prominently engaged in our history, which dealt such heavy blows on 
the mercantile interest in England, as almost to amount to national 
calamity, had not inflicted such smarting wounds as those under whidi 
France suflered. She had been for months preparing a great blo>w 
against Britain, which the winds in one night had paralyzed. And as 
this threatened movement was known to all Europe, its defeat w^ 
bitterly felt by the sensitive nation that looked <m it so hopefully. 

But still they could attribute their fail are to the elements in iJwi 
rase; but another occurred which was more difficult to support witli 
patience. Admiral Roquefeuille, having made a junction of the Brest 
and Rochefort squadrons, sailed up the British channel with the 
intention of making an attack by sea, while Saxe should make his 
descent by land, and having run up channel as far as Dungeness, the 
British fleet hove in sight, bearing down upon him. The lateness of 
the hour, and state of wind and tide, prevented the gallant old Norris 
from at once closing in action with him, and Roquefeuille took^ivau’ 
tage of the night to get away in the daik, and return to' port, while 
Norris had the credit of clearing the channel of the enemy without 
firing a shot. 

But the extreme vigilance which our fleet and cruisers were obliged 
to exercise for great national purposes gme .facility to minor adven¬ 
turers, who dared the channel, and the safety which could not be 
obtained by the guns of a llne-of-battle ship, was secured by the 
insignificance of a fishing-boat. Under cover of such protection, 
Kirwan and O’Hara reached the eqast of France ia safety, in a few 
days after their rescue in London; and at Gravelines joined Lyn<ffi, 
who was deeply engaged in the interests of Charles Edward, and in 
constant communication with the prince, who kept quiet at this little 
spot under the ucme of the Chevalier Douglas. MU hopes had been 
fearfully dashed by the disasters of the storm. His cause, .which had 
hitherto been so popular, fdl into disrepute; for that great element of 
popularity—success—seemed to be denied to him, and the unfortunate 
Stuart was blamed for all the failures. Some few fldthful and untiring 
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frieads stUl clung with desperate, fidelity to his cause, and his smaQ 
house was the rendezvous of these devoted adherents, where the prince 
was still cheered by their hopefulness, and assisted by their advice. 
Of the latter he stood much in need; for the chevalier was deplorably 
deficient in judgment, and allowed trifies to attract or annoy him when 
greater interests might have been expected to engross his mind at that 
important moment. 

Lynch had been on a mission to Paris, to make interest amongst the 
friends of the prince in the capital, and, through theih, to endeavour 
to influence tliose in power in his favour ; but he found the cabinet as 
mudi ^^usted with the failure of their last grand effort as the people 
in general, and, so far from having the interests of Cliarles Edward 
discussed in council, their best energies were employed to send a sufii- 
dent foree into Flanders, which was seriously threatened by the Dutch, 
who seized this favourable opportunity to join England in the war 
more heartily than they had yet co-operated. 

^ little council of four sat in the small house of the Chevalier at 
Gravelines. The Prince himself. Lord Marshal, Drummond of 
Bochaldy, and Lynch, just arrived from Paris. After he had laid his 
statement of how matters stood in the capital, Drummond asked him 
if he had seen Marshal Saxe. 

“ Yes,” said Lynch. 

** And what said he ?” enquired Charles; *^he seemed to be all heai*t 
and soul in the cause.” 

“ Yes, sir,” answered Lynch, “as he would be heart and soul in any 
cause ^t promised daring military achievement. The Marshal is 
essenti *y a soldier, and loves war for waris sake.” 

“ 1 am quite of Captain Lynch’s opinion,” said Lord Marshal. 

Then he,” pursued Charley “ does not seem to care about following 
up the expedition? ” > 

“ His attention is now turned towards the Low Countries, sir, where 
the French will soon take tha field under his command—that is, if the 
Marshal’s health permits him to leave Paris; for lie is reduced to a 
state of great exhaustion, and when he allowed me the honour of an 
audience, he was in bed.” 

His debaucheries, 1 suppose, have reduced him to so helpless a 
state,” said Xiord Marshal. ** ’Tis a pity so great a man should be 
such a slave to pleasure. ' 

“ Tush 1 ” exclaimed Charles. “What were life without pleasure? 
I vow to heaven I would rather be on a sick bed in Paris, than stuck 
up in a vile comer like this, wh€!l*e one earthly enjoyment is not to be 
had—I am ennttyi to death. I have neither hunting nor shootipg,— 
I have not had a gun in my hand for two months.” 

This was said with a petulance and levity that wa^ shocking to the 
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devoted men who heard it; and glances were exchanged among his 
foUowers, that, if Charles could have read their eyes, should hhve 
ipade him blush. 

“Tis ^ery hard the king refuses to see me,” continued the 
Chevalier, in the same tone of complaint; ** if he would even per> 
init me to reside in Paris—the Duke de Bichelien promised to 
intercede for me in this particular,—did you see him ?” 

“ I did, sir,” said Lynch. 

“Well ?” 

He strongly recommends a continuance of quiet residence hers 
for some time.” 

“ Plague take it!” cried Charles. “ The deuce a thing thei^ is to do 
liere but buy fish,” 

“Is there not such a thing as ^mending our nets?*** said Xiord 
Marshal, pithily. 

“ Pshaw ! ” said Charles, pettishly, “ my patience is worn out.” 

“ I think we shall not have so long to wait before wo see clearly, 
one way or the other,” said Drummond. “ Much depends on this 
cam])aign. Let the arms of France be successful again, and our cause 
prospers beyond a doubt. ‘ Let victory remove the remembrance of 
recent disasters, and they will be ready to back your cause again, 
sir.” 

“ I agree with you, Bochaldy,” said Lord Marshal. 

“And even then,” said Lynch, “though the French government 
should not give all the aid your highness may reasonably expect, 
still their success makes your success. You remember, sir, the 
Irish merchant at Bourdeaux, of whom I spoke; he is ready to 
advance money, and if we watch the moment of England^ defeated 
arms abroad, a well-arranged descent on the shores of Scotland 
and Ireland at that time must be successful.” 

*>“ You always tell me I may depend on Ireland.” 

“ Sir, she has been always faithful to the cause of your royal 
bouse, and is so still.” 

“ And all Scotland would die for yon,” said Drummond. 

So be not impatient, my prince,” added Lord Marshal. “ Await 
the result of this campaign.” 

“ Then I will join the army,” cried Charles Edward, “ and share in 
the campaign myself; for I must have something to do.” 

“ Oh, my prince ! ” exclaimed Lord Marshal, reddening to the 
forehead with shame for his masteris folly, “ think' not of so rash a 
fltep. Consider, sir, your position. For God’s sake think not of 
raising your arm in battle on the side of a foreign power, against 
the people over whom you seek to rule !” 

^ “It seems I am never right,” said ^Charles, peevishly; seeming 
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quito ins^Moble to the nohle rebuke his fiiithfid servant gave him, 
and, liring snddeidj, he left the room. 

He retired to his own chamber, and employed the remainder of 
that day in writing to his father bitter abuse of the'devoted and 
high-minded exile who sought to direct his foUy. And the men who 
had abandoned home and oountry, and were ready to sacrifice their 
lives for him, were the objects of this ungrateful trifier’s anger, 
because his humour was thwarted by their good sense. He also 
wrote to Paris, to obtain permission to join Louis’s army in Flanders; 
but the king felt, as Lord Marshal did, the indecency of such a 
proceeding, and positively .forbade his presence. 

Lynch, after the prince retired, had some farther conference with 
Lord Marshal and Bochaldy, who were much better able to concert 
measures for their master’s good in his absence; and when the 
future chances in favour of the Stuart cause were canvassed by 
the three adherents, till no topic was left untouched. Lynch hade 
them farewell, as he was going to join Dillon’s regiment—so called 
afier its gallant colonel, than whom a more devoted adherent of the 
Stuarts did not exist. Bepairing to his own lodgings, he rejoined 
Kirwan and O’Hara—^the latter bearing a commission in the Irish 
Brigade, the former about to join, less perhap.s with the love, of 
arms than’ of Lynch’s fair daughter ; for it is more than probable 
that to be near Ellen was one of the objects, if not the principal, 
which made Kirwan quit Ireland. For the present, however, he 
was not likely to see her; for, as the army was about to take the 
field, it was now concentrating on the frontier, and the following ds'*’ 
Ltnudi and his two countrymen set out for Douaj. 



CHAPtER XIV. 


It was a beautiful morning in spring, when the active inhabitfUitB 
of two neighbouring villages in the province of Hainan, adyoining 
Fi-ench Flanders, had just finished their morning meal, and were out¬ 
going again to the fields, to continue the healthful industry with 
which the morning opened, when the blast of a trumpet attracted their 
attention, and the peaceful peasants were startled at the sound; for 
wlio could Jive in that province and not know that any day might 
Id ing tfie liorrors of war to their door, and, though the little villages of 
FoTit(;Ti{)i aud Antoine had hitherto escaped that perennial scourge of 
the. Lower Countries, the sinking heart of every inhabitant foreboded 
that their hour was come at last; and the happy hamlets which hitherto 
liad known no greater excitement than a wedding-feast or achristening, 
was about to have a burial-service celebrated on a large scale. The 
implements of husbandry, which had been cheerfully fiung over the 
slmulders of sturdy men as they went a-field, were suddenly cast 
downwards again, and the listeners to the trumpet leant thoughtfully 
on spade and hoe, as they caught the first glimpse of the party whence 
the wiirlike warning proceeded, and some squadrons of French horse 
were seen approaching 1 Women and children now crowded the 
A'illage >^t^ee^s, as the cavalry ride in and dismount, and appropriate 
Imiisr.s and stables to their use,, as they are billeted'by the proper 
oflicer,—and wheu houses and stables can hold no more, the horses are 
]»ieketed aud the men bivouac. When all is, so far, settled, the 
peasants go to work, but they cannot work with that heart-free spirit 
wliiclii makes toil pleasing. The demon of war 

“ Casts his shadow bflfore,” 

and all ia dd^kened beneath it. The wotn^ in the villages are busy 
with ordinary cares; they arc preparing “sops for Cerberus,” and 
liopc to soften the hearts of the men of war by roasting and boiling. 
So far, so well. But, in another hour, the engineers arrive, and, shortly 
after, a group of officers of the higher rank gallop into tire town,— 
rapid orders are given, and the officers depart swiftly, as they cami^ 
and then a terrible work of destruction commences. Whole families 
are burned out of their houses ; the engineers set to work, the rafters 
of the cottages are sawn through—in tumbles roof after roof, and «ich 
house is made the platform for a.piece of artiliery. Yes, the smoke of 



the happj hearth that curled in the golden mist of evening, and invited 
the weary traveller from afar, was to be replaced by the repellant 
vapour of the cannon’s mouth. 

* The vmr cioads rolling, dun, 

Where furious Frank and fiery Hun 
Shout in the sulphurous canopy.’ 

The hospitable village that afforded welcome and healthful fare, and 
wholesome slumber to the wayfarer, was preparing to hurl destruction 
on aU who should approach it. The homes that heard the first fond 
whispers of bride and bridegroom, and the after holier blessings of 
fathers and mothers on tlieir childi'en, were soon to hear the roar of 
cannon thundering above their ruins. 

When this work of destruction began, the men ran back from the 
fields, w'hile the women and children stood in the streets into which 
they w'ere turned, and looked on,—some with horror, others w’ith the 
clamour that bereavem^t will produce in the most patient. Here was 
a woman, in silent despair, looking on at her dwelling tumbling into 
rubbish,—there was some- youthful girl, struggling with a swarthy 
pioneer, endeavouring tot^stay the upraised axe, about to fell some 
favourite tree. The men, returning breathless from the field, add to 
the clamour in a different fashion; but curses or prayers arc alike 
unavailing,—^the work of destruction goes on. . ‘ 

Far apart, dtting by the road side, was a woman, whose tears fell 
fast, as she held her baby to her bosom,—tlie fountains of life and 
of sorrow were both flowing. The unconsc-ious baby smiled ever and 
anon, and looked up with its bright eyes at the weeping mother, wfiiU; 
an elder child, w'ho could just lisp its thoughts, was crying bitterly as 
she told her bttle grief—that the soldiers had trampled, down all the 
pretty flowers in the garden. An -officer approached this group, an<l 
attempted words of consolation. It was Lynch ; for the advanced 
cavalry of France was a portion of the Irish Brigade. 

“Do not cry so bitterly,” said Lynch,'to the weeping w'oman. 

The woman only answered with her sobs. 

“ Do you not see the other villagers are getting away their furniture 
and making the best they can of it ?” • 

The woman looked up gently through her tears ; for, though she 
could gather no comfort from his there was diarity in the sound 

•of his voice^ and even that to the wretched, is sometlung. 

“ You would find relief in going to help your husband.” 

“ I have no husband to help,” said the woman. 

“ What! a widow ?” exclaimed Lynch. 

“No, thimk God!” replied the woman. “But my husband is not 
here,—^Pierrot is gone some miles away to see his mother, who is 
dying, and I don’t know what to do. I think less of the destruction 
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of onr house and the loss of all, tlian the thought of what poor Pierrot 
will think, when he comes back, and sees hisjkouse, in ruins, and won^t 
know what has become of his wife and children. Oh, if Herrot were 
only here 1 wouldn’t mind it; hut what shall I do all alone 

**Show me which is your house,” said Lynch, touched by the 
woman’s agony, and perhaps I may be able to preserve it.” 

You can’t,” replied the woman, sadly ; '' there it is !” added she, 
there—there, where they are dragging up the cannon now.” 

’Twas true ; - the artilleiy had amved, and they were mounting the 
guns on the ruins of the houses. A dragoon rode up and handed a 
note to Lynch, saying, as he made his salute, **From Colonel Dillon, 
sir.” Lynch, after glancing at the brief contents of the missive, 
turned his eyes towards the weeping woman, with much sadness and 
pity in their expression ; he looked as though he wished to speak, but, 
feeling he could give her no comfort by his words, he hastily told the 
dragoon to lead him to Colonel Dillon, and galloped from tlie spot, 
heartily wishing he had escaped the scene of suffering he had wit¬ 
nessed. He soon reached a rising knoll, where Colonel DiUon and 
some other chiefs were issuing orders tirnumerous officers, who, arriv¬ 
ing and departing in rapid succession, were scouring over the broken 
ground that lay between the villages of Fontenoi and Antoine and the 
wood of Barri on the opposite side of the narrow little valley, directing 
the operations tliat were going forward with speed and energy across 
the entire line of this point of defence. Spade and mattock were 
busily plied in thousands of hands, and deep trenches were cut across 
the pass, and trees felled and made ready barricades, behind which 
cannon was judiciously placed, to swdbp, w'ith cross fires, the inter¬ 
mediate x>oiut8 where an enemy might dai’C to ibree a passage. Thus 
went on the day ; every hour making the approach to the bridge of 
Calonne more terrible ; and t/icre were the engineers constructing a tUe 
dupont which soon bristled with cannon, and gave the French complete 
command of the passage of the Scheldt; for Saxe chose to fight with the 
river in his’ rear, thus giving himself the Aeafis of throwing the river 
between him and the enemy, in case the day should go against him, and 
Iience the powerful work constructed to hold the bridge, which afforded 
retreat, if retreat were needed. And now the gentle slopes which rise 
from the banks of the ^ lazy Scheldt,’ began to show upon their crests 
battalion after battalion crowning the heights and making a brave array 
of the French force ; and soon the hill sides, whitening with their tents 
as though % sudden fall of snow had takmi place, show that the army of 
Louis is encamped. Ere long a burst of trumpets and saluting cai^non 
is heal'd, one universal shout arises where the lilied banners float:— 
these sounds announce the arrival of the King and the Dauphin, the 
chivahy of France is to fight under l^e eyes of their monarch, and 
their prince, and aU is enthusiasm. 
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“ Wbere is the gallant JIlArslutl enquired the King, as he matoed 
tiie presence of Saxe, in the crowd of chiefs who surrounded hinu 

" Sire,” said the Count D’Aigenson, ** the Marshal is so reduced 
bj sickness, that the fatigue of superintending the preparations of 
to-day have obliged him to retire to rest.” 

What trumpets ore those ?” said the Bong, as he caught the distant 
sound of the warlike blast coming from afar. 

** Those of the enemy, Sire,” said D*Argenson, looking across the 
Scheldt, and beholding the distant columns of the English advancing. 

“ They are welcome,” answered the King ; “ we shall, measure our 
strength to-morrow.” 

But the English* seemed not inclined to wait for tiie morrow, for a 
smart fire opened on their side, the French outposts were driven in, 
and the Marslial de NoaiUes paid a tribute to the ready gallantry which 
the English always exhibit to join battle. And now, not content with 
driving in the outposts, and taking up their position, they even com¬ 
menced a cannonade against the French hues, although the evening 
began to close; and it was deemed advisable to consult Saxe on the 
subject. The Marshal was too way disturbed by the news. “Let 
them fire away,” he said~“ the Duke of Cumberland is young and 
precipitate; he bites against a file ; he little knows what I ha\'C 
prepared for him ; he has no time tliis evening to force a single point, 
and must wait till tomorrow to find out the trap into which he is 
running his head.—So never mind this demonstration to-night—^they 
will soon stop.” 

Tlie event proved the truth of Saxe’s word. • The cannonade soon 
ceased, and the Duke of Cumberland called a council of war. He held 
the chief command, though the Prince de Waldeck had some share of 
authority at the head of his Dutch troops, and burned for military 
glory which had been so brilliantly won by the English prince at 
Dettingen ; but the ardour of these two young men was held in check 
by the old Marshal Eoenigsec, who commanded the .Austrians, and 
was entrusted by the* States-General for the very purpose of over¬ 
ruling the temerity of the fiery young princes. 

On the English side the arrangements were soon made. On the 
left, the Prince de Waldeck promised to seize Antoine. The Duke of 
Cumberland undertook all the rest with his British and Hanoverians. 

In the French camp all was gaiety. The king held a banquet in 
his pavilion, surrounded by his chiefs—he was never known to be more 
lively; the discourse ran on battles and feats of mms, and Louis 
remarked, that since the fight of Poictiers no king of France and his 
son had been together present in battle. The remembrance of a 
fight so fatal to the French chivalry was looked upon as an evil omen 
by many, and rather darkened the end of the festive evening. 
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On retmng to his quarters Dilkm met l<yncb, who, at his colonel’s 
request, was awaiting him. Unusual glo^ sat on XHUon’s brow; 
he grasped Lynch’s hand with fi^our as he told him he wished some 
parting wor^ With him before the morrow’s fight, as he knew that 
fight would be &tal to lum, and, he feaared, disastrous to the cause they 
both loved. 

Lynch endeavoured to dispel such gloomy forebodings. 

“ I fear they are too true,” r^died Billon.—“ Only think of a fVench 
king, by way of inspiring his soldiers, refreshing Iheir memories witii 
Poictiers on the eve of a battle!” 

*Twas less felicitous than Frenchmen generally are in their allu¬ 
sions, certainly,” said Lynch;—“ but what of that ?” 

“ Let it pass,” returned Dillon ; “ but for myself I fed—I Anow I 
am to die to-morrow, and would bid you, my staunch friend and faithful 
adherent to tlie Stuart cause, farewell, and to request you to bear to the 
prince my dying wishes for his prosperity, and the assurance of my 
fidelity to him to the death, for I shall fall to-morrow in making my 
best charge for tlie regaining of his crown.”* 

“My colonel—my friend !” exclaimed Lynch—“why this— 

“ Say no more, my dear Lynch,” said Dillon—“ such presentiments 
as mine are always fulfilled. I shall fall—but it will be at the head of 
my gallant regiment, and I prophesy it shall be a charge' that England 
will long remember, und make the wise regret the cruel laws that make 
Irishmen exiles and enemies.” f 

The friends then parted with a “ Good night ” and “ God bless you,” 
abd Dillon offered up his soul devoutly to God before he slept; for he 
felt his next sleep should be that of death. 

Night and slumber now wrapped the two camps in darkness and in 
silence, save the pale glimmer of the stars, or the faint ripple of the 
river which reflected their light. But this repose was of short duration: 
drum and trumpet startled the quiet dawn, and the first rays of sunrise 
glittered on the ready arms of both the powers. 

Tlie king of France was one of the first to rise in the camp, and 
Count D’Argenson sending to Marshal Saxe for his last orders, the 

* Tbongh the gaining of a l»ttle in Handera could not immediately replace the 
Stuarts on the throne of England, still every success against England was looked 
upon by the exiled Irish as favourable to their cause; and the brigaded Irish in 
their gallant aid to France were not actuated by love for the French, but by a desire 
to favour the Stuarts, wheon they r^^arded as the l^itimate race of their sove¬ 
reigns ; and, though fighting under the banners of Lonis, it was tbe/eeling for their 
own exiled king, and their own persecuted fhith, that inspired them, and whetted 
their coarage~-it must be owned notnnnatnrally—against the English that day. 

t George the Second, on hearing of the terrible and triumphant chai^ of tbe 
Irish Brigade at Fontenoi, uttered these memonlble words: **€Kr$e o» tie ltm$ 
that deprim me qfsuch toldiert.'*^ 
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Marshal replied that all was ready for his majesty to enter the field. 
The King and Dauphin, each followed by their splendid suites, wound 
•down the slope, crossed the bridge, and entered on the field of battle, 
•of which, to obtain a better view, many of the followers of the court 
climbed into trees to feast their Parisian eyes with slaughter. t 

Saxe was in such a state of exhaustion, that he was obliged to be 
carried through the ranks in a litter made of osier, to give his final 
■orders, and the soldiers, looking with fond admiration on their glory> 
loving General, who made a sick couch serve for a war chariot, 
hailed his presence with applauding shouts. Around him rode a brilliant 
■staff, and, as he had completed his arrangements, he pointed towards 
the enemy as various generals and commanders depoi'ted for their 
respective posts, and said, “ Gentlemen, I have but prepared for you 
the road to victory—alas! I cannot lead you myself, but you need not 
the guidance. None know better how to follow the road to glory ! ” 

The English guns open as he speaks, and the generals ride to their 
■respective posts, llie Count de la Mark gallops to Antoine where he 
is received by the brave Piedmontese with cheers. The Marshal de 
Noailles embraces his pephew, the Duke de Granunont, ere he departs 
■for lus post; but he quits the embrace of his uncle for the embrace of 
■death ; he is struck by a cannon-shot, the first victim of that sanguinary 
day. The old m^an hides his face in his hands, but the soldier triumphs 
•over the mortal, and, dashing a tear from Mis eye, he hows to Saxe 
and cries, “Z will take his place, Count. Let Fontenoi and vengeance 
■be mine !” The Marshid puts spurs to his charger anS rushes to the 
defcnc.e of Fontenoi, on wliich the English and Hanoverians maUc a 
joint attack; the slaughter is terrific, never was seen a fire so rapid 
and so terrible ; the valour of the assailants* is only to Iks equalled by 
Ihe bravery of the defenders; but the village is one blaze of fire, 
swec.ping destruction on all who dare approach. No living thing exists 
before it—the English i-etire, the French shout in triumph, the taunt¬ 
ing sound stings the brave Britons, and again they assault the village. 
So rapid has been the French fire that the ammunition is nearly 
exhausted; aid-de^cawp after aid-de-camp is despatched for a fresh 
supply—^it does not arrive—the English continue the assault, every 
ball in Fontenoi is exhausted j but they still have powder. “ Let them 
fire with powder only, then ! ” cried the brave old Marshal; “ we must 
keep up the appearance of defence at least.” On, press the English— 
Fontenoi is almost theirs, when a fresh supply of ammunition arrives; 
the fire is bb(longer a mockery, and the English are mowed down—^they 
are too much weakened to hope, for success—they retire till a reinforce- 
.ment arrives. ' 

The Duke of Cumberland in the centre passes through the village of 
Yezon under a tremendous cannonade, and, though not‘more than 





TREASURE TROVE. 


las 

fifteen or twenty men can march abreast, still, nndauntedly, th^ press 
through the fire and file off to the left, forming line with the cool 
precision of a parade, while the iron ^ower makes wicto in their 
ranks which are instantly filled up, and rapidly a cc^umn of undaunted 
British infantry forms and advances across the broken ground of the 
centre; they are suddenly checked—the ground is etcarpi-^an «aor- 
mous trench is before them. Old Koenigsec whispers Duke^^ 
he dreaded his attack was rash, and that Jie told him so. The Duke 
makes no answer, but, rushing to the front, exhorts the men to re¬ 
member Dettingen, and, dashing through the trench himself, he leads 
his gallant guards forward, who drag with their own nervous arms six 
guns across the trench, and again move forward at the command ot 
the Duke. 

Four battalions of the French guards now confi*ont them, and the 
picked infantry of both armies prepare for deadly conflict. The 
S(!Oteh guards under Campbell and Albemarle, the English under 
Churchill—a descendant of the great Marlborough. When fifty paces- 
interpose between the combatants, the Engbsh officers advance, and, 
with a courtly air, take off their hats and salute the French guard. 
The Count de Chabanes, the Duke de Biron, and all the French 
officers return the* salute. Such were the chivalrous customs of that 
time, that even an invitation to fire was made, which seems absurd in 
these more matter-of-fact days, when “ Up, Guards, and at ’em” was the 
jiithy and unceremonious phrase of Waterloo; but, in the polished 
day of Fontenoi, the gallant Lord Charles Ilay exclaims, “Gentle* 
men of the French guards, fire ! ” • 

The gentlemen of the French guard would have been shocked to- 
do anything so rude, and Count d’Auteroehe replies, “ Fire your¬ 
selves, gentlemen —The French guard never fire Jirst !”— 

The English take them at their word, and when they did once set 
about it, they certainly fired in good earnest, for nearly the whole' 
front rank of the French guard fell. The incredible number of 380 
killed and 485 wounded was the result of that first volley, to say 
nothing of officers, nearly all of whom bit the dust; indeed Fontenoi 
presents a more fearful list of leaders kilted than any other action on 
record: such was the heroism on both sid^ with which the men were 
led to assault, or inspired to resistance. 

The second rank, appalled by the utter annihilation of the first, look 
back for support; they see the cavalry 300 toises behind them, they 
waver, but throw in their, fire; it is fearfully returned by the English, 
and when Luttaux and D’Aubeteire at the heads of their regiments 
attempt to suj>port the guards, they arrive but to witness and join 
in the rout. Luttaux bit the dust. The Duke de Biron had his 
horse shot under him. On pwifis the victorious English, and the 
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Didierof Oiuml^land pours fitosh masaes into the field. An ixuponctraUe 
hod^ of 14,000 is firmly established. The Duke lodts to the 
right, and expects to see Ingold^jF drhring the eneu^ in before him— 
alas! he only receives a message from lng<4dshy> asking for fresh 
orders, as he has hitherto done nothing,, being kept in check by the 
skirmishers, and intimidated by the batteries. The Duke of Cumber¬ 
land curses him for a coward, and swears he shall be tried by court 
martial for it—and he kept hie word. This is a fatal mistake. The 
Duke must either dare all, and pass between the batteries on his right 
and left, or retire; he chooses the desperate resolve to hazard all, and 
the invincible British bayonets drive all before them, though a cross¬ 
fire of batteries rips up the English ranks, and cai'ries feaiful slaughter 
into the advancing column, but still it does admn ce. 

Saxe is alarmed for the fate of the day, and the tliought of defeat 
lends him strength: he calls for a horse, and mounts, but his weak¬ 
ness prevmits his carrying a cuirass, and a sort of buckler of quilted 
taffeta is placed before him on the pommel of his saddle. For some 
time Saxe permits it to remain there, but he soon cries “ Curse such 
inantua-making,” and, flinging it down, dashes into the hottest of the 
light in a light, open dress. He retrieves the ditorder, but sends the 
Marquis de Meuze to the king requesting him to vetire. The king 
refuses, and determines to remain in the fight. At the moifteut his 
suite is scattered by the broken regiments rushing back upon them. 
The body-guard, of their own acooi'd, without waiting for orders, 
interpose their columns between the king’s person and the fugitives. 
Saxe heads the second colunu of cavalry himself, and makes another 
charge upon the unflinching column—the cavalry are flung back from 
the serried bayonets, as a broken wave from a rock—the column is 
unshaken, and Koenigsec already congratulates the Duke of Cumber¬ 
land on his victory. And so it might have been, had the Dutch then 
advanced ; but, alas! for the Prince de Waldeck, his fame is tarni.shed. 
After the first assault on Antoine, which ho undertook to secure, he 
retired, and never attempted to do more. Saxe rode amidst a 
tremendous fire all along the centre British line, to reconnoitre their 
state with ids own eye. They were firm, but quite unsupported by 
any other portion of their troops; charge after charge, nevertheless, 
they resist, and the Marshal saw nothing for it but to prepare for a 
safe retreat for the king. To this end he ordered Fonteuoi and 
Antoine to be abandoned, which bravely held out against a third 
attack of the English, who, from that quarter, were in vain looked for 
by the Duke of Cumberland, a.s the Dutch were as vainly expected 
from .tVntoiue. The Count de la Murk would not obey the order to 
retire &om Antoine; and Fontenoi was held also. Again Saxe orders 
the French infantry to advance and revenge their comrades—“ Men 
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of B^aeui you fight on your own fi^bis,: 4i4vo bonce the enraiy! 
Normandy, remember your ancient chivaby t you conquered all £]:%• 
land once, shall a handful of Britons resist you thus inspiring 
regiment after regiment with his words, he ordered th^ to chai^^ 
calling on their leaders by name as he passed them. Saxe watched 
the result of the charge—the English were still invincible. The 
Prince de Croon fdl as he led his troops to the charge, and the regi¬ 
ment of Hainau was swept from the field by a terrible fire of musketiy 
and cannon; for the English had some few guns with them which 
they used with great judgment; and as their musketry was fired in 
divisions, it kept up a continued slaughter amongst the French which 
drove them back in utter disorder. Saxe now gave up the day for 
lost—the Euglish column, though it did not advance, was master of 
the field. It remained motionless, and showed front everywhere, only 
firing when it was attacked. 

Seeing this state of things, a rather noisy council was held round 
the king, and Saxe despatched fresh orders to have Fontenui and 
Antoine evacuated, telling Count de la Mark to refuse at his peril. 
Just ns these orders were despatched, the Duke de Kichelieu, the king’s 
aid-de-camp^ arrived at full gallop. 

“ What news ?” cried Saxe. 

“ That the day is ours, if we only wish it! The Dutch are beaten, 
and the English, too, at Fontenoi—tiie centre only holds out. Muster 
all our cavalry and fall upon them like foragers^ and the victory is 
won.”— 

“ 1 am of that opinion,” said the king to the Marshal. 

“ Then we’U do it,” said Saxe; “ but first shake them with some 
cannon. Pequingny,” cried he to tlie Duke, “advance four heavy 
piece|. D’Aubeterre, Courten, head your regiments ! Kide, liichelieu, 
to tlie household troops, and bid Monteason charge ! J umillac, head 
your musqueteers! let the movement be concentrated. Dillon”—for 
the colonel was among the knot of officers round tlxe king,—“ Dillon! 
let the whole Irish brigade charge!—to you I commend its conduct. 
Where DUiou’s regiment leads the rest wiU follow. The cavalry has 
made no impression yet; let the Irish brigade show an example !” 

“It shall be done. Marshal!” said Dillon, touching bis hat and 
turning his horse. 

“ To Victory I ” cried Saxe, emphatically. 

“ Or Death,” said Dillon, solemnly, kissing the cross of his sword, 
and plunging the rowels in his horse’s side, that swiftly he might do 
his bidding; and that the Irish brigade might first have tlie honour of 
cluinging the fortune of the day. 

Galloping along the front of their line, where the brigade stood 
impatient of the orde^to advance, Dillon gave a word that made every 
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man clench hi»'teetli, firmly plunge his foot deep in the stirrup and 
grip his sword for vengeance; for the word that Dillon gave was 
taiismanic as others that have been memorable; he shouted as lie rode 
along, “ jRememher Limerick ! ” and then wheeling round, and placing 
himself at the head of his own regiment, to whom the honour of 
leading was given, he gave the word to charge; and down swept the 
whole, brigade, terrible as a thunderbolt, for the hitherto unbroken 
column of Cumberland was crushed under the fearful charge—the 
very earth trembled beneath that horrible rush of horse. Dillon was 
amougst the first to fall; he received a mortal wound from the steady and 
well-directed fire of the English column, and as he was struck, he knew 
his presentiment was fulfilled; but he lived long enough to know, also, he 
cmnpletcd his prophecy of a glorious charge,—plunging his spurs into 
his fiery horse, be jumped into the forest of bayonets, and, laying 
about him gallantly, he saw the English column broken, and fell, 
fighting, amidst a heap of slain. The day was won ; the column could 
no longer resist; but, v|ith the indomitable spirit of Englishmen, they 
still turned their faces to the foe, and retired without confusion ; they 
lost the field with honour, and in the midst of defeat it was some satis¬ 
faction to know, it was the bold idanders of tbeir own seas who carried 
the victory against them. It was "no forei/fner before wliora tliey 
yielded. The thought was bitter that they themselves had disbanded 
a strength so mighty; but they took consolation in a strange land in 
the thought that it was only their own- riyht arm could deal a blow so 
heavy. Thanks be to God, these unnatural days are past, and the 
unholy laws that made them so are expunged. In little more than 
sixty years after, and not fifty miles from that very spot, Irish valour 
helped to win victory on the side of England; for, at Waterloo, Erin 
gave to Albion not only her fiery columns, but her unconqi^ered 
chieftain. 
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Thk t>attle cf FontcncH may be said to have decided the campaign 
it opened. Town after town rapidly fell into the hands of the French; 
and though gallant defences were male here and there on the part of 
(lie allies in detail, no general movements could be effected ; and the 
2 reat 6 r part of French Fhindurs was once more under the dominion of 
Louis. Nevertheless, while plumed with victory, he otfered peace; 
Itiit whether England thought the otfer insiueeqp, or fancied that at 
' iioh a moment favourable terms would not be obtained, she rejected the 
}) 4 ciflc overture, and France and England continued belligerent 
powers. This circumstance was considered by the adherents of Charles 
l^^dward mo^t favourable to his views, as it was hoped the successes in 
Mimders would be followed up by striking a home blow at Great 
Ih itain, and his partizans flocked to Paris, whither the prince himself 
I'.iid been now allowed to proctied; and although yet refused a personal 
interview witli the king, he resided in the vicinity of the capital, and 
^vas in constant communicatiori with those about the court who were 
favourable to his interests. Here he could pursue the amusements he 
-so much regretted at Gravelines, and awaited his happy liour with 
better temper than on the sea-coast, the interregnum being agreeably 
filled uj) by the pleasures of the chase and the charms of a society 
wliich, though small, was brilliant, and oflered a f^-etaste of St. James's 
in the observance of*courtly etiquette and homage to his rank. Not 
only some of the haute noblesse^ and many gallant cavaliers, but fair 
aiul stately dames made tlie small country house of the handsome 
young prince an enviable residence. And pre-eminent amidst the 
l)eauty which graced it was Ellen—-no longer the inmate of the 
cloister at Bruges, but mingling in the gaieties of Paris, under the pro¬ 
tection of Madame dc Jamillac. To none were the little meeting.^ of 
the mimic court of Clearies Edward more agreeable than to Ellen, 
whose personal charinB won homage from all the eavidiers, and whose 
sweet manners almost reconciled her triumph to her own sex. As 
tlio daughter of one of the most active and devoted of the prince’s 
agents, he, too, was studious in his attentions to her ; and AvluTcvcr 
the fair daughter of Captain Lynch aijpenivd—at or bid!, <: 
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theatre—she attracted universal admiration. Madame dc Jumillac 
particularly loved the opera ; and one night, as she and her fair 
'protegee had taken their seats to\> itness the refv'escntation oiArmide, 
an unusual commotion was observable among the audience ; whispers 
seemed to pass from box to box, and eyes were eagerly directed 
towards a conspicuous place near tiie stage which was yet unoccupicHl: 
the })it catches the movement from tin* boxes, and are equally anxious 
gazers at the vacant place. The overture commences ; and though, of 
course, that strict silence whicli the revere etiquette of the French 
theatre most fitly enjoins, immediately ensued, still it was manifest 
the audience were inattentive ; and the vacant scat neau the stage 
carried it hollow against the crammed benches of the t>rchcstra. In a 
minute or two the door of the box opens, and, ushered with jwofound 
reverence to his seat, appears an otficer in briliiani uniform. It^is th<^ 
victorious Marshal himself, just arrived in Paris—it is the temporary 
Jidol of the people, the glorious Count Maurice de Saxo, and all 
etiquette is forgotterMjy the audience. The pit rises ev masse^ and loud 
vivats ring through the house ; the powerful orchestra is drowned hy 
that burst of popular admiration—sweeter music to the hero’s <'ar.s 
than if Apollo himself led the band. The musicians themselves 
have lost self-control, and the bewildered leader can sc*arcely keep 
them together, while Saxe returns re]>eated obeisances to the applaud¬ 
ing audience. At length order is restored, and the last few bars of the 
overture are audible. The curtain rises, and an impersonation of 
Glory appears, and sings a species of prologue; some lines occur in the 
verses which singularly apply to the hero of Fontenoi, and the actress, 
Catching the enthusiasm of the moment, directs her gaze upon the 
Marshal as she pours forth her strain of triumph ; and finally, as she 
completes her heroic roulafie, she advances to the box, and presents the 
laurel wreath she beans, as one of her attributes, to the Marshal. 
Again the pit simultl||||icously rose ; and so takei^ by surprise were alt 
by this impromptu of the actress, that even the courtly boxes were* 
urged to a breach of decorum ; and rhats from the men, and white 
handkerchiefs, waved by fair hattds, hailed the conquering Count, who 
seemed sensibly touched hy the enthusiastic welcome. Again and 
again he bowed to the audience ; ‘ and when, after some minutes, order 
was restored, he might be seen making slight marks of recognition, as 
his brilliant eye wandered round the house, and, piercing the. deepest 
recesses of th** farthest boxes, caught some #mile or glance which 
beauty cast upon him. But suddenly his attention seemed particularly 
arrested ; and ^le makes a salutation in which there is more of devo¬ 
tion than he has yet manifested—his glances wander no more—h(^ 
continues gazing on the same place—and all eyes, by degrees, turn to 
see who has enthralled the volage Count. It is the box of Madame 
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de iTumillac is the point of observation. It cannot be Madanu 
who has made the conquest—she is fossee —it must be la belle Irlan- 
daixe. Yes ; the unnifected graces of the beautiful Irish girl put the 
overdone Parisian belles into the shade; and the coquettes of the 
capital arc indignant, while Madame Jumillac, in the second-hand 
triumpli of a chaperon, whispers to'Ellen with a smile—“ My dear, you 
have conquered the conqueror.” 

Ellen would have given the world to escape from the theatre. A 
host of disagreeable emotions crowded uj)on her; and the natural 
repugnance of a woman ^o speak of herself as the object of an unbe- 
<mming admiration, prevented relief in words. No woman of delicacy, 
even to one of her own sex, i;hooses to admit that she has inspired 
aught than an honourable passion ; and therefore Ellen preferred 
keeping.to herself the knowledge of the Marshals atrocious attempt, 
through his emissary at Bruges. 

She knew that Madame dc .Jumillac was a woman of honour and 
reputation, ai^ that under her protection she wfe in security, and that 
speaking as Madame did, she only made a sportive usti of the phrase, 
which, in that age of gallantry, meant nothing ; for where so much 
of gallantry—not to use a stronger phrase—was then tolerated, the 
trihute of open admiration to a lady’s charms might go much further 
without being blamed than in modern times. Ellen, therefor^, sat 
patiently under the disagreeable trial to which she was exposed, 
though the blushes with which the concentred observation of the whole 
theatre sufl’used her cheek were sufficiently painful, without the deeper 
and liidden feeling of maiden indignation. Still, with all her desire 
to conceal lier emotion, Madame do Jumillac saw^tho triumph of the 
moment was not pleasing to her whom most it concerned; and she 
attributed to the recluse nature of her early education this shrinking 
from what a court-bred belle would have enjoyed. 

“ My love, do not think so seriously abou^” said Madame dc 
.Tumillao. 

“Seriously, Madame!” replied Ellen, echoing the word; “how 
could I think seriously of such folly ?” 

“ But it makes you uneasy:—pray, be tranquil, child, or all our 
friends will laugh at u.s.” 

“ But it is such folly,” .said Ellen. 

“ My dear, such follies may sometimes be made to serve good pur¬ 
poses. Remember the Marshal’s enormous interest at the court at 
this moment, and how signally he may benefit the cause of your exiled 
king.” 

These words gave a new turn to Ellen’s thoughts. She felt hour 
much truth there was in the observation ; and in her devotion to the 
cause of the royal Stuart her personal feelings Were sunk. In thaf 
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devotion she had been early instrooted by her father, tlian whom a 
deeper entliusiast in the cause did not exist; and the ^beds tints sown, 
taking growth in a heart full of aifection and sensibility, produced that 
noalloyed attachment, which can supersede all selfish considerations— 
an attachment to which the tendril nature of a woman’s heart and mind 
conduces, and has furnished so many examples of heroic self>devotioii. 

The thought of enchaining the Marshal to the Stuart cause in the 
rosy bond^e which Madame dc Jumillac hinted, thus entered Ellen’s 
mind for an instant ; but that sanctuary was too pure to permit it to 
remain there longer;—its temporary admission was obtained through 
the generosity of her disposition in preferring the. cause of her king 
to her own, but the dignity of her nature rev'olted at tlie idea, 
and she almost blushed lor herself, that any cause could have marie 
her harbour a thought repugnant to honour. In thus speaking of 
honour, of course the word is used in its most refined srmse ; for Ellen 
Lynch was too strongly fortified in virtue to feel any evil <*onse- 
quences to herself from the attentions of the most accomplinhed rmii 
in tire world. She bad also sufliuieut confidence in h1^ own powers 
of attraction, (of which every day gave evidence,) and reliance- on a 
sufiiciency of woman's wdt, to hold a liero in her chains, if she had 
looked upon coquetry as oUowabhr; but her simple dignity of nature, 
and a deep sense of moral rectitude, were above the practice of what 
she held to be wrong ; and even for a cause in which she wmulu 
willingly have laid down her life, site could not stoop to a course of 
conduct which would have forfeited her own self-respect. She was 
so absorbed in thought, that tlie pageant on the stage passed before her 
eyes as unseen as though she gazed on vacancy; her whole mind was 
preoccupied iti antiftpating circumstances that chance might combine 
to force her into intercourse with the Marshal, and forming thei'eupon 
resolutions as to how she should act • and after much consideration, 
her final determiuatU||twas, that prudence made it advisable to ap[)(‘ar 
unconscious of any Muse of anger against the Count, should they 
meet, and that she must rely on a punctilious politeness to protect her 
from any ; dvance that could offend. 

This, fKjrbaps, was the most delicate course she could have adopted 
in her present situation. JTer fn^bn»* w'as absent at Bourdeaux, con- 
cciTting measures with an Irish mercoauc named Walsh, in the cause 
of Charles Edward ; and confided, as she then was, to the protection 
of a lady moving in the court circles, and the wife of an officer iu the 
army, it might have placed Madame in an awkward position, hud 
Ellen spoken the .real state of her feelings, and the cause; to say 
nothing of the repugnance already allud(.-d to, which she entertuiued 
against speaking of such matters at ail. 

Btwdes, she, expected the return of her father .^oo», ami, for a few 
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(lA 3 rs» site reekoned it impossible Auy evil c(»>ld.z« 9 ult the sile&oe 
she had determined to observe. 

As soon as the first set was ov<^, the. Marshal’s box was crowded 
with a succession of visitors, some Jem really glad • to interchange 
words of kindly greeting; the numtj proud to be seen as of his ac 
quaintanccs, thus deriving a reflected light from the star of the 
evening. One, howevcT, remained long<ir than the rost, and toolc a 
seat besijjo the Count—it was Voltaire. They scenu‘<l mutually 
pleaded w itfi each other’s company, and ere long the eyes of the philoso¬ 
pher were turned towards the box v h(.>re Eillen sut. It was the Jirst time 
£.he had seen him, and she was,forcibly struck by the intellectuality of 
that face, where keenness ot' perception mid satire wore so singularly 
tnarked, while he w'asas much attracted by the expression of simplicity 
with intelligence which chui‘ucterised the beauty of the Irish girl. It 
is difficult to say which had most pleasure; she, in gazing on dis¬ 
tinguished ugliness, or he irt admiring the beautiful unknown. 

“ What are you about there, Sir Poet?” said Saxe, noticing the 
rapt gaze of Voltaire. 

“ I urn not a poet at present,”, answered he, “ but an astronomer. 
I am making an observation on that heavenly l^ody.” 

Heavenly, you iray well say !” ejaculated the Marshal. 

** Your Cynosur''-,” said Voltaire, slyly. 

“ I should rather call her Venus,” returned the Count. 

I should think Mars,'' said Voltaire, eyeing the Marshak 

vould ’ike to be in conjunction.” 

“ Vt Mercury either,” rejoined Saxe, with a glance at tlie poet. 

*' I'ou arc getting too close to the Sun, now,” answered Voltaire. 

* We shall be dazzled in the light of our own metaphors, so we 
rad better return to the earth and common sense—who is she ?” 

“ The daughter of a Captain in the Irish brigade.” 

“ Ma fail —those Irish are victorious everjuvay. We have heaid 
wondrous rpmours of them at Fonte^oi, imm the Stuart party 
here.” 

“ ITie fact is,” said Saxe, in a whisperto the historian,—“ t/iey won 
the battle —but for Heaven’s sake don’t s|iy I said so, or, you know, it 
would n(»t be relished in France.” 

“ Don’t fear me,” said Voltaire, “ I w'on’t make either on-dit or 
history of it.* But revenons d nos nioutons—ihG lady is very charm¬ 
ing ; I wish we had a .brigade of such.” 


fLi hiblotian of Fricis du SiScle Louis XV. uJb word. He behaves 
shabMIy to Ireland in the account.of the battle. It is from other sources we hour 
the whde truth of the memorable charge dr her gallant brigade. Poor Ireland! 
she has so oflea been grudged her 5ne by writers on ah 8id«>- ^ 
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'' “A brigade!” cried SaxC} in surprise; there are not a» 

many xvch to moke it in all the world! ” 

* 

“ JParbfeu! Count I—You are positively entSt6 on this point,” 

** I'm over head and ears in love with her!” said Saxe: 1 confess 

it—and the worst of it is, she is a piece of snow.” 

“ From the t:p of a mountain in Ireland,” added Voltaire, with a 
sneer. 

“ Provokingly pure, on my honour,” said Saxe. 

“ But snow melts when it is no longer on the top of the mountain,” 
said the scoffer. 

“ Would I were the valley it would .fall upon!” said Saxe. 

** 1 should think the air of Paris sufliciently worm to thaw your 
frozen beauty.” 

“ She’s not so easily melted, I assure you.” ^ 

She's a womans" said the leering cynic, who had no faith in any 
virtue. * 

By my faith, she has more of Diana about her than ever I met 
yet,” said ISaxe. 

“ ’Tis most natural,” returned Voltaire, “with your love of sporting, 
that you should likei^ your fair one to the hunting goddess ; but. 
Marshal, if 1 mistake not, you admire the chase more than the 
ettasfe.*' 

“ The difference is bat a hiter^ said Saxe. 

“ How can you say letter^ in your present state of mind,” s.'iid 
Voltaire; “ you should say hiilet-doux.'* 

“ Hold! hold !■” cried Saxe, I cannot play atjeu de mots with you.” 

Here a fresh visitor entered the box, and made his salutations to 
the Count in the most obsequious manner.He was one of those 
useful persons whom nobody likss, yet nobody can do without; whet- 
is always abused in his absence, but whose presence seems always 
welcome. Who, by ^species of ubiquity, is present at evcjy party, 
where every one votes him a bore, yet smiles at h>s sayings, and asks 
him to forthcoming fetes and suppers. He had the singularly ap¬ 
propriate name of ‘ JPoterne.' The Marshal was delighted at the sight 
of him, shook him by the hand, and invited him to a seat. Even the 
great Voltaire gave him a pleasant nod of recognition. 

“ Charmed to see you, my dear Poteme,” said the Marshal. ‘‘ As 
usual, I find you in the midst of fashion.” 

“ And as usual. Count,” returned Poteme, with a monkeyish grin, 
“ I find you wrorshippiiig beauty —" and he made a grimace, and looked 
to the l>ox as be spoke. 

“ By the bye, Poteme,” said the Marshal, in a confidential whisper 

IS the more pardonable in picking np a enunb for her, when he coo, front the 
literary banquet. 
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over the back of his chair, “ I wish you could finu out for me whore 
Madame dc Jumillac sups to-ni<;ht.** * 

“ I can tell you already,” said Poterne, with a knowing look. “ I 
thought you would like to know, so 1 found out and came to tell you.” 

“ My dear Poterne, you are a treasure! ” exclaimed the Count, 
s(]ueexing his hand in a lit of momentaxy friendsltip; “ where ?— 
where ?” 

At Madame de Montesson’s.” 

“ Bravo ! ” exclaimed Saxe, “ I can invite myself tliere.” 

“ You need not do even that,” said Poterne, witli a shrug. “ J 
tnanagi^d all that—the whole thing I imagined, d I'improvisef and I 
have just come to tell you that Madame de Montesson hopes for the 
honour of your coim)any.” 

“ You are my gUd genius, Poterne! ” said Sa^e in ecstasy; “pray 
hear my compliments to Madame de Montesson, and say how happy 
1 am ill fu'.ecjitiug the honour hhe proposes, and add that I will bring 
with me the wit of Voltaire to season ?«?/ stupidity.” 

TIio fetch and carry rascal ” departed to do his message, content 
witli being seen in close converse with the great man, as the payment 
of his dirty work. 

“ lUon ami” said Saxe to Voltaire, “you must come with me to 
hupper. I depend on you to engage Madame de Jumillac in con¬ 
versation, while I talk to her jn'ot^gee. You alone can serve me, for 
she is given to virtue and letters—therefore you must make a diversion 
in iny favour.” 

“ I will prevent sport being spoiled as much as possible,” answered 
his friend. 

Again the door of tlie box was opened, -and a servant in the livery 
of tiic thcati’c made his appearance, hut remained in the back-ground. 

“ Well ?” was the brief exclamation of the soldier. 

The servant still remained within the shadn^w of the back of the 
box, and exliibited a small note. 

“ Give it me,” said the Marshal, without leaving his seat. 

The servant advanced, and placed the missive in his Imnds; Saxe 
broke the seal and read— 

Glory waits you ! 

“ Supper at 10. 

“ Quai d’Orfevre. “ CELEsaiNE,” 

** A Monseigneur 

“ Le tree illustre 

“ Le Mareehol 

“ Comte de Saxe.” 

* The '*petits ampers” of this period were hriUiant tiunga, and matters of course 
after the opera. 
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It ift'ns a note from the' jtctress who hasd penaomilied Glory” in*the 
opera, and this very brazen invitation to anpper bo displeaaedtMTon 
Count dc Saxe, who was not very particular, that he tore-aalipcftom 
the note, and, borrowing a pencil from Voltaire, wrote, 

“ Glory should not seek a soldier,— 

A soldier should seek Glory.” 

And twisting up the paper, handed it to the servant for answer. 
He made a low obeisance and retired; and as he was hastening back 
along the corridor to the stage, he was met at the head of tlie stair¬ 
case by Adrienne le Couvreur, who arrested bis further progress. 
She had bien in the auditory of the tlieutre, and all unseen had 
w:itnes^ed the presentation of the laurel branch to the. Marshal by 
Cele.stine, who was a very pretty woman, and a(||^espcrate coquette, 
and had avowed hei^determination to rival the tragic queen with the. 
gallant Marshal This demonstration had put Adrienne on the qui 
vive, and a little ruffled lier terop«‘r; but when she saw the servant of 
the theatre hand a note, (for. with all his care to keep in the shade, tlio 
vigilant eye of Adrienne saw him, and her suspicions told her hi^ 
mission,) her jealousy and indignation wore no longer under her c(ui- 
trol, and instantly hurrying I'rotn her box* she rushed tlown stairs to 
intercept the servant, and was successful in her manoeuvre. 

“ Give me that note, sir,” said Adrienne. 

“ Wliat note, Madame ?” faltered the mcasenger, his eyes wandering 
from side to side as if he dared not meet the vivid glance which was 
dxed on him. 

You dare not look me in the face, and repeat that question,” said 
Adrienne quickly. “ That note in yoiJt hand behind your back.” 

“ Vrabnent! Madame ! ” said the messenger, holding forth lii.> 
empty hands with a seeming candour. 

“ Then you have put it up your sleeve,” said Adrienne. “ You 
‘ can’t impose on me—I know all about it—it is an answer to s, note 
you bore from Mademoiselle Celcstino to Marshal Saxe—” 

“Really, Madame!” 

“ X must have the note. 1 do not expect it for nothing—here,” she 
said, drau ing forth lier purse, and handing the servant a couple of 
Louis (Toi'm 

“ Madame I ” exclaimed the fellow in a deprecatory tone, “ consider 
my honour I” 

“ Well, sir, tell me the price of your honour.” 

“ Pardon me putting a price on ray owm lumoitr, Madame,” said the 
fellow, with an air that was very whimsical, “ but I think a note from 
a field marshal is worth five gold pieces.” 

Thera J^ 4 ^.fiaid Adrienne, handing the money.- 



TREASUaE TEOVE. 


m 


“ And novf, consider my cldn'ccter X you ! F<»* p%!s 

sake order a conpie .of, these gentlemen ,to force me to deliver the 
note/’ and he pointed to some of the servants of the lohhy VFere 
standing near and laughing. 

“ You are M gentleman of the nicest punctilio!” said Adrienne, 
smiling, and.giving the order he i-equestcd to the attendants, a mock 
scene of forcing the note from the messenger was gone through, who 
with a tragic air wrung his hands, and awore he was in despair, whUe 
Adrienne seized the hilUt^ and gave another Louis d’or to the 
attendants for their service. Hastily untwisting the ckiffon, she read 
the Count’s answer with intense delight, and observing one of the 
principal persons in the stage direction passing at the Hkiment, she 
addressed him, and requested th.‘ favour of Ixdng allowed the advan* 
lage of his private ^y, and being passed at once to the stage. This 
little favour w as imniexliately granted, and La belle Adrienne, ]8ushed 
with victory, and meditating vengeance, trod the boards with lofty 
dignity, seeking for her would-be rival. »Soon she espied “ Glory” at 
tlie front wing, surrounded by mtmy subordinates; and entering tihe 
ring, that at once made way for the approach of so distinguished on 
artiste, she made a most dignified inclination of her head to Celestine, 
aud banding her the billet open, said, “ Allow me the honour to 
return Marshtil Saxe’s answer to your ohUging invitation,” laying 
great sfrcs.3 on the word obliging, and making a low curtsey as she 
.spoke. 

Celestine might he seen to grow pale, even through her rouge. She 
bit her lip, and could not refrain from bursting into spiteful tear?, 
which contrust(‘d strangely with the emblems of triumph w'ith which 
.'.he was decorated. 

Adrienne, with a scornful curl upon her lip, said scoffingly, “ What 
a Glory to be sure ! This is not Frettel^glory,” she added, to the 
women who stood by and enjoyed the scene: “ ’tis a glory of .the 
Uutch school.” 

The words w.ere receivjad with a titter,;for Celestine being ratherta 
full-blow'n beauty, and the Dutch behaviAg so dastardly at Fontenoi* 
the words bore a double application ; and-jsatisfied with having raised 
the laugh against the vanquished Celestine, Adrienne returned to her 
box, iirst having despatched a messenger with another note to ;Uig 
M arshal. 

He was much surprised to see a second theatrical messenger hand 
him a second Lillet, and exchanged a laugh with Voltaire as he. beaike 
the. seal. The note ran as follows;— 

“ .I am glad .you are .sot too fond of Glory. Come>«up in peftoettlid 
quietness with ** Aoribksb.** 

^^•'JSfaibarms I'icAaass/” exclaimed Saxe, 'with a •ahsug, 
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eon^panion, lending liis pencil again, the Count taking a leaf from 
a pockct>book wrote a few words to Madomoiselle le Couvreur, regret« 
ting he could not accept her invitation for that evening, having a 
pre-engagement. 

To that engagement he looked for much gratificatidh, and with the 
eagerness of a new passion longed for the moment tliat would enable 
him to make his compliments to Ellen, and, os soon as the opera was 
over he lost no time in seeking his carriage, and driving witli the poet 
to the hotel of Madumc de Montesson. He had but just alighted 
when his quick eye caught sight of Ellen in the carriage that was 
drawing up to the door, and waiting till she was going to alight, he 
stepped foiward, and offering his hand with an air of the most courtly 
attention, he assisted Ellen from the coach, and ushered lier into the 
hall with the most respectful assurattccs of his great delight in having 
the good fortune to meet her in Paris. 

It was lucky that Ellen had, by anticipation, prepared herself for the 
occasion, as it gave her an case and composure of .manner most calcu* 
lated to serve her under the circumstances, and which rather took the 
Count by surprise j for where he exjiected a certain amount of appre- 
hensiveness and timid reseiwe, which his practised address Avas to 
reassure and overcome, he found a calm but fruitless politeness which 
puzzled him excessively, and induced him almost to believe that Ellen 
could not be aware of the nature of his design at Bruges. On enter¬ 
ing the drawing room where Madame de Montesson had ariived but a 
few moments before, the Count, after paying his compliments to 
Madame, followed to where Ellen had token her seat close beside 
Madame de Jumillac. The proximity to her chaperon i)revented the 
immediate adoption of any urgent stSttin of compliment which he 
might otherwise have attempted, and he waited till tlie announcement 
of supper would give hinwtlic opportunity of monopolizing her atten¬ 
tion out of inconvenient car-shot, when iiis friend should have drawn 
off the elder lady to a distant corner of the table. In the meantime 
he addressed j)olite inquiries after her father, and took occasion t<j 
Matter Ellen’s nationality by high praise of the Irish brigade. Of this 
Ellen took immediate advantage, by turning the conversation into a 
channel the farthest remove from that into which the Count could wisli 
it to flow; she spoke of the death of Colonel Dillon in terms of aflec- 
tionate regi'et, .saying she knew the whole family well in Ireland, and 
could tell the Count many anecdotes connected with ,their history, 
which siic had learned during her early intercourse with them in her 
cliildbood, and which ^hc was sure would interest the Count much, 
from the great regard he was known to entertain for the late Colonel. 

The Count protested the most devoted friendship, but would have 
willingly made the anecdotes a present to his Satanic majesty; but so 
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well did Ellen feign greet interest in the recital, that he was hound to 
hear without the opportunity of saying one gallant thing till supper 
was announced. 

“Now,” tliought Saxe, “my time is come,” as he offered his 
arm to Mademoiselle, and led her from the drawing-room, while 
Voltaire held the delighted Madame JumiUac, proud of the poet’s 
attention, one of the last to leave the salon. 

The Count seated himself at sapper most favourably for his purpose, 
and was studious in his attentions to Ellen, who, having worn out the 
Dillons, bethought her of a new subject. She, after some preliminary 
askings of thousands of pardons, et cetera —hoped the C^unt would 
excuse her if, as he had already spoken of the brigade, and so far 
touched on public affairs, he would allow her to mention the cauie 
dourest to her heart. 

Tlu! Count here edged in some speech about hearts in general, 
and her heart in particular, at which Pollen only smiled, and said a 
woman never could make use of tlic word * heart,* but the gentleman 
beside her thought it his bounden duty to make love on the spot. “ But 
I absolve you Irom that duty, Count,” said Ellen, “ you know the 
cause I mean is that of my king,—what think you of his prospects r 
brightly I trust.” 

Hereupon she engaged the Count on the business of the Pretender 
during the whole of supper, that is to say, the eating part of it, when 
people are so engaged in their own immediate interests that they care 
very little about their neighbour’s doings, and, therefore, such time is 
the most propitious to a tender iHe-a-tete^ when well managed by a 
practised cavalier ; but so quickly did Ellen put question after question, 
and suggest fresh sensible matter lor discussion, that all the ^soft 
nonsense* the Count liad hoped to utter, he was forced to keep to him¬ 
self. The business of supper advanced—the champagne circulated— 
conversation grew brisker—^laughing more frequent, as if mirth and 
diampagnc had been bottled together, and every cork that popped 
out emancipated hilarity. And now, what sharp ringing laughter 
comes from the other end of the table!—’tis the tribute to the pleasan¬ 
tries of Voltaire, who, in endeavouring to enchain the attention of 
Madame de JumiUac, (quietly though he does it,) enchains the attention 
of all besides—^fur Madame’s laughter attracts notice—*tis something 
Voltaire h&s ^1^ made her laugh—-who would not like to hear 
Voltaire’s bon-mots ?—all became attentive by degrees. The Count 
now thinks his time has arrived—^lic makes a desperate dash at com¬ 
pliment, and hopes to have Ellen all to himself; but she, with a well 
acted air of innocent rudeness, turns to him and says, “ Oh, Count— 
pray don’t talk now—1 want to hear Monsieur do Voltaire,”—then 
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dudxlenl/ stopping, as if she recollectod h^^f} .-sIk) IJAildhal* 

I beg your pardon—I fear I have been very rude.” 

liy no means ! ” said Saxe, with a smile, though he really mas 
much sttmg—wished Yoltuire w'herc the whole Catholic church wilted 
him —and vowed in his inmost heart he would never call upon a wit 
to help him when he wanted to make himself agreeable. 

Vtdtaire had now every eye and ear devoted to him, and nfh^r a 
brilliant hour, tlic souper broke up. 

Saxe handed Ellon to her carriage, without having advanced his 
position one stop since he handed her out of it. 

“ Well,’* said Voltaire, as he drove away with the Marshal from the 
house, “how have you fought your battle ?” 

Hever was so beaten in my life,’* .‘'aid Saxe. “ Th^t girl is either 
we most innocent or the cleverest woman 1 ever met*” 
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CHAP'fER XVI. 

Tiie day following, when Madatne de Jamillac and Elten mot at 
breakfast, the latter complained of head-ache. This was true, but not 
quite to the extent that Ellen feigned. The excitement of the previli^ 
evening was suilicient to account for the throbbing of her temples, but 
the pulsation under ordinary circumstances would not have been suffi¬ 
cient to make her forego a very gay fete champ^lrc given that day in 
• the neighbourhood of Paris ; but, as she had heard over-night that 
Marshal 8axe was to be present, she made her head-ache serve a good 
turn lor once, and excused herself on that score from being of the 
party. 

“ My dear child, the air would do you good,” said Madame de 
.1 umiilac. 

“Tsot to-day, dear Madame—I feel it is too bad a pain to play with.” 

“ And such a charming party too! ” added Madame. 
vSo charming, ” said Ellen, w itii a sweet smile of sulfering, “ that 
tlniy won’t miss me.” . * 

“ Dear girl, half my pleasure wiU be gone if J have not you with 
me.” 

-• 1 am sorry, dear Madame, to deprive you of any pleasure, but pray 
enjoy the other half without me.” 

It was ill vain that Madame dc Jumillttc urged arguments or per¬ 
suasions or coaxings. Ellen would not go; and, therefore, when in 
due time the carriage was announced to be at the door, Madame de 
J umiilac was destined to be the sole occupant, and drove to the f^tc- 
champMre alone. 

On arriving at the tasteful ch&teau where the f&te was hold, 
Madame de Jumillac was accosted by many a gallant cavalier :is she 
sauntered through the shady w'alks and gaily dressed hosqttnts of tlm 
pleasure-grounds, and the salutation graciously tendered to her always 
finished by an inquiry after M^ademoieelle, whose companionship in the 
dance was <'yer held a high favour. On hearing that a slight head- 
adie was the cause of her absence, there were a thousand pities!” 
uttered;—some Jmndred were very sorry”—and about fifty “in 
despair;”—ncvertludcss, they all contrived to enjoy themselves, li 
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WAS ^rhen she was almost wdarlod out with the eternal regrets ot all 
her friends at the non>appearance of her jrrot&gea that Madame de 
Jumillac saw the Marshal Saxe passing through a cro^d of distin- 
guibhed jpersons to make his respects. After observing all that 
courtesy could desire to a lady of her time of life; in short, paying 
the octroi that is due at the gates of the chaperon before you cau dual 
for the goods that 4ie within her circumvallation, the Count made a 
polite inquiry after Mademoiselle de Lynch, and Madame de Jumillac 
thought he exhibited more real emotion when he heard that poor Ellen 
was all alone at home, than any |>erson who had heard of her indispo¬ 
sition. And true it was that the Count did exhibit more emotion— 
but it was emotion arising from very different causes than those for 
w^ch Madame de Jumillac gave him credit;—’twas an emotion which 
ISs quick spirit of stratagem excited ; for, in this circumstance, he 
perceived a chance of obtaining a Wc-d-tete with KUeu, and deter- 
. minetl at -once to act on the suggestion of the moment; therefore 
bowing and smiling his way towards the point of egress, he seized a. 
favourable opportunity to retire, and finding his carriage himself, 
withobt making the eclat of having it called, he w'as driven back to 
Paris with all speed. 

Ellen, in the hours of Madame de Juraillac’s absence, liad devoted 
her time to reading a heap of old letters, some of which (in the accu¬ 
mulation that time will bring) it became necessary to destroy ; as, in 
the rambling life she w^as forced to lead by her father's occupation, the 
most ])oriable luggage w’as ol* importance. Perhaps there is no sadder 
occupalion than reading old letters—particularly where you are obliged 
to burn some of them. Sometimes their words recall pleasures of the 
past—such pleasures as you feel you may never taste again,—some¬ 
times assurances of affection, or somq expression of sympathetic endear¬ 
ment which you are loth to destroy, and which yoq read over and over 
again before the paper is given to the flames,—sometimes a trait of 
unlooked-for friendship—of distant kindliness that has cheered when 
most we wanted, and in some desolate hour had made us feel we are 
not forgotten. Such are the things that render old letters dear, and 
make the burning of them painful. The ancients used to keep the 
qshes of the dead in urns. Might we not do the same by letters ? 

It was in the midst of such employment—her mind attuned tO; the 
tenderest pitch of sentiment, that Ellen was startled by the loud rattle 
of a carriage and a commanding knock at the door; and in a few 
seconds afterwards, the door of the sitting-room she occupied was 
thrown open, and a servant announced Marshal Saxe, who approached 
Ellen with the most courteous ceremonials, but at the same time with 
a devotion of manner far above the level of common-place politeness, 
and which no woman could mistake. 
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“ Mademoiselle,** said the Marshal, “ I have hurried hither from a 

scene of pleasure, where I wont in the hope of seeing you ; you being 
absent, it was no longer a scene of pleasure to me; and I came to 
throw myself at your feet, and tell you so.” 

Ellen was so taken by surprise at this sudden avowal, that it abso¬ 
lutely took away her breath, and she could not answer ; while the 
Count, i)rofiting by her silence, poured forth a voluble flood of pas¬ 
sionate pi otpstation. At length Ellen, recovering her self-possession, 
though still pale with mingled alarm and indignation, answerivl; her 
voice, though less sweet, retained all its clearness, and fell with that 
cutting distinctness which irony imparts. 

“ Count,” she said, “ I must suppose you have been at a masquerade ; 
and, retaining the spirit of the scene you have quitted, have come 
h(*,rp but to mock me.*’ 

“ No mockery, by Heaven !** exclaimed Saxe, “and you know it, 
lovely one ! Did you not see, last night, how I was w'atching for one 
look of tenderness at the theatre, w'hich you refused to grant ? Did you 
not see, in the midst of all that engaging scene, my thoughts were wholly 
yours ? Why were you so cruel ? Could you not afford one kind 
look ?’* 

“ Sir,” said Ellen, “ in the midst of that scene of your triumph 
1 should have thought it a vain and unseemly intrusion had so humble 
a person as 1 am dared to claim j’our attention.” 

“ Humble person ! — scene of triumph !” exclaimed the Count, 
echoing the words—“ yours is Nature’s nobility ; and as for triumph 
— I swear to you, by a soldier’s honour, that, in the mklst of all the 
flattery showered on me last night, I had no thought buti/OM. The 
applauding shouts of all France would chai'm mo less than one sigh of 
yours—if I might win it.” 

Ho fell on his knees, as he passionately uttered these words, and 
seizing Ellen’s hand, impressed several kisses upon it. 

After a momentary struggle she disengaged her band, and the tone 
of irony was instantly changed to that of dignity; and as Jier noble 
brow was slightly knit, and her bright eye dilated with emotion, she 
said—“ You have; spoken of a soldier’s honour, Sir.—Remember, I am 
:i soldier’s daughter, and that his honour is involved in mine. I hope 
I need say no more.” She was rising to leave the room, but the 
Couht, again seizing her band, retained her in her seat. 

“ You must not leave me thus !—not without some word of hope 
lo me—” 

“ What would my father say. Sir, if he saw you kneeling at my 
to ?” 

“ It is not Avhat your father would say I want to know—^but what 
!iis daughter would snv,” returned the tinabasbed Marshal; “ by 
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Heaven, yon are the meat enchanting creatare in the world l-Hcny 
eAgdi—iny goddess^my —” 

Thus was tlie Marshal pouring forth his raptures—attempting' to 
kiss £Uen*s hand between every two words, when she became alarmed 
at bis impetuosity, and bethought her of a stratagem to relieve herself 
from her painfal predicament. Feigning a new apprehension, she held 
up her finger in token of silence, and exclaimed softly—“ Hush !’*— 
affecting then to listen for a moment, she muttered quickly—“ ’tis hs ! 
—I am lost Oh, Count, if you would not have my‘ future prospects 
utterly destroyed, pray conceal yourself for a moment j if you are seen 
here 1 am ruined.” 

“ Where shall I hide ?” exclaimed the Count, springing to his feet. 

, “Here !” said Ellen, opening tlie door of a china closet. 

“ Oh, you rogue!” said the Count, laughing, and looking arddy at 
her, as he obeyed her command, and entered the open portal. 

“ You dreadful man!” said Ellen, with a coquettish air, as she was 
shutting him in. 

“ Remember you owe me something for this,” said Siixe, popping 
out his head. 

'* Take care!” said Ellen, affecting alarm—“ be quick !” 

Saxe entered the closet, and Ellen locked the door upon him, and 
withdrew the key. Then throwing a light mantle round her, and 
casting a veil over her head, she hastened down stairs, and entering 
the Marshal’s carriage, which stood at the door, ordered the coachman 
to drive back to the ch&teau where the fete was lield. Here she was 
soon enabled to find liladame de Jumillac, to whom she communicated 
what had happened—briefly relating the Bruges adventure, and giving 
her reasons for the silence she liad observed on the subject. “ But 
now,” stud Ellen, “ 1 am convinced nothing will cure him but to make 
a scoff of his gallantry ;—^he is locked up in the china closet—liere is 
the key. 1 leave his exposure to you, Madame, the sanctity of whose 
roof he has dared to set at nought.” 

Madame de Jumillac was deeply indignant^ the Marshal's conduct; 
and quite approving of the punishment Elleu proposed, bethought her 
bow she could make it most severe. 8he determined his own parti¬ 
cular friends should be the witnesses of ois discomfiture, as well as 
hers to bear evidence of the affair, and with this view she sought for 
Voltaire and Poterne; for anything in which Voltaire bore a "part 
must become celebrated ; and Poterne was the man of all men to give 
currency to a piece of scandal. Having found them, Madame pro* 
mised them a piece of tlie richest ridicule they ever witnessed if they 
would come with her ; and so successfully piqued their curiosity, tl»t 
the wit and the talebearer joined '.':r party back to Paris, whither tliey 
.‘•■peedily drove. 
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In tbe ii^aiiwiiile tbe {gallant 8as:e r«i»aifMsd knkad up tu chin* 
closet—not the :6rst, by many a dozen, he had bees lii'*»exaitiiig in the 
siiooeas of his bold move: ibr tbe moment a lady preposed to conceal 
Idtn, he was sure he had triumphed. He looked uprna a ddna closet 
as the very citadtd ol ioTe, which having carried, it was hh^to propose 
ihc terms. Ni»t that he imagined the Jady in this case would have 
vieldcil so jsoon. He thought her the very slyest person he had ever 
encountered, and set her conduct down as one of those strange 
varieties of the sex, of whose capritM* he had such eixtensive expe¬ 
rience ; but this example, he admitted, surpassed by far any he had 
hitherto met; and he laughed to himself at the sudden turn afiairs 
Jiad taken. She all honour and indignation ; and then, in a moment. 
:> pr(>i)osfH] a china closet. "Capital!” tliought Saxe—"capital!—"to 
oe feui-e, site would not have vielded so soon, I dare say. if she hadiu.>: 
heard licr otJtrr lover on tbe stairs, and dreadt^ my being discoveted; 
(rood !—her t)t/H‘r lover—and slu?. playing injured innocence all the 
time—and at a word proj)oses a r/iina rloset! Oh, woman ! woman !! 
w(»nan !!!” 

Such were Saxe’s reveries (fbough they have not appeared among 
bis publi&luid oinis,) while h«i was awaiting liberation and love. He 
began to get very im{>atient, however, towards the end of his imprison- 
jnent; and it was with no small satisfaction, after the lapse of a conple 
of liours, that he heard a tap at the door, and Kllen’s sweet cautious 
whi.s{ier outside. After some .«oft mumblings through the keyhole, 
the key is employed, the dwu- is opened, and forth pops the Count, 
expecting to embrace a charming girl, when, to his horror, he secs a 
fft’oup of his particular friends, who are as much surprised as lie, for 
Madame de Jumillac had not told the nature of her piece of ridicule^ 
n(w the name t>f the principal actor. 

Madame, de Jumillac advanced wiUi sm air of s€9*ious liignity, and 
.aid- 

“ Marshal, I hope tliis lesson will prove to yon tliat there are some 
virtuous women in the world. That you. should offer an aflvont to a 
young lady under my protection, at once grieves and surprises me; 
and T tliink your violation of my house justifies the severe revenge 1 
have taken in thus exposing your defeat to the world.” 

Saxe looked, first very foolish, and then very angry, as he saw every 
one grinning ridicule upon him, and knew the .story would be all over 
Paris next day. Poterne was tbe only looker-otf who did not enjoy 
it; he was really * orry to be made an unpleasant sight to a great man, 
and advancing with a cringe toward.s the Count, requested him to 
ludieve that ho had no idea he w'as the person engaged, or lie would 
not for the world have been of the party. 

TTie Count only pu.Jiod him aside, with a half-inuttei‘ed malediction 
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as he passed towards the door, sear which Voltaire standing 
looking on in ecstasy. 

“ My dear Count,” said Voltaire, with a smile of malicious delight, 
and a tone which clearly implied he did not mean a particle of what 
he said, "you may be oertain I will not mention one word of this 
affair.” * 

“ Of course not,” answered Saxe in a corresponding tone. “ I dare 
say 1 shall have an epigram at breakfast to-morrow." 

“ Unless you would like it better at suppcT to-night,” replied his 
friend. 

“ Plague take you ! ” muttered Saxe. ** As for you, ladies,” ho 
added, with a severity on his brow that seldom sat there, " since 
you have cliosen to play at lock and key with me, I beg to I'emind 
you that two can play at that game, and perhaps my locks and keys 
may be stronger than yours.” 

He left the room as he spoke, and the spirit of jest was chilled 
under the terrible influence of his words. An involuntary shudder 
passed through the heart of every ^inan in the room; for Saxe, hero 
as he was in the field, was known to have been, on occasions, Aery 
unscrupulous about the means of indulging any and all of his passions, 
and the fearful Jettre de cachet had been emjiloyed by liim more than 
once to accomplish li s purposes. With such reminiscences* on the 
minds of all, the reconnoitring party of Madame de J umilluc broke up 
suddenly, and with that embarrassment whicli the dread of something 
unpleasant produces; and the affair of the china closet did not turn 
out so good a joke as was expected to the parties who made it, though 
Paris laughed at it considerably; and Saxe's prediction was fuliillcd 
by his receiving a note next morning, contufning the following epi¬ 
gram:— 

“ Iiove's empre is celestial I—^Yet! 

And so ia Ctiisa.-—Oon&t. confess.'* 
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CHAPTER XVIL 


Ir is necessary, now, to return to the fortunes of Ned and Finch, 
whom w<* left in London, after assisting in the e»eape of O’Hara and 
Kirwau, wlio, it has be(,*n seen, got out of England in safety. 

The rescue of prisoners from the S\v%!S guard nia<]e a groat commo¬ 
tion in London. It gav(! a colour to tliosc who wished to carry high- 
I'unded measures, for the exercise of the law in its greatest severity 
against all those who had*the misfortune to fall within its compass; 
and tirades were uttered hy the upholders of government against the 
ilsiring dis.affccfion of the times, when state-prisoners were rescued in 
open day from the. king’s soldiers. -Vt the moment the circumstance 
oeeiirred, the Privy Council were quite taken hy surprise, on hearing 
of so bold a movement of the mob, and they instantly set rneasnres on 
foot to inquire into the circumstances of the case, and punish the 
guilty, if they could he discovered. Knowing (hat some sailors had 
l»eA!u the instigators of the riot, and that they had issued from a certain 
tavern, an order of the Council w'us despatched to the magistracy, 
to make diligent inquiry at .this hous(i of euterlainmcrit, touching the 
•dfenee and its ]ierj)ctrators. 

Tt was not long, therefore, ei e Mrs. Banks had a domiciliary visit 
from Sir Thomas de Veil, (an active magistrate of that day,) and a 
p«>s.se of eonst.^)les, who searelu.'d the hous**, high and low, for any 
against whom siispiciott i-ouhl rest, of having taken part in the riot. 
Afis. Banks, of course^ knew nothing about any of the party ; they 
were, according to her account, a pack of noisy sailors, not one of whon» 
she had ever seen before, tind devoutly hoped never to sec again. She 
would hav c been the last woman, so she would, to let jui enemy of the 
king, God bless him ! into lier house. Sht‘ harbour rebels !- no, no— 
she knew b<.*tter than that;—w hat wrould become of her licence if she 
would permit .such goings on ! 

In the mid.st of her toiTcnt of eloquence, the officer who commanded 
the guard, and who had accompanied the magistrate, cAUght si^t of 
Phaidrig, and pointed him out as having been in the window of th'^ 
tavern while the aflair was transacting, at which he seemed in great 
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delight, and that he uras playing on his pipes at the time, as if to 
encourage the rioters, and yelling forth some most unearthly cries, 
enough to make one’s heart sink in their bodies. 

The fact was, Phaidrig had been lilting one of the wildest of the 
pipe war-tiinos, and shouting the battle cry of ‘‘Kierawaun alwo,” 
dui'ing the fray ; and when tliis fact was brought home to him before 
Sir Thomas de Veil, all Phaidrig had for it was to mystify the inagis> 
trate as much as possible. 

“ What were you playing on the pipes for, sirrah asked Sir 
'J’homas, fiercely. 

“ That’s my business, y<»ur honour.” 

*’ You had no business, sirrah, to be playing when rebels were iin 
peding the king’s officers.’’ 

I beg pardon, your honour^ I had no business, it’s thrue for you ; 
and when I said busine.ss, it Avas all through nnidesty.” 

“ lIoAV do you moan modesty, sir Y' 

“ Why, your honour, I said business, when, in fact, I should have 
said prf>fessi<»n, ainl that was all through iuode.sty ; for mine is a jwo- 
fes.sion, I being a musicianer.” 

“ You’re an Irishman,” I lAcrceive. 

« Faix, I am.” 

“ T'l»cn you’re a papist ?” 

“ N<», sir—I*m a pipei’.” 

No rpiihbliiig, sir : a j)iper must have a religion.*' 

“ Excu^e me, } our honour—pji>ers never has any religion at all; 
they must make themselves x>iazing to all companies.” 

Then are you a heatlieii, you vagabond ? ” 

“ No, your honour—I'm only a pagan,”* 

“ Dare you acknowlcdg*} yourself a pagan in my presence, sirrah?” 

“Tube sure, your honour: there’s no law agin pagans; it’s only 
agin Christians the laws i.-.’’ ^ 

liut there are laws Jtgainst unbelievers, villain !” 

“ That’ll do me no harm, your honour, for I believe ca eiy thing.” 

Here some person.s amongst the many Avho w'ere listening tti 
Pliaidrig’s exantination, laughed, which was idl Phaidrig wanted ; for 
iiotliing alters the features of a serious examination so much as a hue. 
of ridicule cast over it. 

“But you Avcr(; of the [»arly of Ihe salIoj>, howcA'er,” said Sir 
'I'homfis. “Did he not come witli liiein added be, addressing Mrs. 
Batdv's. 

“ '^o be sure I did,” said Phaidrig, beibre she could answer. 

“ Silence, sirrah ! 1 did not ask you—but the Avomau of the 

house,.” 

“ He did come with them, your worship,” answered Mrs. Bnuks. 
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♦* Sec there !” exclaimed Phaidrig ti'iiimpbantly—“I tow id you 
so ; do 3 TOU think I want to tell you a lie?” 

“ Then if yon came with them, you must know something of 
ihoni,” said the magistrate. “ Wlio are they?” 

“ Not a one o’ me knows,” retunied Pliaidrig. 

“ How (lid yon come into their company ?” 

I did not come into their company at all. It wa-^ they took me 
into tiieir company agin my will.” 

“ How did that hapi.>en ?” 

‘‘ Why, your honour, it’s a long stoiy, but I’ll make it as short as 1 
<Mii, You S(ie they an; wild divils of sailors that was out looldng 
over the wide ocean for the Spaniards, to rob and murdher them, a(- 
(■<*rdin’ to rayson, as your lionour knows, is only right and proper, 
.Hid so ccnnln^ back, lliry vt-r dliriiv in by bard weatbor'to Galway 
bay. wiiicb is llui finest bay in flu* world, and came into tlie town of* 
Galway, which is tb(‘ iluol town in the avorld. barriu’ this town of 
I^oiulon, of which your lionour’s glory is a chief govcrnoi*, and long 
life to you. Well, 1 must tell j'ou, sir, tli(» Galway p«»pl(; is x’Cjy 
proud of being desciiided from tlic Sr)aniards, and tiny axo always 
lu'aggin’ of it tnerinorc, and by my .sowl, when tlic, wild diviis o’ 
sailors heerd iho Galway pfiojde, one, and all, saying they M'or 
Spaniards tlui sailors swore* tin y would tlirale, them as sitch. And 
sure enough they li\cd at. free (piarlcr.s, and robbed riglit and Icfl. 
and not a lljiiig in tlie town they took a fancy too timy wouldn’t take 
without Jiave your lave or hy your lave; and among other lhiug^. 
''lire Ihoy took a I’amy to me, God hidp m<^! and took me a ])ri.soncr. 
!M)il inad(‘. me play for tiunn fiiornin’ noon and night, and divil a penny 
they paid me; and not con lint with tliat, nothing w’oiild sarve t'ncm 
imt to carry me off in the ship with them all the, way heu', sore agin 
Miy will, and when 1 said I wouldn’t play for them, they said they’d 
hang —and I b’lievo. they’d ha’ kept thear word, for I don’t think 
any thmg is too hot or too heavy for them.” 

Well then,” said Sir Thomas, hoping to incite Phaidrig through 
piirsonal motives to disclose all he knew, “ you havp a heavy charge* 
to make against these men; and if you can only bring all, or any of 
them to justice, tliey shall be pmii.»hcd, and I will eiidea\our to obtain 
for you ample compensation fur the loss you have sustained.” 

“ Ijong may you icign, in.y Lord !” exclaimed Phaidrig; it’s the 
first word of pity or justice 1 have heerd for n\any a day.” 


Then you’ll twear against them for this offence?” said Sir 


Thomas. 


“ I’ll swear ^throng agin them !” thundered Phaidrig. 

“ You know their names, I 8u}>po3e ?” 

“ *Twould be hard for me to forget them, for they had the queerest 
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"nanies I ever heerd of with cat or dog. One fellow was called 
'‘3K^bo/ and another ‘ Nosey;’ and there was ‘ Dasher,* and ‘ Slasher,* 
Niod ^Stnasher.’ ” 

** These are not surnames,” said Sir Thomas. 

** No, your honour, but they had very fine surnames with them 
for all that. There was ‘ Alc-xander.’ ” 

“ Alexander is u Christian name,” remarked the magistrate. 

• “ No, 3 'our honour, beggin’ your pardon, this Alexander wasn’t a 
Christian name, but an otrhl anshint name—it was Alexandher the 
Grate they meant all the time, together with Pompey, and Saizer, 
and Nickydcmus.” 

** But these are not surnames.. Were there not amongst the crew 
.some one of the name of ‘ Smith,’ ‘ Bi’own,’ or ‘Jones,’ or some such 
name ?” • o 

“ No, your honour; I never heerd sit(;h a name at all. There w:i^ 
onlj' one smith aboord, ami he-’ 

“ There, now, you are eontradic.ting } ourself,’* said Sir Thorna.^ 
iiastilj'. “ You said you never heard such a name on l>oard a*.' ^mith, 
aud in the next breath j-ou aeknow ledge there was a Smith jui bo;ird.” 

“ Yis, four honour,” rotiirneil PJiaidrig, in a most soothing ti-.. 
voice, “ so there was a Smith —that is M-hat I was going i<* tell 
your honour; but thut Smith was a hTiu-hsmith, that thej’ had to 
make and mend iron things when they wor broke with fightin’, or 
istorm^, or the like.*’ 

“ Then you never heard regular Knglish surnames amongst tiiea.i?” 

“ No, indeed, sir. My own private opinion is, they thought it 
better to leave their names behind tliemwheii they went to saa, f«-» 
.their doings there was not likely to do their names any eredit; and 
maybe thej' thought it would be saving the magisthraits throuble to 
make themselves as little known as possible.” 

“ Ah—I see—each man wa.s provided with an alias.” ^ 

“ 1 can’t say I ever heerd of sitch a thing among them, sir.”^ 

“ I mean they all had nicknames.” 

“ Faith they had; and owld Nick Jiimself never gave his name to 
more desarving childhre, ibr they are the gratest set o’ divil* 1 ever 
ca;fne across. Oh, your honour, won’t you do me justice, and sthrive 
and nab them, and get me my lawful due agin them?” 

“ What can I do, when you can give: no clue ?—You don’t know 
anything of them.” 

“ That’s tlurue, your honour; and I wish 1 knew less. Oh, weira! 
•weira I—ruined I am. Ma^^e it’s your honour could give me a thriflti 
o’ money to take me home to Ireland ?” 

Sir Thomas did not relish this proposal, and asked, had the piper 
no friend in Loudon ? He answered, by asking, bow could be 'have 
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one m a city^^here he had first set his foot that morniog ? The 
magistrate asked, by what conveyance he came to London ? Fluddr% 
:mswered, “ by the river.’* The functionary demanded the name of 
the skip. Phaidrig replied that the desperadoes had quitted their 
own ship a long way ofiT, and came up the river in a smaller ime, tiie 
name of which he did not know. To various other questions tending 
to find a clue to the sailors, Phaidrig pleaded his blindness, as pre¬ 
venting his making the observations other men, blessed with a sense 
of vision, could; and continued, by his seemingly simple and queer 
answers, to baffle all the efforts of the magistrate to implicate him in 
tfie transaction^ or to make him implicate others. Sir Thomas de Veil 
?md his satellites departed, and left Phaidrig to tlie care of the kind 
widow, who was right well pleased when she saw the authorities re* 
eroH^ her threshold, and charmed with Phaidrig for his address 
throughout the affair. 

“ You are .staunch anti true and right honest! ” said Mrs. Banks, 
‘‘ and it is a pity so clever a follow should want his eyes.” 

“ 'Tis a loss to me, ma’am, certainly,” said Phaidrig, with an air of 
gallantry, “ since it deprives me of the pleasure of seeing you.” 

\Ii, you rogue,” said the widow, “ you have a tongue worth more 
than a pair of eyes. Isn’t it enough to have talked over Sir Thomas 
do Veil, without palavering me ?” 

“Veal, is it, you call that janius ?” said I’haidrig. “Faix, he’ll 
never be real tiU he’.s dead.” „ 

“ You mean, he’s a calf w^hile he’s alive,” said Mrs. Banks. 

“ Mrs. Banks, ma’am,” answered the piper, “ you’re a mighty purty• 
spoken, sinsible woman.” 

Here their conversation was interrupted by the entrance of Finch 
and Ned, no longer in their rough sailor's trim, but ra^cr handsomely 
dressed in laced coat.s, embroidered waistcoats, and the rest of their 
attire^correspondingly beauish. Mrs. Banks was rather surprised at 
the sudden metamorphosis, which Finch readily explained. 

“ You see, mother, the sooner I cast my sea-skin the better, after 
the row; so 1 took tb^ loan of a handful of doubloons from one of the 
Jacks, and at a re.spectable establishment of cast-off finery, rigged 
myself and friend afresh, and under oqr new canvass the sharpest. 
thJfcf-c.atcher in England would not know us.” 

“ But you do look handsome, captain !” exclaimed the widow* 

“ Yes, the clothes are not much the worse for wear—they’ll do well 
enough for a turn on Ihore.” 

And the young gentleman, too, beeves the fine clothes well 
my certie ! but he has a nice 1^ of his wn.” 

^ Hold up your bead, Ned,” said Finch, laughing, ** here’s money 
l»d for you! And now, mother, a word with you in private: this 
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day’s rough work is like to turu out well for me, if<#can make all 
things requisite A few of these bold dogs, ilvho left you to-day in 
such a huriy without paying their score, are going to fit out a slashing 
pi'ivateer to cruise against the Spaniards, and if 1 can lay down some 
rhino in the common stock, 1 can have a share, and then my fortune’s 
made,—now, mother, you told me j'ou can let me have the cash I lent 
you —” 

*• And a liundred more 1 told you, if you like.” 

So yon did, mother, like a good soul us 3 'eu arc; but the matter 
is, can you spare it ?—not but that I'll paj' it back again all safe to 
you, blit do not ine<»nvenie.nee yourself for me—that's gll.” 

“ IjOT ! Captain, wouldn’t I lay down my life, let alone, my money. 
f<>r you ’ But consider, my dear captain, this fighting work is very 
terrible, and maybe you may lose your precious life, and then what’s 
all the money in tin* world to aou — t»r to iin^ cither, indi'cd?—for I 
should break my heart, I tliink, if anything hapjiened to you.” 

“ As for that. Mother Banks, have no care. 7'hrashing tin- 
Spaniards is simple w'ork—just as C!i.sy as paying out cable..” 

“ But a bulle.t may reiwh you as aa^cII as another; for soineliody mu^. 
be killed in these affairs.” 

‘‘ I may get a hole in iny jai-ket, certainly', uiolhcr, hut J might get 
run over on shore—or mj' liead split with a falling tile, from a house- 
; or my Aviridpipc slit by some of your city M<thawks as I’m goinir 
home .some night. Wc tim.st all die, mother, some tiiiu' or other ; ainl 
I’d rather have u hullet out of one of those nice long smooth Spanish 
guns—” 

“Jjor ! don’t talk so. Captain I” exclaimed the widow, writluiig 
if she fell a bullet had gone through her. 

“ I’d rather die. at sea than ashore any day ; and if so be in fighting 
the Dons, all the. SAveeter. I hate ’em ! Zooks,! I could eat a 
Spaniard without salt. And as for plundering them on the high sca«. 
I think it a aood deed.” 

“ No doubt of it, Captain, as long as you come home safe.” 

No more o’ that palaver, mother ; I don’t think my jnirn is quib*^ 
Spun yet. 'I’ho money I can have, you say.” 

** Wheno-ver 3 'ouHke, Captain. Msiy Heaven preserve you !” 

“ Fiddle-de*d<*.e, mother !—Conic, Ned, we’ll have a jolly day erfidt; 
I’ll show you a good week’.s sport on shore before we go afloat again— 
for afloat we do go, lad ; it’s all right!—the mother here, ble.ss her—*’ 
and he cave her a hearty kiss as be. spoke—“ silo’ll furnish the cash, 
as I knew she would ; so wa^c before the wind again, hurra I” ^ He 
snapped his fingers above hiT head gleefully, and tucking Ned’h arm 
within his own, forth they taxied on the town to have surfeit of 
amusement. 
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CHAPTER XVIIL 


Is about a fortnight after their London adventure, Finch and Ned 
were at Portsmouth, where the privateer lay, in which they were 
going to seek their fortune. In playing this game, in this particular 
wjiy, many hundreds of Englishn«en were at llie moment engaged ; 
and even some of the Irish ports sent out (iriiisers against the Spaniards, 
so infatuated had the vvliolc kingdom become with the spirit of priva¬ 
teering. In England it was a perfect rage at the time ; scarcely a port 
that had not her little cruiser out to harass the enemy in detail along 
their coasts, and make them suffer their minor merchant trade, while 
many a dashing craft of heavier metal Si’oured the ocean in search of 
lai’gt'f and mr)re valuabh', prizes. Iti thi.s purauit, not merely the love 
(tf gain inspired the undertakers ; a deep and rooted iiutrcd to the 
Spaniards rentlered them more energetic in their measures, and the 
IJritisli pride, so long woundetl by the right of scarclt which Spain, in 
all her treaties, continued to enforce along the coasts of South America, 
found balm in thi.s opportunity of wreaking vengeance on an arrogant 
Ibe, now tliat the king had declared war by the reluctant advice of hie 
mitii.'^U'r.s, who w’erc almost forced by popular clamour to that measui'e, 
the public indignation being roused to its highe.st pitch of fever by the 
aetJountvS constantly brought home hy ahuont every British ship thgit 
traded to the West Indies, of IIkj in,'nils and crueliieo.i X' rii.'cd upon 
thorn by the Spani.sh Gaarda Custua in tJio.so s<‘as. 

It sounds strange to English ear.s, in these tiiumpluiut days of our 
navy, to hear that riglrt of search was ever subiuitted to by us; but 
the liict was, that our ships of war were then yery inlerior to those of 
other powers—ptu'ticnjiarly those of Spain, at that day the first in the 
world; and the scientific writijrs of England on the subject lamei> 
the inferior build and power of our vessels wliicli, in all tlieir classes, 
were so weak in comparison with tlie enen^’s, that it was overtaxing 
the valour of British st^ainen t<J expect them to cope with such feai'ful 
odds against thorn ; and though they kept the British flag of that day 
untarnished, yet they could not add many laurels to the national wreath 
of gloi*y, inasmuch as that in some instances, when an English ship 
had absolutely beaten a Spaniard, she wa% not strong enough to take 
possession of har,> from slieer want of the proper power belonging to 
her clasa. 
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This was a cause of much national vexation, and w4|Nittributed to 
the love of having an army in Flanders on the part of the king, instead 
of triumphant fleets at sea. And when the activity and courage of 
privateers were so successful, these deeds of daring on the ocean were 
welcomed by the people with a rejoicing, which, in other times, might 
Tiot have been given to such a questionable mode of warfare ; and the 
taint of piracy which, to a certain extent, must ever tarnish privateer¬ 
ing glor}', however brilliant, was overlooked at a time when vengcanct^ 
u])on an enemy was the predominant feeling. 

So thoroughly did this sentiment pervade all the seaports, that the 
<;rew of a privateer were held rather in nu*re repute than a man-o’- 
war’s-man, and the chances of rich pUindrr held out to all able hands 
engsiging in the service, brought the mo.'! dashing fellows flocking to 
the privateer flag; insomuch, that if a group of particularly fine «ea- 
fnen were walking up the main street of a seaport town, it was 
reckoned certain a privateer was in the harbour. Then, Avhilc all the 
men of the port liked them for th<> cause they were engaged in, the 
women admired them for their good looks; and the little boys, \\l»o .ii «- 
always glad of any excuse to make a noise, used to go hurraing 
after them up and down. 

Thus it was that Finch and Ned and their companions were 
greeted ^ they paraded Portsmouth in very trim attire; and when 
their equipment was complete, and their beautiful craft, the Vulture, 
(a snow) had her ‘ blue peter* flying, swarm.s of boats put off from 
shore, and cheered her as she made sail. Thus it was, that W'ith 
the good wishes of all England, and a favouring breeze, Ned was 
afloat again, and yet he was not quite happy. He could not divest 
himself of the idea that privateering was only a ^ort of Ucemed robber}', 
far worse than smuggling, whicli was ilkgaL Whatever is wrong iu 
smuggling, its evil eflects are not so immediately apparent, and art* 
•■spread over a wider and less tangible surface; whereas, in the (jasc of 
the privateer, the success of the victor can only be based on the 
immediate Joss — perhaps ruin — of some very few ; and thus, the 
wrong being more apparent, is more startling, pUhticularly to a nature 
Mice Ned’s, whert.*. sensibility and want of reflection W’cre so dangerously 
blended. But the old temptation lured him on:—the phantom which 
love prompted him to puftue. “ lliclies and Ellen,” cried hope. 
What chance had a wlnsper of conscience after the “voice of th'- 
fharraer?” So bracing himself up for the consequences he had 
dfitermined to dare, he bade conscience be silent—^lie looked onward 
over the .bows of the bounding bark, that wras cleaving her way into 
tho.'C ‘blue waters’ of which Finch had spoken, when first he fired 
Ned’.-* brain with the love of adventure ; he was going to share in 
the c.xeitemcnt and peril of battle. :n which he was yet untried, and 
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tl.flt thought *^ung his nerves with new fortitude. Witli clenched 
hand he smote his breast, and muttered, “Conscience, be silent— I 
must be a man!'* When hia watch was over, and he slept, he dreamt 
of a Spanish galleon of enormous magnitude—they board her—he 
secs her deep hold crammed full of treasure — in the heat of the 
fight he tumbles amidst the ingots and the doubloons, which o[>en, like 
water, to receive him, and he sinks into the metallic nia.*;s, which 
closrw on him, and he feels himself crushed to death by the enormous 
weight of the wealth he has won. lie started and woke, but soon 
slept again, and Ellen smiled on him in his seconfl dream, and his 
v/aking in the morning wfis happy. 

Every depressing thought was cast to the wind—to the wind that 
giiv(j them wings, and sped them onw'ard on the path they hoped to 
make golden. Onward they jdouglied into tlu; de(;p Atlantic-, and the 
bold and merry hearts of tlie treasure &(‘eker.s expiuicled in r<jvelry 
every night over the “flowing can.” 'fhere was one joyous, fellow in 
particular, wlu) was the life and soul of tin* company. Ho abounded 
ni ;uiecdot«', tliough now and then a dash of bitterness was pcrccptibh* 
in his sallies, ■which his companions attributcid to his having b(*en 
c.ngaged in liter-iry jmrsuits, wherein men get so used to “ handling 
the foils,” that they cannot help hitting their friends now and theu to 
k(;ep their hands in j^raetice. He had h(‘eri, to a certain extent, soured 
by some of his early experiences. Horn in a small town, the paltry 
jealousies W'hich beset any aspiring man, who ofi'ends his bretla*eit by 
trying to do more than the// can, stung young ’'IVeslmui, and gave an 
occasional unumiablc turn to his thoughts. Having left his native town 
in <lisgust, he proceeded to Lomlon, and won some literary reputation. 
He became a contributor to the, Gentlcnua/'s Magazmc, and wrote 
pamphlets for ])ar]iament-men, who wished to have the credit of 
wielding a stinging pen. Hut his love of ])loasure ran him into <lifii- 
c.ultics, from which his literary pay could not extricate him; so he 
joined the privateering speculations of the time, and had already done, 
something in tlie small way near the coast. Ned admired 'fresham 
extremely, and Tresham sufficiently liked Ned, only he said he wtus 
too sentimental by half. “ You are always talking,” he would say, 

“ about your ‘ Native Land,* and all- that sort of thing, which is pure, 
nonsense, believe me. Excuse me, my dear fellow, for the word ; I don’t 
mean it offensively—but nonsense it is. Now, I am of the pure Cosmo¬ 
polite breed, that’s tlie tiling—nothing like it—Cosmopolite for ever !— 
Notwithstanding such discourse, however, Ned persevered in Lis 
love for liis country, and was not ashamed to avow it —nay, he even 
would s/n/j it; and one night, while enjoying their grog, as .songs were 
going round the board, Ned, ip his most sentimental vein, gave the 
tolkr.vmg:— 
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When o’er the silent deep we rove. 

More fondly then onr thooghts will stray 
To those we leave—to those we love. 
Whose prayers pursue onr wat’ry way. 
When in the lonely midnight hour 
The sailor takes his watchful stand, 

His heart then fi*els the holiest power 
(}f love, and home, and native land. 


u. 

Jn vain may tropic eliiiics display 
Their glittering shores—their gorgeous shells; 

'ITiough bright birds wing their daazling way, 

And glorious dowers adorn the dells; 

Thongli nature there prolific, pours 
The treasures of her magic hand. 

The eye—but not the heart, adores: 

The heart still beats for native land. 

Trfjahami only laupflied at Ned’s sentimentality. '■ You Irisli fellows 
arc the most incurable patriots in the world—there’s no curing you. 
Now ril volunteer a song on a native subject, gentlemen, if you allow 
me.” 

“ Bravo ! Bravo I ” exclaimed all. 

“ It is not about my ivliole native land, for that is too extensive a 
subject for my limited ge.nius: it is only the thumping heart of an 
Irishman can entertain so gigantic an affection—I am content with a 
town.” Tlien off he ilaslied as follows :— 

iiatibt ®otiJu. 


We have heard of Charyhdis and Scylia of old. 
Of Maelstrom the modern enough has been told ; 
Of Vesuvius’s blazes all travellers bold 
Have established tlie bright reuown: 

But spite of what ancients or moderns have said 
Of whirlpools so deep, or volcanoes so red, 

The place of a’J others on earth that I drsad 
Is my beautiful native Utwii. 


Where they sneer if you’re poor, and they snarl if you’re rich* 
They know cv’ry cut that you make in your flitch: * 

If your hose should be darn’d, they can tell cv’ry stitch 
And they know when your wife got a gown. 
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The eU one, tiiey say, iras made new—for the brat} 

And they’re sure you lore mice—^for yoa can’t kee^ a cat f 
la the hot ilame of scandal, bow blazes the £tt, 

When it falls in your own natire town. 


m. 

If a good stream of blood chance to run in your reins. 
They think to remember it not worth the pains. 

For losses of caste are to them all the gainSf 
So they treasure each base renown. 

If your mother sold apples—your £tthcr his oath. 

And was cropp’d of his ears—yet you’ll hear of them both. 
For loathing all low things they ne%'er arc loth 
In your virtuous natire towji. 


IV. 

If the dangerous heights of renown you should try 
And give all the laggards below the go-by. 

For fear you’d be hurt with your climbing .so higb. 
They’re the first to pull yon down. 

Sliould Fame give you wings, and yon monnt in despite, 
They swear Fame is wrong, and that they’re in the right. 
And reckon you t/icrc—though you’re far out of sight 
Of the owls of your native town. 


V. > 

Then give me the world, boys! that's open and wide, 
Wliere honest in purpose and honest in pride, , 

You are taken for just what you tc worth when you’re tried. 
And have jiaid your reckoning down. 

Your coin’s not nii.slrusted—the criticaFseale 
Does not w eigh ev’ry piece, like a huxter at sale ; 

The mint-marh is on it —although it might fail 
To pass in your mil e town. 


Before a wtml of (’otiiiueut <*<>ul<i be. made the compnmdvr. 

nieritR of the two .'«origs, the report of “a sail” from tlmde(^£Oon 
cleared the table, and all rushed to join ia the look-out. It v^as soon 
agreed she was a merchantman; and the ino.st experienced made her 
out to be a * Spaniard for sartin,’ so all sail was made in ithase. Fur 
•some time the stranger seemed to take no notioe; but swm it was per ■ 
etjived her course was altered, and sail crowded upon her, and this- 
made the pursuit more urgent, llic evening now was closing; b«c 
iHjfore sun-down, they found they were gaining on the chose: and ere 
d.'u-kness settled over the deep, they had neared her suflSciently to be 
convinced she was “ foreign,” and to prove they could outsail her ; so 
vigilant look-out whs kept during the night, that iliey might n«fc Ibse 
Iwr before dawn, as in case tiiey could but have her then wilhm wiew ■ 
they could run her dow n btifore uight. Fortune favoured the .pcivo^i 



158 


X* A. e/V 

teer. Witti every effort of nautical sti’atagem to get away during 
the darkneite, the Spanish siiip was visible in the morning, and an 
anxious chase ensued during the da}', which caused beating Itearts on 
board both vessels. At last the Spaniard saw she must fight, and she 
prepared for action:—she was a large merchantman, well-armed and 
ably manned; but the superior sailing qualities of the privateer 
enabled her to chose her position, and her better-handled guns gave 
her a decided advantt^'c, the results of which were soon apparent. 
The Spaniards, nevertheless, defended their ship gallantly; and it 
was not until a large proportion of her men lay dead upon her deck 
that she struck- Then what a thundering shout arose from tlie pri¬ 
vateer; Low eagerly pushed ofl“ the boat to take possession of the 
prize. Slie was found to be a rich one ; a large amount of treasure 
and a valuable cargo secured to the captors ample reward for tlicir 
enterprise. The bullion was at once removed to the privateer, to¬ 
gether with a portion of the crew of the Spaniard ; while a draft of 
men from the victorious ship was jmt on board the prize, leaving a 
portion of her own people free, under tlie armed control of the captoig. 
for the purpose of working the vessel; and the few passengers on 
board were allowed to remain, and enjoy the conveniences of their 
berths, but under the authority of the person put in command. 

That person was Ned, ,who had behaved most gallantly in the 
action, and who, frorq liis seainanlikc reputation, was accounted the 
fittest person to entrust with the prize, as Fincli could not be spared 
from the privateer, where hi» presence was indispensable. 

The first care was to rej^ir on both tlie ships the diimage done in 
action ; and after the requisite “ fishings” and “ splicings” and “ knot- 
tings’* were completed, they both made the best of their way in 
company towards England. 

The prisoners were let up on deck by tm-iis, and it used to go to 
Ned’s heart to witness their dejected looks. But one of tlie pas¬ 
sengers in particular excited his deepest compassion. lie was an 
(dd man, of venerable aspect^ on whom an Indian climate had set 
its mark, rendering the traces of time more decided; but since the 
taking of the ship, ten years seemed added to his age; and the sunken 
and lustreless eye, now and tlum cast up to Heaven, as if accompany¬ 
ing some inward prayer for pity, but chiefly bent downw'ards 
despairingly, as ho paced the deck, bore heart-rending evidence of 
sufiering. Up and down that deck would he pace with slow and 
tottering footsteps, occasionally uttering such heavy sighs, as though 
his heart were breaking. 

'Wh» Spaniards called him Don Jerome Carcojas, but the bid man 
j^ke English so fluently, that he would not have been taken 
for A foreigner bv his accent. Ned sought every opportunity to. 

■» <wrtaw,lr.af ... 
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exercise little acts of kindness towards the old nian, who seemed 
soothed by his attentions, and soraetiines entered into conversation 
with Edward, who did his best to divert his melancholy by the most 
amusing anecdotes he could recall; and by degrees he so won upon 
the captive, that their conversations lengthcncd,daily, and the poor old 
gentleman at last used to leave his confinement below, less for the 
sake of the refreshing breeze of the deck, than the society of Ned. 

One very beautiful morning, as the captive made his appearance, 
was pacing the deck with a light and joyous step; and singing 
snatches of searsongs. In short, Ned w'as in great spirits. The ship 
was going swiftly thiough the water before a favouring breeze, the 
Hca sparkled brightly, all external things were calculated to cheer, 
and Ned was anticipating how many hundreds he should have for his 
share ; ami it must be owned, that in the frequent indulgence of this 
thought of late, it was w'onderful how fast he was getting rid of the 
conscientious scruples thall suggested themselves when he first set sail 
Oil the expedition. As he turned lightly on his heel to pace forward 
on his beat, he caught sight of old Don Jerorhe, and instantly ceasing 
his merry carol, accosted the old man in a gentler tone. 

“ Yes, you are all life and merriment,” said the old man, sadly. 
*• All! there is one about your age, as light of heart as you are now: 
light of heart in expecting me, and in anticipating riches in my 
c.oming, who, if he could see me here a captive, and bereft of all my 
wealth, would hang his bead, and maybe weep.” 

Ned attempted some words of comfort, which the old man heard 
with a sil^t shrug. 

“ Comfort to me ! ” he exclaimed, after some minutes* silence. “ I 
will tell you with what hopes and intentions 1 was going homewards, 
and then you yourself may answer how a poor disappointed an^ 
ruined old man may e\cr hold up his head again. Ilut God’s will be 
done! *Man proposes, but God disposejs.’ Many years ago I left 
my native country. Indeed, J ran away from it; abandoning parents 
and friends in a wild and wilful Sfvirit, that possessed me in my youth, 
and maybe this heavy blow in my old age. is but a punishment in- 
icndeil by Providence for the waywardness and disobedience of my 
••arly years.” 

'Fhe old man paused and sighed, as^^if recollections of the past brought 
with them bitter regret, and Ned, in thus fi'itnessiqg the grey-hpaded 
regret for youthful disobedience, bethought him of his own infraction 
of parental authority, and abandonment of the course wherein his 
father had ordered him to walk. 

The old man resumed.—“ Years and years rolled on, and I^never 
heard of home or kindred ; but in the bustle of young and active life, 
1 tiiODght nothing of that; and as I prospered fast in worldly afTairs, and 
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not odly all comforts, but pleasures were at my command, the present 
iu^ur always drove both the past and the future out of my head. But 
when age began to creep on me, 1 had no one to care for, nor to can: 
for me, and then regrets for past ties began to steal upon me, and self- 
reproach for early heedlessiiess used to disturb my hours of solitude. 
At last, by a chance' intercourse with a trader, I learut that my 
brother was still alive in his native land, and had a son, the prop of 
his age—a blessing 1 did not jMissess, and I took th(‘ resolution of 
going back to. Europe with all my wealtli. I converted every thing 
into treasure—tlic treasure which you took, and is now on board your 
ship—and was returning in the hope of embracing ray brother, and 
my nephew whom I intended to make my heir, and in the ei^oyment 
of kindred to end my days, with the hands of one who should love 
and Iranoiir luc to close my eyes, when it should please Heaven to call 
me away, uot to be left in the last hour to the cold care of heartless 
hirelings in a strange land. Such were mydntentions; but worse is 
before me than the death 1 wished to shun; for where 1 expected to 
go back a welcomed bem factft-, 1 ^lall return but a burden and a 
pauper.” 

Tears trickled down the old man's cheeks as Uo sjK^ke, ami be smik 
down exhausted on a gun-carriage. 

“ ’Tis a sad tale,” said Ked, laying his hand gently on the old man's 
shoulder—“a bitter tale i”—and he wished in his heart he bad ««t 
heard it. 

** You are compassionate,'’ said the uM man, and oonipassion to 
the wretched is much. There is kindness in the tone of your voice 
that is welcome to me ;—an accent belonging to the kind-hearted land 
you came from.” 

iN’ed was surprised at such a remark ut>oh accent commg irom a 
foreigner, and asked him to explain lum.self. 

“ Are you not Irish ?” said Don frerorae. 

“ Yes.” 

“ No wonder then I recognise the accent of a countryman,” returned 
the <dd man. 

** I thought you a Spaniai'd." 

“I lived amongst them in their American possessions for fwty 
years, and the course of that lime have become like one them¬ 
selves.” ^ . • 

And how comes your name to be Don Jerome Carcojas ?” 

It was only a sliglit alteration which the Spaniards made, to ac¬ 
commodate my real name to their pronunciation—which is Corkcry.” 

Ned started—gasjied for breath, and had he not laid hold of the 
buiwar'^ must have fallen upon the deck. 
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CHAPTER XIA. 


What a confused rush of contending emotions whirled through 
Ned’s brain, as, gasping for breath, and his heart thumping against his 
ribs, he held on for support, and cast a fearful gaze upon the old man, 
who, with one word, had made liim so miserable. Poor fellow ! his 
case was a hard one. He saw before him his own uncle, of whose 
wealth he himself was the intended heir; and of that wealth he had 
liclped to despoil him. The compunctious visitings of conscience he 
c,xpericuccd before he entered on this course of pillage had been dis¬ 
regarded in his greedy desire for wealth, and tliey all recurred to him 
.at that moment, adding weight to the blow which had fallen. He felt 
the chastising hand of Providence was upon him; and that, when he 
went forth in violence to plunder others, the bitter retribution was 
ordained that he sliould despoil himself. Then in whht fearful rela¬ 
tion he stood to this new-found relative! His heart prompted that he 
should embrace him; but how could he dare acknowledge himself his 
nephew—he who was amongst his captors and liis plunderers ? 

The old man looked up, and Ned could hardly fortify himself 
against the kind expression of his glistening eye, as words of thanks 
were given to him for his sympathy. 

“ You are a good-natured fellow,” said the Senor—“ God bless you!” 

The benediction was worse than cuises to Edward's ear, and he 
writhed under it. ’ ’ 

Do not tliink me a poor, weak old di'iveller, because I droop 
so. I would not grieve so much if the boy had not heard of it; but 
1 lately sent home word of my being alive, (for they thought mo 
dead,) and of my wealth, and good intentions towards* my nephew; and 
of course he, poor boy, is full of joy and hope; and when he knows the 
result, ’twill be hard for him—hard—hard ! It is crushing in early 
youth to receive a blow so heavy.” 

Bitterly the truth of tlicse words was felt, while the unseldsh 
nature of the old man’s r^rets increased Ned’s anguish. ** Wretch 
that I ami” thought he, *‘that all this solicitude should be entertained 
for the worthless fellow who has helped to work his ruin j and these 
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Kind considerations be given to one whom he imagines far away, 
while the miscreant is at his side ! ” 

“ 1 have not long to live,” said the old man; the grave will soon, 
shelter me from worldly woe; but he^ full of youth and healtli, has 
long yeiU'S of regret beforr; him for this mischance.” 

“ True,” was the response, uttered wdth a pang. 

‘‘ While with the w^ealth I could have left him, he had a future of 
enjoyment in prospect.” 

A heavy sigh followed from Ned. 

“ Proudly might he liave claimed the girl of‘his he.art.” 

These last words were as coals of tire on tlic head of poor Edward, 
w^to could endure no more, but r ashed from tlie spot, and, hiding him¬ 
self in his berth, gave vent to the convulsive feclinirs w’ilh which his 
heart was bursting. 

When those had run their rapid and violent course, calmer musings 
succeeded ; and then it w’as that Ned saw liis case presented one point 
t>f considcratiott which was downright ludicrous, lie was a brilliant 
specimen of an Irish heir, who Imd destroyed the fortune to whit ii he 
was to succeed. He was his own cut-purse.—lie had come forth to 
shear, and was returning shorn.—He dan^ not confide his case to any 
one.—Finch would only laugh at, w'hile his uncle w^oiild abhor him ; 
therefore must he be doomed to irapri.son the fatal secret in his own 
bosom, .sadden^g his heart, and gnawing at his conscic-nce. What pro¬ 
longed misery he endured, on the liomeward passage, as day after day 
he was forced to meet his uncle, and experience frequent repetitions of 
his griefs, his thanks, and hi.s yearnings towards liis nephew ! Thi •; 
became at last insupportable ; was a load his conscience could no 
longer bear, and he felt it would be some alleviation of his misery to 
confess the relationship at once, and, by the voluntary »‘xposurc of his 
shame, make some atonement for his transgression. But this he found 
was not so easy. Often he essayed, but, as the W'ords of confo*ssion 
vrere rising to bis lips, his courage failed, and pride was stronger than 
conscience—he could not so humiliate himself. But as the old saying 
hath it— . 

“ Continual dropping will wear a stone.” 

And one day the expressions of odection for his nephew, on the part 
of the old man, were so fervent, so full of thoughtful tenderness, that 
Ned could stand it no longer—^he felt almost choking ; his eyes glis¬ 
tened with rebellious tears, and asking the Seftor to follow him to the 
cabin, he there “made a clean breast of it,” relating his adventures 
from the time he left home—love, smuggling and all, and finally dis¬ 
closed his name and relationship to the old man, who, when the first 
shock of astonishment was over, folded Ned to his bosom and wept 
over hinx 
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Can you forgive rae ?” said Ned. 

“ Forgive you ? ” returned his uncde. “ My poor feflow, you are 
more to be pitied than 1 am,” were the only words of reproof the 
generous old man uttered, and Ned wrung his hand with gratitude. 

“ What I blame you most for is your not waiting to your fatlwir.” 

“ I thought he would have disapproved of niy course of life,” 
answered Ned, “ and I did not like to give him unhappiness.” 

“No unhappiness like uncertainty about those we love.,” said his 
uncle ; “you should know that from your own experience.” 

“ Oil, as for my lo^ c,” said Ned, sadly, “ I told you of it because 
I determined to confess all. Of course you think it a wild and 
absui'd vision—as it is; nevertheless, it has led me to all I haye 
dared.” 

“Whore will not love lead?” returned the old man, with a sigh, 
and a tone, of tenderness in his voice, and his sunken eye lighted with 
a gh am that Kdward never had marked before. “ What will it not 
make, us <lare; what will it not make us hope ! Think not 1 blame 
you for entertaining a love,so laucli above your station. You could 
not help it—I know it, boy—for I could not help it myself. I loved 
.'IS you have, Ned. But don't fear an old man is going to prate of his 
love—no, Ned, no. Love is for youth. I have said it, boy, only to 
show you I could not blame you. JHy days and hopes are past and 
gone, but the thoughts still lieJiere—hero !” aud hclaid^bis attenuated 
hand on the slowly-beating heart, which still carried in its lessened 
current the uiilesscncd tenderness of an early and hopeless passion. 

Ah, Ned !” he added, with an expression of the deepest longing in 
his voice, “ Would to God my fortune had been yours—that yon 
might have claimed your love—that I might have, seen in one of my 
own kin, at least, the happiness that was denied to me; it would have 
been making real before ray old eyes a dream of the pas^to me I” 

Ned suggested that their present conference must cease, as too pro¬ 
tracted a tete-d-We might create remark on board, and remark 
excite questions ; “ and 1 would not for the worM they should suspect 
our relationship,” said Ned. “ How the rascals would laugh! and* 
tliough I have borne the shame of avowing myself to you, 3 could not 
bear the humiliation of being the jest of these dare-devils.” 

“ The laugh of scorn is a sore thing,” said tlie old man ; “ but the 
humbleness wliich repentance makes is consoling—do you not feel the 
happier, Edward, for your confession?” 

“ Oh, so much happier I* said Edward; “ but to what merciful 
ears I confessed!” 

*• Boy ! ” said his uncle, solemnly, “ remember that repentance ever 
begets mercy. And now let us part for the present—fear not discoveiy 
from me.” 
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With these words tiiejr separated, and met no more for that day; 
bat eveiy four>and-twenty hours afforded them the ordinary meeting, 
and uncle and nephew enjoyed the interchange of affection. 

Ned’s spirits returned as soon as he had unburthened his conscience, 
and, without saying a word of his intention to his uncle, he had deter¬ 
mined tiiat, whatever his share of the prize should be, he would hand 
it over to the old man ; and, though this placed as wide a gulph as 
ever between him and the object of his love, it brought peace to his 
conscience, and the inward conviction of doing what was right 
proved, as it ever must, a great consolation. 

The sliips were now nearing the shores of Europe, and, one morning, 
Ned was asked by his uncle for a few minutes of secret conversation. 
“Be sure there is not a creature within ear-shot of us," said the 
old man. 

Ned took his opportunity for obtaining the privacy lijs uncle 
required, and the old man told him he had a secret to reveal which 
might in some measure retrieve their fortunes. 

“ It sometimes happens,” said he, “ that, when ships are talicn by 
privateers, some stronger-handed plunderer, under another flag, may 
wrest the prize from the first captor ; and this has happened so 
often of late, that privateers make it a rule to seize upon all the 
treasure they can find, and convey it on board their own bottoms, in 
case of the worst ; and that, however ships and cargoes may slip 
through their fingers, they, at least, will make sure of the pieces 
of eight. Now my boxes of treasure have been so served by your 
friends, and are on board the privateer yonder, but, when I left the 
main, in case of accident, I—” 

The old man paused and cast a look of alarm towards the door, 
t “ Did you not hear a noise ?" said he, in an under tone, to Ned. 

Ned answ%red in the negative; and, opening the door to see that 
no one listened, his uncle was reassured and continued. 

“ In case of tlie vforst, I —’* again he paused, looked round, and, 
lowering his voice to* a w'hisper, continued—“ I concealed no incon- 
mderable sum of gold in the bags of snuff which arc among this 
cargo." 

“ Well,” said Ned, breathlessly, “what then ?” 

“ If you could only procure some trusty agent on shore to buy all 
this snuff when the cai'go is put up for auction, as it wiU be soon 
after we get into port, then —** 

“ We should possess the gold,” interrupted Ned. 

“ Exactly." 

“ Uncle,” said Ned, after a moment’s pause, and with a heavy sigh, 
as if he regretted what he was forced to say, “ It would be dis¬ 
honourable." 
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Dishonourable!*’ exclaimed the old man in surprise. “Talk of 
honour with thieves like these?” 

“ Yes,” said Ned, “ tlie principle has passed into an old saying<— 

* Honour among thieves 

and I will not violate it—I am of them—came out with them, 
as we all came, to risk our lives for gold—^bonded together in daring 
and in danger; and, though the fates have been unkind to me in the 
venture, nevertheless, 1 cannot reconcile it to myself to play this trick 
upon my shipmates.” 

“ You are a romantically-honourable fellow, Ned ! ” said his uncle. 
“ I would not have you obtain wealth if you have a scruple about the 
means.” 

“ If you think of any way in which you yourself could manage to 
procure an agency for this purpose,” said Ned, “ I will say nothing 
about it; though I am not sure if that is not a breach of trust; and 
question if I am not bound in strict honour to tell them this.” 

“ I cannot have such-an agency,” said his uncle; “that is quite out 
of the question, utter stranger as I am in England; but, as for telling 
them, Nqd, do not tell them yet; they have not got us into port, and 
there are slips * between the cup and the Up’—France and Spain have 
their priv^ateers and ships of war as well as England, and, if a Spaniard 
shouhi retake us,—” 

The old man became suddenly silent, for a hasty step was heard 
descending the companion-ladder; the door of the cabin was opened, and 
the mate popped in his head to say the privateer was making signals. 

Ned hurried to the deck, and, glass in hand, was on tlie alert to 
answ'cr his consort. The signals gave notice of a strange sail, and 
also told the prize to keep closer company. To acli^eve tliis, the pri¬ 
vateer shortened, while the prize made all the sail she could; and 
when a couple of hours had brought them sufficiently near, a boat was 
ordered from the Spaniard to the privateer, where Ned received orders 
how to manage the ship through the night;—for the night was 
approaching—and so was the strange sail, whose aspect was not 
pleasing to the company on board the Snon\ for it looked ship-of- 
wai*-ish, and not friendly; and though the privateer might be equal in 
sailing, the prize certainly wa# not. It was debated for some time 
whether the two ships in company might be able to beat off the 
enemy, should she prove such; or if.it would not be more ad¬ 
visable to throw overboard the guns of the prize, which, thus 
lightened, might have a better chance to run for it. It is scarcely 
necessaiy to say which way the question was decided. When did the 
question ever lie between fighting and running, that the British seaman 
did not throw up his hat for the fight ? Ned was sent back, therefore, 
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with orders to Jceep close to the privateer during the night, and, in 
case of an attack from the strange sail, to make a good bull-dog 
defence of it, while the privateer should take every advantage of 
position, and make her shot toll. That the prize might be the better 
able to keep her colouri^ to tlie mast, an additional draft of men was 
given for the working of her guns ; for, hitherto, as she sailed under 
the protecting canon of the privateer, she only numbered hands 
enough to work the ship, without any view to fighting; but, now 
that danger threatened, this necessary supply to her guns was 
afforded, while, at the same time, Ned received the order to make aU 
possible sail he could during the night to avoid the necessity of hostile 
collision. Keversing the order of the noted sea-song, which says— 

“ Wc’U light while we can—^wheu we can’t, boys, we’ll run I ” 

Ned’s duty was precisely the reverse— 

“ We’ll run while we can—when we can’t, boys, we’ll fight! ” 

As the boats rowed to the prize the last red rays of the sun tipped each 
wave with crimson, and seemed to forebode blood. At least, so fancied 
Ned, who went back silently and full of thought. The announcement 
of a strange sail at the very moment his uncle stiggestQd such a 
chance, struck him as remarkable, and was received with the super¬ 
stitious reverence of a sailor. Then, if the sail should turn out to be 
Spanish, that he sliould be entrusted with the defence of a ship which, 
for his uncle’s, and for his own consci**nce’ sake, lie should wish to bo 
retaken, was an embarrassing circumstance, for here were wishes 
divided against duty ; and, in such a frame of mind, what man could 
wish to fight ? 

With a depression of spirits rare with Ned, he stepped on board 
and resumed th^command of the ship, whose deck he never quitted 
throughout the whole of the night; during which gloomy forebodings 
overcast his spirit, when the intervals of the anxious duty he liad to 
perform gave thought a moment’s liberty. A presentiment tliat he 
was doomed to fall, haunted bis midnight watch ; and when, as the 
dawn revealed the cold dead level of surrounding waters, the strai^e 
sail loomed larger in pursuit, he felt the fight was inevitable, and 
braced himself with the manly determination honestly and resolutely 
to defend his ship. * 

The sun now rose above the horizon, and morning, with its freshness 
and its brightness, sparkled over the waters. In another hoiur the 
pursuing ship fired a gun and showed French colours. The privateer 
and her prize took no notice. In half an hour more the chase-guns 
of the Frenchmen were opened on the fiying slnps, and, every ten 
minute^ as Ned looked over the taffrail oS the Sfumii^ merchantmm^ 
he saw the shot falling dosea: astera. 
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CHAPTER XX, 


Tub aflair of the china duset had spread over Paris rapidly, and 
the defeat of so able a strategist as Marshal Saxe was looked upon as 
loo good a joke to be laid on the shelf; the consequence therefore waS 
that the i-edoubtable Count, hitherto invincible in love and war, felt so 
jouoh of ridicule attach to the adventure, that he quitted tho capital 
mid retired to his chateau. But before he withdrew he prepared a 
terrible retaliation upon Ellen, fully in the spirit of the threat wijth 
which he quitted the house of Madame de Juiuillac on the day of his 
defeat. He procured lettres de cachet against Ellen and her fathei*, on 
the ground of their being in reality nothing better than English spies, 
while they were apparently attached to the cause of the exiled Stuart. 

Lynch, it was his intention to consign to the Bastilc, where he 
would he irrecoverably beyond all means of counteracting the Mar¬ 
shal’s designs, and protecting his beautiful daughter, whom the Count 
destined for an imprisonment not so dismal, but more detestable, than 
that of tlie'Bastile itself. 

It was not the first time the Count had availed himself of that most 
iniquitous engine of all tyrannies, the lettre de racket, for the accom¬ 
plishment of his libertine desires ; and he w’as not the only one who 
made it serve other purposes than those for which it was supposed to 
be intended. This unquestioned measure of imprisonment, for whose 
jxcrcise no one in the executive was responsible, invented to uphold 
the despotism of the crown, was too frequently used to serve the pur¬ 
poses of a licentious court; and the penlon whom the lettre de cachet 
djagged from the bosom of home, was not always consigned to the 
Bistile. That place ^served trouldesome fathers, husbands, or 
brothers, while the surroundin*eA^<ca«a7 of the voluptuous capital 
more frequently were the prisons of ladies who fell within the grasp 
of this secret instrument of unscrupulous power. 

This seems almoM incredible now, when the tyranny that disgraced 
France has bqen subverted for ever, and popular privilege based on the 
ruias of regal oppression \ but, in the days of which our story treats, 
the crov<rn, its minions, and the seignorie of France, held undisputed 
power over all the lives, liberties, and honour of the people,—that 
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peoj^ who,, dfiven at last to desperation, rose in maddened masses on 
th^r grants, and took swift and terrible vengeancea vengeance so 
bloody, and so fraught with human suffering, that we shudder to 
remember; but at which, if we consider the provocation, we can 
scarcely wonder. 

The Marshal had retired, we have said, to his country retreat. It M'as 
tiie celebrated*royal ck&teau of Chambor, which haffbeen presented to 
him by the king as a mark of his favour for the brilliant services of 
the soldier; and the gift was the more prized by the gallant Count, 
that it had been a favourite retreat of one whose name stands highest 
in the list of chivalry. Here Francis the First had enjoyed his 
voluptuous leisure; and this palace, built by the gallant king, had 
been since dedicated by many a monarch to pleasure, and was not 
likely to have its celebrity impaired, in that respect, by its present 
occupant. Saxe had determined to make a double capture of father 
and daughter; and, armed with his terrible warrants for their arrest, 
waited till Lynch should return to Paris before he should consign him 
to a dungeon, and carry off Ellen to the chateQ,u. 

At last that moment arrived, and Saxe was awaiting the arrival of 
an emissary he had summoned, in that very chamber which, doubt¬ 
less, had often been the scene of intrigue,—that little room which yet 
bore evidence on its window-pane of the presence, in by-gone days, of 
the gallant founder of the fabric, whose hand had traced there the 
well-knoVn couplet— 

“ Souveni femme varie 
Mai habil qui s'y fie’* 

The Count was not alone. Voltaire, who was then on a visit with 
hinf, had just risen from the breakfast-table, and was scanning the 
couplet on the glass with his keen eyes, marking the form and cut of 
every letter. In the meantime the servant of the Marshal’s pleasures 
entered, received some sealed pacquets from his master to be delivered 
in Paris, together with strict injunctions to be sure and swift in the 
matter of which he before had received the private commands of tiu 
Count. 

The emissary, with the assurance that “ Monseign&ur might deperd 
on him,” bowed low, and left the fibamber on his fearful mission. 
The Marshal flung himself back in his fauteuil, and watched Voltaire 
as he was still looking at the couplet of Francis. 

** That seems to fascinate you,” said Saxe. “ Is it the autograph 
or the sentiment you admire ?” 

“ I am amused,” said Voltaire, “ at the vanity and conceit of the 
royal rhymerl” 

“ I cannot see either in the lines,” said the Marshal. 
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“ The man,** said Voltaire, ** who puts a couplet thus m evidence, 
thinks his production vexy deror; and I do not aee any great exer¬ 
cise of ability in discovering what he has taken so much pains to 
engrave.*’ 

** But is it not true ?** returned the Count. 

! “ Certainly.—^But I only said it was not clever.” 

** Yet the saying is known all over Europe; and that which has 
lived two centuries has some claim to distinction.” 

“ It has lived because it is true,” said Voltaire.—“ Truth is immor¬ 
tal. At the same time it must be avowed this is a very common¬ 
place truth, and derives its immortality not from Francis : for I doubt 
very much if a king had not written it, and written it thus, that every 
sight-seer in Europe might tell, on going home, he had seen tlie cele¬ 
brated writing on the window of the Chdteau de CJuimhor. that the 
® • • • 
lines would liave survived his reign. No. Its immortality may be 

derived from a more respectable antiquity than two centuries, for 
women were much the same two thousand years before as two hundred 
after Francis.” 

“ AH I pretend to say is,” said the Marshal, “ that Louis now 
might just as fitly and truly write those lines as Frwicis.” 

“ Yes, my friend,” returnc,d Voltaire ; “ and so might Pericles have 
written of Aspasia, or Caesar of Cleopatra; or, to go back to the 
beginning, I believe, if thelfe had been another man in the world 
immediatelj^ after the creation, Adam might have carved the same 
saying on the tree of knowledge.” » 

The Count laughed at the conceit, and Voltaire smiled at the success 
of his sally ; and, according to the tactics of w'its by profession, who are 
glad to retire after saying a “ good thing,” he made the excuse of 
being obliged to wi*ite, to make his bow, for awhile ; and, after these 
two sceptics in human virtue had amused themselves at the expense of 
the oft-abused gentler sex, the Marshal, settling himself into a posi¬ 
tion of greater ease in his chair, dropped into a luxurious doze, and 
dreamt of La helle Irlandaise. 

It was the third day after, that the Marshal’s messenger was 
approaching Paris, and about the same time Prince Charles Edward 
and his adherents were holding council at his little court in its neigh¬ 
bourhood. The French cabinet had refused open aid in his cause, 
and seemed disinclined, if not unable, to give him anything more than 
good wishes:—these were at his service in abundance,—^but good 
wishes will not supply the sinews of war. Many of his adherents 
went so far as to believe that the professions of th<f French govern¬ 
ment were all hollow; and that the desire for peace with England 
made them hesitate in making any movement in favour of the young 
Pretender. 
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' XigfBch was most indignant of alL He hod ran the extremity of risk 
in extensively recruiting in Ireland for the Irish brigade in the service 
o£ France, believing (as he was led to believe,) that the entire brigade 
would be given to the service of Ids “ rightful king,’* as he called 
Charles, and believed him to be : but when he foimd that this was not 
to be the case, his indignation was deep, and partook of that disgust 
which honest and earnest natures feel at breach of faith. 

“ Did they tliink,” he would say, “ that I would have made myself 
a recruiting officer for Louis ?—Did they imagine I would enlist 
Irishmen to shed their blood for French quarrels and French glory ? 
Insolent!—I enlisted my countrymen fw the cause of their King—to 
strengthen that gallant brigade which 1 fondly hoped siiould have 
the largest sliare in placing him on his rightful throne ;—and what 
is my reward ?—I see not jonly their swords refused in that holy 
cause, but oven worse ; many of the brave fellows I enlisted hsi\ c uot 
been enrolled in their native brigade, but drafted here and there into 
French regiments, in utter violation of the understanding witli which 
I embarked in the desperate cause of enlistment in Ireland. Curse 
them !'<—And he, their great Marshal,—gallant and able though he bo, 
staining his laurels by a profligacy so unblushing, that even the 
honour of a soldier’s daughter, which should be sacred in bis eyes, is 
held as nothing !—Oh, the profligacy of the time and place disgust 
me, and I long to be quit of the infected land I” 

Wliile debating the aftuirs of the Prince he would sdy—“ Strike 
at once I—While the^rrorsof Fontenoi still hang over George, make 
a descent on Scotland.” 

This he had repeated mora than once at the present council lield by 
Charles Edward, and the Prince declared himself to be of the same 
opinion. 

If I go alone I” exclaimed Chai'les, with energy,^'* I will show 
myself in Scotland, and trust to the loyal hearts there to rally round 
their Prince.” • 

If wo could even get a thousand regular troops,” said Drummond. 

“ The happy time is more to be considered tlian men,” said 
Charles. 

“ And if we bring arms, wc’U find men to bear them,” added Lynch. 

“ Trae,” said Charles.—“ And some expert officers will accompany 
me, who will soon teach them diseipliue.” 

** Tbe arms you can have, Prince,” said a secret agmit of the 
government. 

“ And a swift brig of eighteen guns lies this moment at the mouth 
of the Loire, ready for your Highness’s service,” wrid Lynch. 

‘‘And I will venture to promise,” smd the government agent, 
“that one ship of war shall sail in your company, and give 
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protection; while a, portion of the officers of thd Irish brigade can be 
allowed leave, and may jedn tiie expeditioiL>>o-So far the government 
is willing to wink at the aid rendered; bat, under existing rircumr 
stances, any more o{>en demonstration in yotur cause, Prince, is* 
impossible.” 

After some farther debate, in which details* were catered into un¬ 
necessary to particularise here, it was agreed that the adherents. q£ 
Charles should proceed to the mouth of the Loire, and hold theaa- 
selvcs in readiness for embarkation, for which the arrival of the pro¬ 
mised frigate should be the signal. Lynch informed the Prince that 
Walsli, the liourdcaux merchant, was alrmdy at Nantes, and had 
three thousand gold pieces at Ids Ilighnoss’s service, and also ^ houses 
there resuiy for his reception. 

Ljncli wiis called from tlio conference, at, this moment, at the 
urgent desire of a messenger, who had manifestly ridden hard, for his 
liorse was reeking and drii)ping wet, as he .stood at the door panting 
for breath. The messenger handed him a note,—he broke the seal 
])astily, and read—• 

“ Beloved Father, 

• “ As you value all that is dear to you and to me, 

reUirn here instantly.—Your own 

“ Ellen.” 

The urgency of the note made him contract his brow as ho read j 
he cast an eager glance of inquiry at the servant, who answered the 
look by words, 

“ Mademoiselle desired you should take my horse, su*.” 

In another minute Lynch wiis in the saddle, and riding at speed to. 
i*aris. On reaching the Ijpusc of j\Iadanie do Jumillac, and asking 
for his daughter, a servant told him he would conduct him to where 
Mademoiselle was, and, opening the hall-door, led the way to the street. 

“ lias she been taken from the house, then ?” asked her father in 
alarm. 

“ Mademoiselle left the house suddenly. Monsieur, with Madame 
and another lady in a carriage.” ^ 

Lynch’s uneasiness was somewhat appeased at the thought of 
Madame de Jumillae being still in Ellen’s society ; but hc^urged the 
servant to speed, and, walking at a rapid pace, they ivere not long in 
reaching a handsome house ; there, on Lynch presenting his name, 
he was imm,ediately ushered to an apartment, where, amidst objeeU 
of taste, wliich adorned the ehomber, and furniture of the utmost 
elegance, a quantity of shabby-looking clothes were strewed about the 
floor, or hun^ upon the chairs, making a contrast too startling not 
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to be observed bj Lynch, whose wonder, was increased by' seeing 
XSUen standing amidst a heap of boddices, petticoats, caps, and jerkins, 
of all fashions, she herself wearing a peasant’s costume which was 
nearly completed, the finishing touches being in the act of cranpletion 
at the hands of a very lovely woman. There was one remarkable trait 
in this affair: it was, that, though engaged seemingly in preparing for a 
masquerade, which usually inspires mirth, there was rather a serious 
and business-like air about the whole 'proceeding, and an expression 
of anxiety shadowing every face. 

On Lynch’s entrance, he was received by the beautiful lady who 
was acting tyre-woman, with an air of supreme elegance ; and, as he 
was taxing his memory to recall where he had seen her before, Ellen 
advanced to her father, and, hastily expressing her delight at seeing 
him in safety, begged to present him to Mademoiselle le Couvreur. 

An involuntary expression of something between surprise and dis¬ 
pleasure passed across his face, as Lynch saw his daughter thus 
engaged in offices of intimacy with one whose reputation was not 
stainless; and Madame dc Jumillac, with all the quickness of a 
Frenchwoman, advanced, and said— ^ 

“You know not. Monsieur le CapUainet how deeply we arc in¬ 
debted to Mademoiselle le Couvreur.”. • 

She then commenced an explanation of the affair to Lynch ? the 
purport was, in brief, this: Adrienne had, in some way, which she 
did not think it necessary to explain, got information of the Count de 
Saxe’s infamous design; and she, though herself not a model of 
purity, had, nevertheless, enough of a woman’s sympathies remaining 
to shudder at the thought of the Marshal’s plot, and hastened at once 
to the house of Madame de Jumillac to give warning of the impending 
danger, and suggest a mode of escape. Adrienne, aware there was no 
time to lose, hurried Madame and Ellen away instantly from their 
home to her own house, where she ordered the superintendant of the 
wardrobe of the theatre to be in attendance, with a choice of peasant 
costumes, both male and female. 

It so happened that the day was the octave of the feast of Corpus 
Christl on which day the Bastile was always thrown open for public 
inspet^on, and was visited by the ^surrounding peasantry of Paris in 
thousands, who were anxious to see the interior of this prison-fortress, 
whose name carried with it so much of mystery and terror. Adrienne, 
therefore, suggested that Ellen anc]^ her father, in the disguise of 
jjeasonts, should visit the Bastile; and, wandering about there all 
day amidst the crowd, find safety,* by being in the very £pot to which 
there was a government order- to convey them ; judging, truly, that, 
of all places in Paris, the Bastile must be the last where they 
would be sought fo.r, and that in the evening they could pass the 



TEEASURE TROVE. 


173 


barriers securely among tiie gioups of country people then quitting 
the city. 

Ellen’s disguiae was now completed; the only difficulty Adrienne 
experienced being to keep down hw beauty as much as possible. 
Contrary to all the r^ular rules of the toilette, her object was to 
make the lady look ugly ins^aad of handsome; but, with all the 
skill of an experienced and accomplished actress, used to the artifices 
of personal disguise, this was more than even Adrienne le Couvreur 
could accomplish. 

When Lynch heard of the infamous design on foot against him and 
bis daughter, his indignation knew no bounds ;—^he lost all patience, 
and burst into a fierce and terrible invective against the Marshal, 
clutching the handle of his sword at intervals, as though he longed for 
the extremity of vengeance, and even suggesting the possibility of his 
hastening at once to the libertine’s retreat, and Remanding satisfac¬ 
tion at the point of the sword. From such fruitless passion and vain 
attempt he was at length cooled down and dissuaded by the persuasive 
words of the ladies, who now retired from the chamber with Adrienne, 
she promising to Lynch the immediate attendance of the theatrical 
wardrobe-keeper, who would do as much for him as had been accom¬ 
plished for Ellen. 

Observe,” said Adrienne, “ I have made believe, that all this 
masquerading is but for the fulfilment of a little bit of private fun; 
so clear your brow, Monsieur^ and seem to treat tlie affair as a 
bagatelle.” 

With these words she retired, and the dramatic dresser made his 
appearance, and in some twenty minutes the captain of the Irish 
brigade was converted into a rustic, and might have passed for the 
“ Antoine” or “Basil” of some pastoral farce. 

When the ladies were allowed to return to the room, Adrienne 
gave some finishing strokes to the “ making up ” of Lynch, and father 
and daughter were prepared to go forth on their pilgrimage. The 
next point of consideration was, whither they should fly when they 
were passed the barriers, for concealment for any time near the city 
was impossible. 

“ Opportunely,” said Lynch, ‘*^1 was on the point of departing for 
Nantes, and this only hastens the journey a few days.” 

“ Your road thither lies directly towards C/tawifior,” said Madame 
de Jumillac, in alarm. 

“ All the better,” said Adrienne. “ Wlien it is found that the birds 
are flown, none will suspect they arc flying towards the net of the 
fowler.” ♦ 

It was then arranged that Madame de Jumillac should drive to 
Prince Charles E<^ard, teU what had occurred, and ask him to pro- 



cure a passport as if for one of his own adherents, who were In ihe 
habit of being permitted to travel under feigned names; and that, 
under favour of night, they should meet at a safe place of rendez¬ 
vous near Paris, named by Adrienne, and thence Ellen and her 
father hasten to tlie coast. Such necessary preliminaries being 
arranged, Ellen uttered unfeigned and touching thanks to Made¬ 
moiselle iu Couvreur; and receiving in return kind wishes for the 
success of the plot, father and daughter, as Basil and Annette, 
went forth upon the streets, aftd proceeded to tiie Bastile. As 
they appi’oaclied the fortrcjss, they mingled in tlie cj'owd of pea¬ 
santry, and assimilated themselves -as much as possible to their gait 
and manner, ami iruitated the upturned looks of surprise and 
g^aping wonder nhich wore bestowed on the lofty and j»ondcrous 
towers. They crossed the drawbridge, and as tliey passed under the 
low-browed areli, ^d Ellen felt Imrself within the })risou, she sliud- 
dered at the tliouglit of discovery, and clung closer to her father. Atx 
admonitory look, and a wliispercd word (»f caution, recalled her to 
self-possession, and she uflueted an ease to which her ln;art was a 
stranger.—Sometimes they stopped to hear tlio rt^marks of some* 
spokesman of a group, who pointed out something worthy of observa¬ 
tion, or made some remark in a levity of spirit ill-suited to the place, 
which made his hearers laugh. 

“ Heaven pity the poor captive,” thought Ellen, “ wdio la'ars the 
thoughtless laughter of those wlio come to-see the place of lus misery! 
How bitterly must a laugh sound to him !” 

Ellen observed a turnkey eyeing her intently.; the gaze was, in 
fact, attributable to the brute’s admiration, but to her it seemed as if 
he suspected licr, and, W’itli the cunning peculiar to his craft, saw 
through her disguise. Her heart sunk within Ijer ; and as her arm 
touched her father he felt her shudder. Again his words w'cre used 
to reassure her, but she took occasion to point out the turnkey to Iiis 
observation. 

** How that man looks at me!” 

Because he thinks you are pretty, Nell, no more.—Steady, my 
girl, and fear nothing.”—The turnkey approached, and chucking her 
under the chin with os galliard an air as the savage could assume, 
aaid,— 


“ There’s a pretty girl!—you’re pretty enough ibr a lady, my dear.” 

“ Pretty enough for a tady !—Couild he mean anything ?”—^Ellen 
attempted a-smile, but it was very faint.—The turnkey thought it was 
shyness. 

Yon are too pretty to be ilshful, my dear,” he said.—I should 
think you have soft things said to you too ofteai to be suiYrised.—- 
This is your father, I suppose, with you.” ^ 
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Yea, air,” said Elten ; “ but he is deaf; tod, as he cannot hear 
what is said, he never speaks much.” 

She said this to exonerate her father from the necessity of speaking^, 
for las accent had not that purify which hers possessed,—a purity which 
could deceive a native;—^besides, her power^of imitation was such, 
that she could mimic the patois of many districts, and dreaded not 
presf'nt disc(J\’ei'y on the score of language. 

“ Then, if he is deaf I may say wdiat 1 like to you,—oh ?—that was 
not a bad hint of yours,” said the fellow, with a wink. 

Ellen shook her head, as much as to say he must not go too far. 

“ You’re the ])rettiest girl in your village, I’ll be sworn.—Wliere 
do you come from ?” 

“ Lonjumeau, sir.” 

“ Lonjuraeau !—'ah, .1 like the girls of Ijonjumeau well.—Do you 
know Etienne Barolles, who lives there ?” 

No, sir,” replied Ellen, sorry she had hit on a village in which he 
had aecpiaintanees. 

“ I expect him to-day.” 

Elh n devoutly hoped he would not come. 

“ But, as he has not arrived. I’ll w'ait no more here, where 1 
promised to stay for him j and I’ll show you the whole place, if you 
like.” 

I'llen thanked him for his offer; and a gi-oiij) of peasants taking 
iidvantage of this guidance, won through a pretty face, u'crc per¬ 
mitted, on asking leave, to join the party, of which Ellen was quite 
the queen; and no peasant.s ever had such satisfactory sight-seeing 
in tli(j Bastile as that group that day. There was nothiirg deserving of 
noti(;e neglected by the turnkey ; the narrowest sjjiral stair of its top- 
mo.'it tower, and the lowest and most noisome depths of its aouterrainSy 
wavki exhibited in the truest pride of a showman, who cared little whe¬ 
ther it was their knees, or their hearts, he made ache, so he excited 
their wonder; for the more they wondered the greater mau was he: 
and as the greater man, of course, the more acceptable to the pretty 
girl for M'hose sake all this was done. Occasionally, a halt was ob¬ 
tained, by his stopping at some particular place to point out W'herc a 
stone had been once ingeniously removed, or an iron bar cut through, 
to achieve an escape ; and such recitals made within the walls of this 
terrible prison, whose very stones seemed to deny the possibility of 
the talc, added such wonder to these stories, that they surpassed the 
marvels of fairy lore. The turnkey, seeing tho incredulous looks 
sometimes cast upon him, and soroetm^ even called upon to answer 
doubting querists, who w^ould venture* question the janitor in that 
peculitir exedtement which on mterest in an escape from bondage 
always make^ would beg to remind them that only few, very few, had 
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«r«r goooeeded in snch acliieTements. *^No, no,** lie would say, 
** when once people get in her^ they don’t go out in a hurry. There, 
for OKample,**-—and he banged his ponderous bunch of keys against a 
door as he spoke —** inside there is a prisoner who has never been out 
id* his cell for thirty years!” What a chill the words cast over his 
hearers! As for Ellen, she felt it to her heart’s very centre, and put 
up an inward prayer for God’s special iner(y over her father and herself 
in that day of danger, and prayed that, with the shades of evening, his 
guardian spirit might descend to shield them through their many perils. 
This thought for self-preservation once passed, her gentle nature winced 
as her imagination reverted to the poor captive within that door whereon 
the crash of those ponderous keys had fallen. What did he think of that 
startliilg noise ?—^was it the executioner come to claim him ?—was the 
hour arrived when death should relieve him from his misery ?—did he 
hope so; or did the love of life still exist in the withered heart of that 
poor captive ?•—or did he remember that this was the day when his 
prison was open to public view ? Did he rejoice in hearing the hum 
of human voices—this evidence of the presence of his fellows, even 
through his prison-door ?—or did the contrast of their freedom wiA his 
captivity make bondage more bitter ? Or was some remnant of human 
pride still left to be wounded at the thought that his door was poL.-. ' 
out, like some cage in a menagerie, as containing some special mon¬ 
ster demanding heavier bars, and peculiar watching ? 

Dink after link of such heavy thoughts weighed down her spirit till 
she almost wept, while the turnkey thought he was doing the most 
amiable tiling in the world, and making himself particularly agreeable. 

Passing along one of the broader and more airy passages, he stopped 
at another door, and, shoying it open, said to Ellen, “ You may look 
in there,” and pointed the way. She hesitated; her ordinary courage 
was subdued by the appalling influences with which she was sur- 
roimded; and a thought shot through her brain, that, if slic entered 
within that door, it might be shut upon her! She shuddered at the 
terrible imagining. 

‘^What#re you afraid of?” said the Cerberus, laughing. “*Tis 
only my own room; come in!” and he led the way, beckoning Ellen 
and her father to follow, while the crowd remained outside. 

ch&eabcr seemed to be nothing more than a holIoAV i.i the 
thickness of the wall, but was made as comfortable as such a place 
could be. Its owner opening a little cupboard that hung in a corner, 
produced a bottle of wine, and a glass, which he filled, and offered to 
EHqi ) , remarking that sight-seg^ng was tiresome work, and that there 
was yet much zoorc to be gou4iPirer. 

EUen hod exyerfenced that sinking of heart which makes a restorative 
so desirable, ar.d therefore gladly acc^ted the proffered hospitality; 
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and tliotlgti''the vine was but poor atufi) it tTas most welcoBne. Aftear 
giving another»glasB to her father, the turnkey pledged them both in a 
brimmer himself; and as he smacked his laige protruding lips, assured> 
Ellen a girl might do worse than marry a turnkey. Tips was smd 
with a very significant look of admiration at /ter, and a self-satisfied 
grin, which showed that the gentleman stood on very good terms 
with himself. 

“ I cannot often get leave to go out,” said he, “ but the first time 
I can go to Lonjumeau, I will call and see you.” 

Ellen tissurod him it would give her and her father much pleasure. 

“ Whereabouts do you live there?” 

Tills was rather a puzzler, for Ellen had named Lonjumeau on the 
fpur of tlie moment, when he asked her where she came from, and 
kiKiw blit little of the place ; she therefore was obliged to shelter her¬ 
self iind(’r fresh inventions every step she took, and, for the present, 
said knew but little of the village, as they had only removed to it 
within a lew <lays. 

“ Oh, new comers,” said the turnkey. “ But then you know where 
your own bouse is.” 

“ Oh yes,” said she, “ to be sure. I am not so silly as not to know 
my own house, though I am only a country girl.” 

“ No, you don’t look much like a fool,” said tlte turnkey. 

La ! how ready you gentlemen of the city are at making complin 
meuift,” returned Ellon. 

« Why, who could be uncivil to you?” said he, with a smirk. “But 
where do you live ?—^tell me that.” 

“ You know the post-house,” said Ellen—that being the only place 
in the whole village she herself knew anything about, and only knowing 
^that by having changed horses once in passing through. 

“ 'fo 1)0 sure I know it,” said the turnkey. 

“Well, as you pass the post-house, there is a turn down to the 
left.” 

“I know it,” said the turnkey—“there’s a grocer’s shop at the 
corner.” 

“ I believe there is,” said Ellen ; ** but,I have such a bad memoiy, 
and have been such a short time there—^but turn down at that comer, 
and there are some houses—” 

“ A great many,’’ said the turnkey. . 

“ Well, there’s where we live,” said Ellen. 

“ But in which?” said the turnkey, who was determined on making 
a visit. , ' 

“Do you remember anyj>alings tbelil?” indeed Men, fishing for 
knowledge. 

** To be sure I do—on the left.” • 
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** Just 60 ! ** eaid EUen. “ La! how dever you city gentlemen ore! 
yoQ know every thing, if yon only see with half an eye!” 

< " Oh, I remember quite well,” eaid the tumk^, stimulated to fur¬ 

ther description, “ some small houses, with vinee on their front.” 

“ The very houses,” said Ellen. 

** There is a house near,” pursued he, “ with a remarkable chimney.” 

Ellen, afraid of engaging too much in particulars, said slie was not 
sure. *'*' 

“ You must have seen this chimney.” 

** I’m not 801*6 about the chimney, sir, but 1 am certain I have seen 
smoke,” said Ellen, with well-afTected simplicity. 

** Tut I you pretty simpleton,” said the turnkey, “ your eyes are too 
good not to make better use of them.” 

“ ’Tis the fourth house, sir,” pursued EUmi. 

** The fourth. Very wellj I’ll find you out.” 

, “ You can’t miss it, sir.” 

But, in case of accident, you may as well give me your name, too, 
that I might inquire in the neighbourhood.” 

“ My name is' Annette Claudet, sir,” ^he answered; and her ad¬ 
mirer, satisfied with his inquiries, iuid promising a visit the first oppor¬ 
tunity, ofiered another glass of wine, which beiug declined by father 
and daughter, he played turnkey on the bottle ; and having locked it 
up again in his corner cupboard, pursued his course of exhibition over 
the prison. 

There was a garden he showed, where the more favoured prisoners were 
permitted to take exercise. To Ellen it seemed as if the few sickly 
flowers were languishing for liberty, and could not bloom in bondage; and 
the weakly trees appeared to have outgrown their strength in stretching 
upwards, in the hopeless endeavour to get a peep over the wall at thq 
nature outside, for which they pined. “ What melancholy reflections,” 
thought EUen, ‘*is this garden calculated %o excite in those who are 
indulged in the use of its walks, if they look on it as 1 do!” Thus 
every fresh object she saw impressed her more aud more with a sadness 
approaching despondency; and though she knew the place afforded her 
temporary concealment, she longed for the approach of evening, which 
would place her once more outside its walls, and permit her and her 
father to pass unsuspected amidst the peasant groups beyond the 
barriers of that city, where, even now, they were sought for by the 
myrmidons of power. 

The wished-for time at len^h arrived; the BosfUe began to pour 
forth the gaping crowds of idlers; and amongst the earliest of the 
depardiT^ gibups were the ^sguised fugitives, who had the good for¬ 
tune to pass the barriers in safety, and breathed freer as they found 
fbenuelyea on the open road; and when h|ilf an hour more placed 
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them among quiet hedges, then Ellen^ taking her father's hand, and 
uttering a fervent ejaculation of thankfulness to Heaven, ventured to 
express her belief that they were now in safety. A walk of a fhw 
miles brought them to the appointed place, where they imgfat expect 
to see their friends; and as they approached the house, they saw one 
of its windows open, which commanded a view of the Paris road > 
and, peeping from behind its curtains, the lovely face of Adrienne, 
beamed with a benevolent joy as she caught the first glimpse of 
the fugitives, and kibw they were safe. After waving a welcome to 
them, she retired frdte the window; and by the time they reached the 
little entrance gate, the hand of Adrienne herself had drawn its bolt,, 
and father and daughter were received in a pretty little parterre, and 
gratulations were warmly exchanged among the party. 

“ Is Madame de Jumillac here ?” inquired Ellen. 

“ No,” answered Adrienne. “ But before you ask any questions^ 
you must sit down, and submit to regular eating and drinking; for 
neither you, nor Moyixieur le Capitaine, can have had any refresh¬ 
ment for many hours, and remember, you have a long journey before 
you.” 

Ellen and her father obeyed the hospitable* command, given with, 
so much grace and kindness, and partook of an elegant repast pre¬ 
pared for them; after w'hich Adrienne told them how matters had 
fared since they had parted in the morning. It was not long after 
their disguise hud been completed, that Madame de Jumillac’s house 
was visited, and strict search made for Lynch and his daughter 
whicli, failing there, was pursued in other quarters, the rank even of 
Prince Charles Edward not screening bis retirement from invasion. 

“ Under these circumstances,” said Adrienne, “ it was impossible 
that Madame, or even tlie Prince, could be of the slighte^ use m 
conducting the affair ; th^efore you must pardon me if I undertods. 
to act in the place of youi^riends, and I hope you will not thirds me 
intrusive in thus becoming an agent in your safety ; but you must 
perceive at once, that any passports obtaiaed through those chazinela 
would have put your pursuers on your trade, an^ therefore, I advised 
Madame de Jumillac to let me procure tjiem, and further entreated 
her to forego the desire she had of bidding you farewell.—^Here is a 
letter she entrusted to my care for you, Mademoisdle,”—handing Elkm 
a note, which was hastily opened, and read with suffused eyes, as the 
expressions of touching tenderness reached her heart.—“ And her^ 
Monsieur, is your passport. You had better look over it to sec under 
what name you travel; and then the sooner you both cast your 
disguise and prepare for the road the better, for a post-chaise will be 
here anon, and it is needless to counsel speed under such cir¬ 
cumstances.” 

K 2 



» Her advice was followed ; and when Lynch and Ellen had resumed 
^eir proper attire, and returned to the apartment where they had left 
Adrienne, they found her engaged in packing up a little basket, 
which she handed to Ellen, saying that, as they must travel all night, 
she had put up a few conjitureSi and some little restoratives, which 
might be agreeable in the morning, when she would feel exhausted 
after her night’s fatigue. 

“ How thoughtful!—even to such trifles as these—^you have been for 
my sake, dear Madam,” said Ellen, offering her l^d. 

Adrienne pressed it tenderly, touched at earnestness of her 
manner; and the word “ deal’,” so uttered, and coming from such 
pure lips, sounded to her sensitive soul little short of a blessing. 

“ Let me kiss your hand I” said Adrienne respectfully, and as if 
she felt she asked a favour. 

The gentle soul of Ellen was touched at this proof of an erring 
woman’s sense of her loss of caste,—and that at a moment when so 
much wa^ due to her. With all tlic warm hcai’t and enthusiasm of 
Jier country, Ellen threw wide her arms, and, while heaven-born tears 
sprang to her eyes, she exclaimed, “'My hand !—how can you ask for 
my hand only ?—Come to my heart!” 

In a moment they were locked in each other’s arms ; and Lynch, 
>stem though he w’as in his morality, blamed not the noble nature 
■ of his pure child in thus mingling her embraces. lie looked on 
in silence, through which the sobs of the two women were audible, 
and fur some minutes neither could speak. 

At length Adrienne assumed her self-command, and, clearing the 
tears from her eyes, gazed on Ellen for an instlint wdth a look of 
.admiration and gratitude. “ You are a noble creature,” said she, 
“ and worthy of all that could be done for* you.” 

“ And what have you not done ?” answered Ellen,—“ preserved to 
me my father !” # 

And deeper still my debt,” said Lyncb, ** you have preserved to 
me a daughter.” 

“ We must paii;,” said Adrienne. “ The carriage waits, and time 
is precious.—Come!” She led to the entrance as she spoke; and as 
they stepped out into the parterre the soft beams of the moon shed a 
soothing light on all things. 

“ AiM now, farewell, and Heaven speed you I” she said, turning to 
Ellen. The moonlight fell full upon her fair forehead and deep and 
lustrous eyes, and Adrienne tliought she seemed more |ike a being of 
heaven than earth. 

“You are like an angel,” she said, with almost devotion in her 
voice, “ and those soft sweet -eyes beam peace into my very soul.” 
She stooped and plucked a stem from a rose tree ; “ I will keep these 
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roses,” she said, “ in remembrance of this hour; and whenever t see 
them they will recall the benign ^ook of those angelic eyes, and I 
fancy that a seraph, for once, looked kindly on me.” 

“ Give me one of those flowers,” said !]^en, “ 'twill be precious to 
me as to you.” 

They divided the stem between them; and after a few last parting 
words, and a fervent blessing from Adrienne, Ellen and her father 
entered the carriage, and started on their toilsome and perilous 
journey. 

For many miles they were silent; both were occupied wltli their 
thoughts,—^thosc of Ellen reverting to the scene in which she had been 
engaged, while Lynch’s were cast foulard to the journey .before them, 
for the accomplishment of which one serious consideration pressed 
upon him, namely, that he doubted if the money he had about him 
would be sufficient to carry them through. He entered into conversa¬ 
tion with Ellen on this point at last, and they held a gloomy council of 
war as they drove through the darkness, for by this time the moon 
had set. It was decided at last that they should exert themselves to 
pass Blois as soon as possible, for, until then, while between Paris and 
the seat of the Marshal, they must run the risk of encountering hia 
emissaries, should they be delayed at any intermediate post. A calcu¬ 
lation of miles versus money was entered into, and Lynch, on reckon¬ 
ing up his casli, almost doubted being able to accomplish this object. 
They dare not write to Paris for money, as a letter might tend to 
trace them, therefore they must send a letter all the way to Nantes 
to obtain suppy^s.—It was in such anxious debate the. night was 
piissed, and horses changed throughout the darkness at the successive 
X)Osts ; and the dawn began to break on the sleepless travellers, as they 
approached the town of Ktampes. There is something peculiarly 
grateful to the senses the return of day, when you have been 
journeying for many»hours through darkness ; and to spirits like those 
of our travellers, overcast with anxieties for the future, that darimess 
was yet more drear. It was with peculiar welcome, therefore, that 
they saw the first rays of the sun burst from their purple bondage in 
,thc east, and sparkle on the dewy vineyards through which they now 
were travelling. Pleasant slopes, too, h^fe and there, were stretching 
down to the river Juine, and the sweet asf>ect-of smiling nature shed 
balm on Ellen’s spirit. The spires of the town appeared in the 
distance, rising among its surrounding meadows, and the morning 
chimes of Ae bells of St. Martin floated on the refreshing breeze { 
the postilion cracked his whip with more energy, and the jaded hacks 
pricked their ears, and seemed to’step out more cheerfully, in expecta¬ 
tion of the rack and manger of the hostelrie. In half' an hour they 
were entering on the skirts of the town, and Lynch suggested to 





£lleB that she should refresh herself wijth breakfast, but assuring him 
felt no inclination as yet for the morning meal, they merely 
changed horses and pursued their journey. The truth was, Ellen was 
anxious to spare their purse as much as possible, and had determined 
that the little basket of confitures should satisfy any craving of nature 
until she had passed Blois. On reaching their next post, however, her 
father again urged her to take some breakfast, but Ellen commenced 
unlacing her little basket, and told him, witli a significant nod, that 
breakfast, dinner, and supper for the next two days were in that 
liltle basket. 

Lynch understood her motive in an instant, and urged her to he 
sure she w'as not overrating h# strength; hut Ellen, with a sweet 
smile of assurance, bade him be content on that point. He called her 
« brave girl, declared she might give even an old soldier a lesson on 
prudence, and, acting on her suggestion, said he would subsist on an 
oceasional crust and huvette (as a hasty cup of refreshment was called) 
imtil their point of danger was past. He quitted the post-chaise, and 
entered the little inn to call for a cup of light wine, for Lynch, being 
an old campaigner, was not afraid of that beverage in the morning. 
As a pretty lively grisette was handing him tlie drink, Ellen suddenly 
entered the house, her face beaming with excitement, and having 
ordered the girl to bring them breakfast directly, took her father’s 
arm, and led him into the parlour of the inn. Lynch could not 
account for this sudden revolution in Ellen’s determination, and her 
<diange of manner. 

Oh, father!” she exclaimed, while the flush of emotion restored 

A 

the colour to her cheek,^—“ that noble creature !” 

The words would have been unintelligible^ but that she opened the 
little bdsket as she spoke, and there, lying amongst the corfiiures, was 
a purse well stored with gold., 

Lynch could not speak, nor Ellen utter another word, but with 
txembling lip and glistening eye she stood looking at her silent father 
till her heart was full to overflowing, and, unable longer to repress her 
amotion, she threw herself on his breast and wept. 

Ellen was not a crying lady, by any means; but her tears on this 
accasmn may be pardoned, when we consider the sudden revulsion 
her feelings. At this,, point of need, when, to save a few /irres, slie 
was willing to abstain from needful sustenance, and opened her litlj^ 
basket, content with the slender support it contained—hecdle|^’bf 
hunger in the more necessary desire for flight—at such A moj?d®nt to 
see a full purse was enoi^h to make a full heart, and ^ftoic only 
could be caliK^.; the difiSiculties and dangers which bes^ .thera were 
lessened by this timely supply, and the demon Want,,-Chat so lately 
threatened to be in league with their enemies, was overcame. 
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The smiling grisette now made her appearance, the table was soon 
spread for breakfast, and cheerfully did father and daughter sit down 
to their morning repast. 

** What is the name of this village, my girl?” inquired Lynch. 

** It is called Montdesir, Monsieur” 

“ An appropriate name,” said Ellen to her father, “ for the place 
where we have found what was so much to be wished for; d Mont^ 
dedr fai trouvS moft desir.” * < 

“Come!” said her father, “I am glad to see you are merry 
enough to make a cahmbourg.” 

They both, however, displayed renovated spirits; and he was as 
willing to listen to as she to utter lively sallies—for lively she was. 
She had quite shaken off the gloom which oppressed her over¬ 
night ; for it seemed to her that fate was inclined to favour thmr 
escape, and*Ellen augured well of the remainder of their journey. No 
time was lost, however, in pursuing it; fresh horses were ordered, and 
now that they had got those golden wings which can transport the tra¬ 
veller with accelerated speed, a trifling douceur in the stables always 
secured the best pair of horses, and a bribe to the postilion pushed 
them to their best paefe, so that the next fifty miles were much sooner 
passed than the former, and they were enabled to dine at Orleans. 
Here Lynch offered Ellen a feW hours* rest; but she preferred the 
prosecution of their journey, and another night of travel was under¬ 
taken. The next morning saw them approaching Blois; this, the 
point they were an^ous to pass, was reached in safety; and now they 
were within twelve miles of the man who sought their capture: little 
did the Marshal linow how near to him was the prey his myrmidons 
were then^ seeking in Paris. This proximity to their enemy made 
Ellen very anxious, however, and she begged her father to make no 
further delay than change of horses required. Even at Chousy and 
Veuve she refused any refreshment; and it was not until reaching 
Haut Chantier that she took a slight breakfast. On they sped again, 
and reached Tours in time for dinner; which Ellen enjoyed more than 
her breakfast, as her courage rose in proportion to the distance placed 
between them and their enemy. Her father suggested some rest at 
Tours; but as there were still some hours of the day available, EUeu 
declared herself strong enough to pursue the journey farther. Fresh 
horses were therefore ordered; and now, leaving the southern route, 
they struck off to the right, westward, making for the coast; and 
having achietred two posts and a half, Ellen was content to give the 
night to sleep, and they rested at Pile St. Marc. 



CHAPTER XXL 




It was one morning, early in July, 1745, that a large merchantman 
was seen, under jury masts, maldng what sail she could up the Loire, 
assisted in ascending the stream by being in tow of a handsome 
French corvette, whose prize she seemed to be. On reaching Port 
Launai they dropped their anchors, as the sands preventeef vessels of 
their burthen proceeding higher. 

A boat was lowered from the corvette, and the Captain Avent on 
shore to report himself. Being congratulated on bringing in a prize, 
he replied, the prize was not so very much, as she Avas a Spaniard, 
retaken from an English privateer ; and, therefefre, as tlie vessel of a 
frieudly state, they could only claim salvage upon her. 

“ To judge from her masts,” said Ihe officer with whom he spoke, 
“ you did not get her Avithoufc bloAvs.” 

“ No ; the Englishmen fought like devils, and a great number were 
killed; such as there are I will send up to Nantes Avlicn the tide 
makes. Bjj the bye, that is a very, jwetty brig that lies in the river; 
do you know what she is ? ” ^ ' 

“It is suspected she is'meant for the service of the Chevalier 
St. George. You know whom I mean ! ” 

“ To be sure I do. Wasn’t I at Dunkirk when tlie troops were 
embarked in his cause, and didn’t I barely escape going on the I’ocks? 
Parblcu ! I shan’t forget that gale in a hurry! So he has got some* 
thing in the wind again ?” 

“ So it is rumoured here.” 

“ Well, I wish him better weather than he had last—^that’s all— 
good bye! ” 

As the naval officer was returning to liis boat, he was accosted by a 
gentleman, who held out his hand, and claimed acquointana^ 

“ Do you not remember me ?” said the stranger. 

“I have a recollection of your features, and yet I cannot recall 
Avhere it was we met.” 

You don’t forget Dunkirk ?” Inquired the stranger. 

f‘ Ah! I have i^jjpow.—The Irish Brigade—you were on hoard my 
ship—” “ 
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, « The same.” 

<*Glad to see you,” said the sailor, shaking him heartily by the 
hand. “ But you are not in uniform now, that is the reason I did not 
remember you.*' 

“Is the corvette here, Captam?” asked the stranger. 

^ Yes, there she lies yonder.” 

“ Might I speak a word in private with you ?” 

“ Certainly. 1 am going on board this moment, will you come ?” 

" WiUingly.” 

“ Something brewing, 1 suppose,” said the Captain, with a fig- 
nificant nod, and pointing to the pretty brig. 

“We will speak of that when^we get on board,” returned the 
stranger. 

With these words he followed the Captain to his boat, and they were 
rapidly rowed to the corvette; and as they passed the prize, which 
was lying close alongside, a voice shouted loudly, “ Captain Lynch 1 
Captain Lynch!! ” 

Lynch—lor the strange companion of the naval commander was he, 
looked up, and, with no small surprise, saw ISled leaning over the 
bulwark of the merchantman, and waving his hand as he called 
to him, saying he wished to speak witlx him. 

Lynch explained to the Fr||^chman Ned’s desire, which the Captain 
said should be gratified, as he would send for him to come on 
board the corvette. “ ’Tis a strange chance that you should meet 
here,” said the Frenchman. “ Do you know him well ?” 

“ Not intimately,” said Lynch. “ But all I know of liim I have 
reason to like, for he has laid me twice under obligation—once deeply 
so. He is a very spirited young fellow.” 

“ ril swear to that,” said tlio Frenchman j “ fur I never saw a man 
fight a ship more gallantly.” 

“ But what brought him fighting on board a Spanish siiip ?” in¬ 
quired Lynch. 

“ Tliat is a most extraordinary piece of romance, w'hich I can’t . 
pretend to tell you, but which of comse he can enlighten you upon 
when you sec him. His uncle, who is ovroer of the ship, and a Spanish^ 
subject, interceded with me not to confine your young friend with the 
rest of the prisoners, but to grant him parole; and as I had proved 
him to be a gallant fellow, I made the old man happy in acceding to his 
request. And now for this private affair of your own,” he added, aa 
he led him into the cabin of the corvette, ai^ pointed to a seat. 

“ You are right in your suppositions about the brig yonder,” said 
Lynch.—“ I need say no more,—^for the less said about secret expedi¬ 
tious the better j and however you may receive what I have to pro¬ 
pose, you, of course, will affect to known notldil about bur designs* 
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We are all ready on board, but we dare not, in so ligittiy-armed a 
TOBsel, venture to sail in British waters. We have been led to 
expect, in an underhand way, (for the government will do nothing 
for us openly,) the protection of a sixty-gun ship, but she is not yet 
arrived, and we may be disappointed in the end, while every day's 
delay is detrimental to our cause. Now, as you are cruising in the 
Atlantic, could you not just as well take a turn with us to the northward, 
and I am prepared to promise the Prince would not be ungrateful.” 

The Captain said he dare not act without orders; that every¬ 
thing connected with the marine was cavilled at in those days,—^that 
no commander might risk the slightest overstepping of duty. 

Lynch continued to tempt tlse sailor, suggesting many modes 
whereby he might excuse or justify “ a little run towards Scotland.”— 

For instance,” he said, “ could you not suppose you saw a sail, and 
aay yon chased it ? ” 

“ You forget, my friend, that there are other eyes than a Captain’s 
on board ship, and that there are accounts kept of our doings.—I dare 
not comply with your request.” 

Lynch, finding it vain, gave up his attempt, and returned to the 
deck, where he found N^d had already arrived, and cordial was the 
greeting he gave him, reminding him they had not seen each other 
since the night they parted at Courtrai.^ 

“ And that you presented me with a sword,” said Ned. 

“ Which I heard you made brave use of,” returned Lynch. 

Ned hereupon ventured to hope Ellen was well, colouring so deeply 
as he spoke, that it was plain the inquiry was not uninteresting to him. 

Lynch answered in tiie affirmative ; and said she would be glad to 
see him if the Captain would extend his pof'ole to a visit on shore; 
** for I hear you are a prisoner,” said he, “ and that there is some very 
strange piece of romance about this affair in which you have been 
engaged.” 

Ned owned it was so, and that he should be delighted to relate to 
him the circumstances of the adventure, if he would favour him with 
a visit on board the merchantman. 

Lynch consented, and Ned was delighted,'for he had many objects in 
view in getting Lynch on board. In the first place, tliouglThe would 
not join in practising a deceit on his shipmates regarding the gold 
concealed in the snuff, he had no such scruples about Frenchmen, and 
hoped to obtain through Lynch an agency by which this money 
might be recovered. In Ijho next place, he wished Lynch to under¬ 
stand that he was his uncle’s heir, and was anxious to set before the 
eyes of his fiur one’s father the wealth to which he should succeed. 
Great was Ned’s joj^therefore, when he saw Lynch set nis foot on 
the deck of the merenantman, and presented to him Serdior Carcojas, 
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tor he afciU assumed the Spaniard, while. Ned retained the name of 
Fitzgerald. i 

After giving a rapid account of his privateering adventure, Ned then 
confided to Lynch the secret of the hidden gold, and the means wherdby 
it might be saved, concluding with asking Lynch’s assistance. 

Lynch paused for a moment, and, after some consideration, said he 
knew a little of the Captain of tlie corvette, with whom he had once 
sailed, and though he should be glad to oblige Ned, yet, for Ihe 
interest of a gentleman to whom lie had only just been introduced, he 
would not like to interfere in such an affair. 

“ Allow me on that point, sir,” said Ned, “ to set you right.—My 
uncle’s generosity permits me to say, that what is hi »—^is mine; there¬ 
fore, in giving us your aid in this, you oblige me rather than him,” 

“ Well, that alters the case,” said Lyncli, “ and as I owe you my 
good offices, perhaps I may assist you.” 

“ Ah, sir !” said old Jerome,—“ do not say perhaps,—say you will. 
Did you but know the ardent de.sires that have put this boy of mine on 
his adventures, 1 am sure you would sympathize with him. He has 
been acting under the dominion of a romantic passion, which spurred 
him to seek sudden wealth in desperate adventure., in the doing which 
he unconsciously despoiled me, his uncle. Chance led him to discover 
this, and though he might hi|re kept the Secret, his conscience would 
not let him; he humiliated himself in repentant acknowledgment 
before me, and that act of grace won him lasting favour in my eyes. 
Since then, the honourable .spirit to his companions in adventure, 
which urged him to defend this ship to the utmost, against his own 
interest, has raised him in my esteem, and t]||ir^ore I beg to repeat 
to you, sir, that whatever is mine is his ; and as I have told you the 
love of a lady has been the prime mover in all his affairs, 1 may as 
well be candid with you, and tell you also, that not only whatever is 
mine is his—^but is also—your daughter’s—^if she will do him the 
honour to share it with him.” 

This was a most unexpected propositiofi to Lynch, who was silent 
for some minutes, during which Ned, who wjis rather “taken aback” 
by. his uncle’s out-speaking, hung down his bead, and dared not lo(A at 
Ellen’s father. 

When Lynch broke silence, it was in a question to Ned.—“ Does 
my daughter know you love her ?” said he. 

“ She does.” 

“ Is the love returned ?” ^ 

“ I dare not hope that” said Edward.—"It was in those few 
hurried moments of dangler at Bruges, which you alluded to, that I 
had the hardihood to throw myself at her feet” 

“ And what did she answer >” 
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** Nothing, in fact,” said Ned. “ She did not ^courage—^but—I 
jnagr sa^—neither did she disdain me.” 

** Fairlj answered,” returned Lynch ; “ and I will as fairly tell you 
my intention for her is another alliance.” 

Ned could not answer in words, hut there was an expression of 
despair in the look he cast upon Lynch more eloquent than language,— 
so eloquent that it touched him. And he continued,—“ At the same 
tilde I must confess she has given no answer on the subject; and on a 
subject so serious, she shall never be controlled by me to accept —^how¬ 
ever I may consider myself justified in the authority to'or, at 
least, delay • 

Peculiar emphasis was laid on tlie last word ; and it was painful to 
watch the changes that passed over Edward’s face as the sentences 
followed each other. 

“ Now I have two propositions to make,” continued Lyncli. “ There 
is an expedition undertaken to replace the rightful king of England 
on his throne; in that expedition we want brave men and ready 
money. Now, sir,” said he, addressing tlie old man, “if I get your 
valuable snuff out of jeopardy, will you advance a loan of a thousand 
pieces to Prince Charles, to procure arms and ammunition, which wc 
need ?” 

“ Willingly,” said the old man. “ I wish his cause W'cU.” 

“ And will you,” he said to Edward, “ give the aid of a bold heart 
and able hands to the cause, as the price of my consent?” 

“ With all my heart!” said Ned. 

“ I must make tins additional proviso,” added Lynch, “ that until 
our expedition has strqpk its blow, no word of love must pass between 
you and nyr daughter.” 

This damped Ned’s rising spirits ; but it w'as such a brightening of 
•his hopes to have his pretensions entertained in the least, that he 
agreed to the coJidition, but hoped he miglit he permitted to sec her. 

Her father consented to tins, and Ned’s heart bounded with joy j 
but a sudden difficulty pre^nted itself to him in the recoUection that 
he was a prisoner. 

** That is a difficulty easily got over,” said Lynch ; “ offer to enlist 
in the Irish Brigade, an# the commandant of Nantes wiH he ready 
enough to give you your libeiiy; and, when once enrolled, it will be 
easy to manage that you join the expedition. 

]bynch set out for Nantes at once, where Ned’s liberation was 
effected ; and the secret of the gold w'as confided to Walsli, the mer¬ 
chant, who, in consequence, became the purchaser of the snuff when 
the cargo of prize was .offered for sale, which it was in a few days. 
Tills valuable lot of tobacco was sent off to a private store, where the 
peculiar virtues of t&e snuff were extracted; and though, in modem 
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times, much is asserted in darning advertisements of the rare qualities 
of certain eye snuffs, we venture to affirm that no snuff was ever so 
good for anybody’s eyes as that proved to Don Jerome’s4 

The thousand promised pieces were handed over for Charles Edward’s 
service, and a commission promised to Ned in the first raiment the 
Prince should raise on his landing. 

Ned was now amongst the most impatient of all for the arrival of 
the promised convoy ; he longed to embark in the expedition, whidti, 
by engaging him in the honourable profession of arms, would elevate 
him at once to the rank he desired,—a rank entitling him to the c^- 
pany bf a peer, or the hand of a lady.—But as yet he had not seen 
Ellen, though her father assured him he should before they sailed; 
day after day passed, however, without this promised pleasure being 
fulfilled. At length the Elizabeth, a ship of sixty-seven guns, was 
reported to be waiting at Bclleisle, to convoy the brig ; and the 
stores were at once forwarded to the man-of-war, and the Prince’s 
adlicrents given notice to hold themselves in readiness for embarkation 
on the morrow. In the mean time they were all invited to an enter¬ 
tainment that evening, which the Prince gave before his departure. 
There were a few young nobles and men of rank who had followed 
him to Nantes,—some to join him in the expedition, some to witness 
his departure, and breathe good wishes for speed and safety to his 
sails. Among this goodly company were some noble ladies j and his 
fast friend, the young Duke do Buillon, graced this gallant little 
circle. Hitherto, all these gay people, as well as the Prince, observed 
great quietness while waiting for the arrival of the convoy, wishing 
the intended expedition to be as little bruiiid as possible ; but now 
that the hour of departure had arrived, one brilliant meeting was 
agreed to, where hopeful hearts might cheer tlie adventurer with 
parting gratulations, fair lips whisper blessings on his course, ^d 
brimming glasses foam to the heartfelt toast of success to the throne- 
seeker. 

There are times when the great find it their interest to be gracious,* 
and at this parting reunion given by the Prince, there were no excep¬ 
tions among his adherents. Walsh, the merchant, was th%re, 
and Ned, as the young gentleman who wa^ to have a commission, was 
presented to the Prince; and his unde, who had advanced the thou¬ 
sand pieces, was also a guCst. It may be imagined how Ned’s love of ^ 
gentility was gratified by being presented to a real, live prince—join¬ 
ing in the same party with noble ladies, and a whole duke, to say 
nothing of some clippings of nobility that were scattered about. 
But beyond this was his joy at seeing his lovely Ellen once more. 
She received him with a most gracious smile, and spoke with him for* 
a good while; sharing her conversation, however, with Kirwon, who 
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S^ept near her, and seemed studious in his attentions. **Ah!** 
thought Ned, ** there he is again.” It was manifest her father favoured 
the suit of Kirwan; and the promise under which Ned was boun^ 
placed him at a sad disadvantage ;—he was pledged not to speak one 
word of love ; but Ned, however, could not help looking it; and he 
met Ellen's eyes two or three times in the course of the evening in a' 
way no woman could misunderstand. She —La belle IrUmdaise — 
received the choici^t courtesies of the most distinguished men in the 
room; her foot was lightest in the dance, her lip most eloquent in 
re^lhrtee, though fair forms and quick wits were there. Brightly 
passed that evening; every heart seemed wrought to its highest 
bent; and flashing eyes and brilliant smiles met Charles Edward on 
every side, shedding hopefulness over his spirit, and seeming to prog* 
nesticatc triumph to that expedition which ended so fatally. 

, *' Brightly then, to Fancy’s seenuo]^, 

The wily web of Fate was gleaming^ 

The warp was gold, of dazzling shedii. 

But dark the weft she wove between.*** ' 

So wrote one in after years; one who then Avas present, and stniled 
and hoped like the rest. And sweet voices Avere there, and lays of 
the gallant troubadours were sung, as befitting such a meeting. One 
beautiful girl gave an old romaunt of Provence; one of those strange 
conceits which breathe of love and chivaliy. We shall try a metrical 
version of the quaint old thing, which was called— 
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' To horse! to horse! ’* the trumpet sings, midst clank of spear and shidd 
The knight into his saddle springs, and rushes to the field! 

A lady looked from out her bower, the stately knight drew'near, 
from her snowy hand she dropt her glove upon his spear, 
placed it on his helmet’s crest, and join’d the gallant l^d;— 

^The lady’s glove it now is mine, but soon I’ll Airin the hand!” ** 

IS. 

Above the pbmging tide of fight their plumes now dance like Qiray; ] 
And many a crest of note and might bore proudly through the Dray; ; 
Bixt still the little glove was seen the foremost of the band; 

And deadly blows the fiercest fell from that fair lady’s hand! 

Before him every foeman flies; his onset none can stand; 

More Altai e’en than Jadiss* eyes was that fiur lady’s hand I 
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And Qov the trumpet sounds retreat, the foem^n droops his crest; 

The fight is past, the sun has set. and all have sunk to. rest— 

Save one—^who spurs his panting steed back froip the conquering hand; 

And he who won the lady’s glove—now claims the lady’s band. * 

*Tis won!—^’tis won! that gallant knight is proudest in the land; 

Oh, what can ixerve the soldier’s am like hope of lady’ithandl 

The song, of course, was received with enthusiasm, where so manj 
soldiers were present; and as the exclamations of hravc^ and 
“ cfiarmant" ran from lip to lip, Ned, was curious to know what the 
meaning of the song was which pleased so much, and inquired of 
Ellen, who hastily gave him the point of the romance. > 

Ned was quite charmed with the idea, which inspired him with jhc 
notion of making it himself a good turn. He had promised not 
to speak of love to .pUen, but to “ give her a hint” now lay so fair 
before him, he coul^ not resist it. Bowing low beside her chair, h© 
said in a voice, sweet with lovingneas, “ Do you know that I have got 
a glove of yours alrea^V' 

‘‘A glove of mine?” said ]E^cn, in surprise, and blushing at the 
obvious Implication. 

“ Yes,” he said, and was going fo tell her how he obtained it, when 
Lynch approached, and he could say no more. She was soon led again 
to dance, and Ned had no further opportunity of exchanging a word 
with her. Supper soon after was announced, and a bright last hour 
-was spent; foaming pledges of champaign passed round the brilliant 
hoard ; and, at last, the parting toast of success to the expedition was 
given. The glasses were drained, and flung backward over each 
man’s head, that their brims, so honoured, might never bear a toast 
less precious. The ladies rose and waved their handkerchiefs, and 
tears of excitement glistened on bright cheeks tliat were dimpled with 
smiles of gratulation. The joyous piu*ty broke up, and soon the dawn 
appeared of that busy day wluch was to see the adventurers on the 
water. Port Launai was a scene of bpstlc at an early hour: a swift 
cutter lay ready to bear the larger portion of the Prince’s adherents 
on board the Elizahethi which lay outside tiie harbour of Belleis]% 
while a chosen few should bear the Prince company on board tho 
EouteUe. Among these were Lynch and his daughter; and befor^ 
Ned embarked on board the cutter, he had the mortification to -seo 
Kirwan hand EUen into one of the Douteiys boats, and seat himseH 
beside her, followed by her father and Walsh, who sailed pn board his 
own brig, to do the honours to Jthe Prince. • 

Thus was he separated again ftom EUen, while his rival had the 
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ftdfiyiiage of bearing her company. Ned was ungallant enough, 
jhowever, to make a very horrid speech to himself. ** Shell be sea- 
dck,” thought Ned, “ and won’t be in much humour for love-making 
—that’s a comfort.” 

Oh, fie! Ned! 

' He,•at the same time, felt a pride in being on board the ship which 
should protect the bark that bore his “ladye-love;” and when, with 
favw ping breeze, the two vessels in company stood out to sea, there 
w no eye v atched the beautiful Doutelle so eagerly as Ned’s. 

For three days they thus kept company, and were unobserved by 
fhe British -uisers ; but on the fourth a ship, bearing the English 
flag, hove in sight, and bore down on them. Under present circum¬ 
stances, to avoid a hostile colhijipn was desirable; therefore every 
effort wus made to get off without an action; but from the point the 
wind Lew, the Englishmnu Iifflu .he power to force them to battle; 
and though Inferior, by ten guns, to the Mizahethy determined to 
engage her, and the brig of 18 as well. The French man-of-war 
deared for action, and took a position between the enemy and the 
Doutelle, whose men were at thdr quarters also, ready to assist her 
consort, and annoy the British ship, "who.now opened her guns, as die 
bore down gallantly against such odd., The Frenchman returne-^ he 
fire with promptitude, and the shot soon began to tell on both sh .s ; 
in ten minutes more the lAon and Elizaheth were hard at it, pouring 
broadsides into each other with murderous effect. And now it was 
that the Doutelle might have done good service ; though her weight 
of metal could not have damaged much so large a ship as the TAon, yet 
her guns, well used, might have annoyed her considerably, while 
engaged with a vessel of superior force;. but, shame to tell, she 
sheered off, and made all sail, in a disgraceful flight, leaving her con¬ 
sort to sustain the whole brunt of the action, which was fiercely main¬ 
tained for six hours ; after which, both ships were so damaged, that 
they mutually gave up the contest. The Elizaheth was in too shattered 
a condition to keep the sea; therefore she returned to her own shores 
—a fatal mischance for Charles Edward, for she bore all the military 
stores. How drooped the hearts of his adlierents on board as they thought 
of the unprovided state in which their Prince would reach Scotland, 
fihould he dare to continue his course; but heavier drooped the heart 
of poor Ned, who saw himself again separated from all that was deal’ 
to him on earth, without the smallest chance of knowing where or 
frhmi he might ever see her more. 
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Whilk Ned was grieving for his separation from Eh.'oi, Finch wai» 
regretting the loss of Ned. The gallant fight Ned sustained in the 
merchantman enhanced his valuc!||||^ Finch’s e 3 res; and when the 
overwhelming fire of the corvette OTOve the privateer from the support 
of her prize, and forced l^r seeV ^in-ffiight her own safety and that 
of the treasure she had filready secure, Finch was moved to a deeper 
regret for Ned’s mishap in falling into the enemy’s hands than his 
nature was often susceptible of entertaining ; while in this mood, and 
while Nod’s gallantry Vas fresh in, their memories. Finch proposed to 
the crew, that, in the division of their booty, when they should xStunij^ 
N(;t^*and his gallant compaiiion in the prize should not be forgotten, 
bu^Ikheir sliares allotted and set aside, in case they should survive and 
return to England to claim them. This, with that generosity which 
eliaracterizos seamen, was readily agreed to, and the privateer having 
suffered considerably in the action, it was considered advisable to 
return to port, to secure what they had already got, wad refit before 
they should sueh more, unless some smaU prize should fall in their way. 
Their good luck prevailed in this respect; they picked up a litde 
French merchantman after a run of a couple of days, which raised the 
spirits of the adventurers, and greatly consoled them for the loss of 
the Spaniard. They should have the satisfaction, too, of *Uugging 
something after them” into port,—*a great joy to Jack,—and when, 
after much vigilance to keep dear of the swarm of privateers, hc^ 
French and Spanish, that hovered about the mouth of the chatind, 
they caught the first glimpse of their own difis, where seemity 
awaited them, how the heart of every seaman bounded! There is no 
one has the same delight and pride in bis native land as a 8ailor,>«oit 
beats that of a landsman hollow ;—nor can we wonder at this if we 
consider the circumstences that engAnder the feeling:—Is it uot^taA^ 
natural, that, after long and dangerous absences on the waste of watsi^': 
the sight of his own shores should touch the seaman’s heart ?—that be 
should rgoice in the coming pleasure of embraeing those who wept 
bis departure and shall smile at Ins return^ 

" Tis sweet to know there is an eye tS^mark 
Our coining and grow brighter when we 
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thoT^ the thought could not be so beautifully expressed 1^ the 
...rough tar, still is it felt as deeply. In anticipalion he pictures the 
bright glance of joy with which his wife or his sweetheart will rush 
to his embrace,—he opens his arms on empty air, and folds them ou 
his breast,—^he fancies jthe loved one is within them, and in the delu- 
rion of the moment exclaims, Bless her I’* 

y Even such gentle emotions stirred some of the hearts among the 
dare-devils on board the privateer ; and as they filled the cup to 
drink “ Welcome home to old England,” Tresham found a ready echo in 
every bosom as he raised his voice in praise of the “white clifls.” 
Hevm: was song hailed with louder welcome, nor joined in with heartier 
chorus, than these carel&a rhymes which picture the vessel returning 
“ from foreign,” lowering her f^ts over ♦Jhc side, and bearing the 
islanders to theii* native strand:— 


(i^ut <2DUff. 

I. 

Thk boat that left yon veBsel’s side, 

Swift as the sea-hird’s whig, 

^ Doth skim across thetsparkiing tide 
like an enchanted thing 1 
Enchantment, there, may hear a part, 

Her might is in each oar. 

For love inspires each island heart 
l%at nears its nsetive shore; 

And as they gaily speed along. 

The breeze before them bears their song: 

“ Oh, merrily row, boys—^iperrily! 

Send the oar to the bounding skiff. 

Of every shore 
Wide ocoan o’er, 

Tbne’s none like onr own white cliffT* 

• 

Through sparkling foam they bound—they 
The mnch-Ioved shore they nigh— 

With deeper panting beats each heart. 

More brightly beams each eye! 

-As flUi the crowded strand they wek 
'Some well^cnown form to trace. 

In hopes to meet some hioshing cheek, 

Or wife, or child’s embrace; 

The oar the spray now faster flings. 

More gaily yet each seaman sings: 

“'Oh, merrily rew, boys—merrily! 

Bend theoarto tiie hmmdmgMu^ 
jpf every shore, * 

Wide ocean o’er, 

ISiere's none like onr own white cliff 1 ” 
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Before sun-down tho privateer had dropped her^onehor in a nahive' 
harbour, and the scene represented by tlie fan^ of - the bard was 
ensicted in reality. The shore-ward boats—the plashing oars-»-the 
eager eyes and expectant friends—all, all were there; and ther^sailors 
flushed with prize-money, and their friends willing to spend it with 
them, made the town bedsterona witli their festivity; and 

Midnight shoot and revelry, 

Tipsy danee and jollity t 


ruled the “small hours” of the four-aud-twenty. 

Finch came on shore, but did not join in such rude mirth. He 
proceeded to London, preferring to spend, any spare time he could 
atford, there; and really unxiou^o tell the good-hearted landlady 
the luck of his adventure, and return the sum she had' lent him. On 
reaching the capital he pi*oeeedcd at once to his old.haunt; and the 
first object which attracted his attention in the bar, was Phaidrig-na- 
pib petting the landlady’s little girl on his knee ; and the familiarity 
of the child with the blind piper indicated tliat he Jiad sometliing like 
u family position in the establishment. 

Finch hailed the piper. 

“ Arrah, is that yourself, then, so soon buck ?” exclaimed Fhaidrig. 

“ You know me, then,” said Finch. 

“ To be sure I do.” 

“ What’s my name, then?” 

“ Sure I heard you spake more than once, Captain Finch ; and once 

enough for me. Why is not the young masther with you?” He 
meant Ned. 

“ How do you know he is not with me?” cnquii'ed Finch, in 
surprise. * 

“ Oh, by a way of my own:—where is he ? ” 

“ J[ am sorry to tell you he iati prisoner.” 

“ Oh, my poor fe'iiow!” exclaimed Phaidrig, in distress, clapping 
Ins hands:—“A prisoner!—Who eotcH him?” 

“ The Frentdi.” 

“'The Lord be praised!” said Phai^^ig, as if his mind was greatly 
relieved. 


Finch, in surprise, asked why he . gave thanks for Jiis friend being 
taken prisoner by the French. 

“ Bekaze 1 was afeerd it was the English had 1dm,” said Phaidrig. 

“ And would you rather he was prisoner in Franco thoipbEzig^ 
land?” 


“ Faix, I would; sure, he might meet vs'ith some friends there. 
The Brigade is therc^ and if all fails, can’t he list?—-Throth, that 
Brigade—my bicssin’ on it—^is as good as a small estate to the wild 
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yott&g Irish gentry. Besides, if a sartin person I know is in France, 
•lid knew of the lad being there, he*d give him a lift, 1 go bail.*’ 

** I guess the person you mean.” 

. “ Throth, you don’thow could you?” 

Findi whispered a name, and a few secret words, in Phudrig’s ear 
to which the piper replied by a long low whistle; ahd, turning up his 
face, and fixing his sightless eyes as though he would look at Finch, 
exclaimed in a suppressed tone, “ Tare-an-ouns—^how did you know 
that?” 

“ Oh, a way of my own—as you said to me just now.” 

“ Come up, come up,” said Pkaidrig, rising and leading the way:— 
“ Come up to the little room, and we’ll talk — we mustn’t spake in 
the bar here.” ^ 0 

He led the way up-stmrs, and Finch and he were soon seated in a 
snug little bed^ioom, where Phaidrig’s hat and pipes, hanging against 
the wall, indicated the apartment to be his own. 

** You seem quite at liome, here,” said Finch. 

“ Oh yes,” answ'ered Phaidi'ig; “ the misthris is a kind craj'ther:— 
Afther you and Misther Ned w'cnt off in that hurry, she took pity on 
me, as a dark man, without friends, in a strange place, and offered me 
ahelther till it plazed me to go back to Ireland ; so the few days 1 was 
resting here 1 used to play the pipes below-stairs to rise the money 
for the journey, and, by dad, the people used to like it so well—(the 
pipes I mane)—that they came t^ricc to hear me, and brought a frind 
with them, so that when 1 was thinking of making a start of it for 
Ireland, Mrs. Banks, the daiiin’, comes to me, and, says she, ^F'aydrig,' 
says she, for tlie English can’t get their tongues round the fine soft 
sound of our language at al^ and docs be "always clippin’ it, like the 
coin * — the, craythcr could no more get the fine mouthful of soft 
sound, than climb the moon—^she couldn’t say Faw-dlndg for the life 
of her; but she has a fine soft heart for all that; and, says she, * I 
wish you’d continue playing in the house,’ says she, ‘ for you are bring¬ 
ing custom to it, and, to make you as comfortabic as 1 can, and not 
give yon the throuble of groping your way along the streets,’ says she, 
* yoii shall have a room in the house, and share of the best that is 
going.’” 

“ 1 suppose the end of all this is,” said Finch, ** that you have mar¬ 
ried the widow ?” 

, ** Oh no, captidn,” said Phaidrig, laughing; “ faix 1 niver tried to get 
at tliS soft side of her heart; and I’U toll you why—because it might 
get her into tbroid>le—^as you’ll see, when I tell you all in a minute ot 
two more-rand I wouldn’t hurt or harm her for the world, for she’s as 
fine a hearted crayther as ever breathed the blessed air of life.” 

* Coin-cllp|ang was a common ofFeace at the period. 
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That she is indeed*” said Finch. ^ 

*' Well'—I staid when she asked me—and, somehow or other* there 
wor many genthry came about the house when th^ heerd on Irish 
piper was hero* and among them, from time to time* I got the * hard- 
word’* that there were wartn hearts here in J^ondon for one that was 
‘ over the watcr**t‘and thgy used to ask me to private parties to play— 
‘ by the way but it was probing me deep, they wor, about the hopes 
of the ' blackbiM’ in the bushes in ould Ireland: and I have seen more 
than one noble lord about the matther.” 

“ MorCy I have no doubt,'* stud Finch, with emphasis. 

“ What do you mane?” inquired the piper. 

“ Put a Harry to that,” was the answer. 

“ Wow wow! ” ejaculated Phaid||||^; “ I see yop know more than I 
thought. Well, my Lord Barrymore hears front Spptla^ regular; and 
we are towld that we may be expectin’ somethin* thenA4fore long.” 

“ I have no doubt of it,” said Finch. 

“ Ah then, now, captain,” said Phaidrig, “ don't be angiy if I ask 
you one question”- 

“ Not if you ask me fifty,” said Finch. 

How comes it, that, being in with our side, you go on the sea and 
.attack the French and Spaniards, that would help us ?” 

“ A fair question, Phaidrig; and I’ll give as fair an answer:— 
When I was engaged in the ‘ free-trade,’§ as we call it, I had occasional 
<'ommunicutions with adherents of ‘ Somebody,’ and was always willing 
to give a cast across the water to gentlemen in distress; and I don’t 
say but I vrould as soon see the man who ‘ sits in Charley’s chair’ oiit 
of it; for, to be candid, I care very little for either of them; but, as in 
those great afi'airs,—poor men like me seldom come in for anything but 
blows,—and llie profits are only for the few, and the rich, 1 don’t see 
any harm in maicing my own fortune in my own way, find feathering 
my nest while I may; and while the war is a-foo^ and English pri¬ 
vateers mill go out and seize French shtjis, I don’t see why I shouldn’t 
pick up my crumbs as well as others, for whichever side is uppermost 
won’t care a curse for me when peace is made: therefore, though X 
would not betray any man engaged in tltis political game— and per¬ 
haps go as far as to wish them well—neither will I join in it, but get 
on as fast as I can in lining my pocket with French and Spanisn 
prize-money—I don’t care which.” 

“ But suppose you wor made a captain of a man-of-wai’, wftere yoii 

* Secret intelligence, or signal, 

t The well-known phrase indicating the Stuart, 

t A pretenoe. 

§ In one of the early numbers of this work, the term ** free trade” was objected to 

by a critic, as on onaohrooinn; but it is frequently found in the writings of tbe tiino. 
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wo^d bare prize-money all the same, and honour and glory into tlie 
bargain?”- 

“ But where’s th© man-of-war, Phaidrig?” 

“ Sure, wo’ll take them!” said the piper. 

“ Easier said than done, Phaidrig.” * 

1 wish you’d talk to Lord Bai’rymore-vmaybe it’s an admiral 
you’d be?” 

Finch laughed at the sanguine expectation of the Irish piper; 

“ You might as well have a w'ord with him—I’m going there 
to-night.” 

Finch declined, and expressed his wonder tliat Phaidrig should, have 
anything to do W'ith such desperate aftiiirs, more particularly under 
the privation of sight, which renlUred him so helpless in ease acci¬ 
dent should tlirow him into the hands of his enemies. 

“ I can’t help it,” said Phaidrig; “ though I have no eyes, I have a 
heart all the same, and it beats for the rightful king—and whenever 
the row begins, I must be in it.” 

“ You don’t mean to say you’ll join tlie fighting parties?”' 

“ To be sure I will. Won’t him I love best in the world be there— 
the bowld l-iyncb, I mane?—and won’t I folly him to the death?—and 
one comfort is, that though I am blind, and worse off than others in 
that regard, I’m not worse off in anotlier, and that is--1 <‘an die but 
once.** 

** But you run greater risk; for should danger hem you in you 
could not escape.” 

** That would be an advantage; for when I could not see to run I’d 
stand; and don’t you think many would stand with me?—for who, 
with a heart in him, would desert the poor 'blind man- in the front of 
the fight?—and it’s there I’ll be (plaze God!) lilting away for tlicni, 
rousing the blood in them!—Hurroo!” * . 

He waved his lyind wildly above his head as he spoke, and Finch 
looked in admiration upon the heroic blind man, who, unable to restrain 
his enthusiasm, jumped up, hastily reached dowti his pipes frepn the 
peg where they hui^, and began playing a wild battle-time. The 
Tioisi 'of the music in the house attracted attention, and in two or 
three minutes the door was opened, and Mrs. Banks made-her aj^ear- 
ance; hdr joy and surprise were great at the sight of Finch, who, as 
usual, saluted her heartily; and Phaidrig, hearing the smadi:, <sried 
©ut— 

Ah, Captain, you divil, you’re at it again.” 

,, “ Don’t objcct,^baidrig—she’s not yours yet,” said whft*aaw 

in the heightened colour his words called up to the cheeks< pf Mrs. 
Banks, that his''8|Mpaclons of the fisvaur in which Phaidag wuSfll^, 
were not unfounded. 
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CHAPTER XXm. 


Not many days after Finch’s arrival in London, rumour, with her 
thousand tongues, began to whisper alarm to the timid, and hope to 
the disalTccted. Rambling reports reached the capital of a descent 
upon Scotland, and at last it was biPond doubt that Charles Edward 
was landed. It was true, the adventurous prince had’diared to do this 
with seven devoted men, trusting to the well-known attachment of the 
Highlanders to his cause for further support; but the hoiror-mongers 
of London had strengthened him with a French army of ten thousand 
men, and the old wom(jn were in hourly dread of tlie capital being 
sacked by the wild Highlanders. The town was in a ferment. The 
proclamation, warning the papists not to come within ten miles of 
London, was posted up afresh in all the public places—the guards 
Tvere doubled—the corpOTations met and voted addresses, assuring the 
king of the attachment and unshaken loyalty of his good city of London/ 
though these addresses were not jjassed without opposition, som&being 
found stout enough to dispute that England had no right to prefer the 
existing government to any other, unless they would promise a redress 
of grievances, curtailment of expenses, and consequent reduction of taxes 
rendered necessary hy the king’s passion for foreign wars, and desire 
to aggrandize his Hanoverian subjects at England’s expense—“ Where 
is he now, for instance ?” exclaimed Alderman Ilcathcote, in the com¬ 
mon council. “ He is at Hanover, this moment, which he seems to 
think more of than his goodly kingdom of England, invaded during 
his absence. Why is he not on the Sj^ot to guard his throne and 
people ?” 

“ As for his people,” exclaimed a second, “ he does not concem 
himself much about them—however danger to his throne may alarm 
him.” 

“ Let him look to it, or he may lose it,” said Alderman Heathcdie. 

Order I order I” was loudly exclaimed by the loyalists. 

** Take down his words!” cried a hanger-on of tlie court pari^t. 

« Do i”*aried the Alderman-r~*‘ Few words uttered herd are wageti^ 
taking down; they make a pleasant variety. 1 am att- £ki|g^h» 
man. and love my liberties; and 1 do not see any dififermteo in beiii^ ' 
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HAdta* the evil dominion of a Guelph or a Stuart. We are taxed for 
benefit of foreigners—the interests of England are sacrifioed to 
the interests of Hanover. Are the many to be sacrificed for the few ? 
The navy is going to ruin, though the only force we can depend on. 
Where is our army ? Abroad, to fight the battles of strangers; our 
petted army is reduced, year after year, in numbers, in wasteful, use¬ 
less, and costly campaigns. Dettingen and Fontenoi are wet with 
English blood; the one a worthless victory, the other a disastrous 
defeat. On whom are we to depend for the safety of our own sliores ? 
On Dutch and Hanoverians? In the good old days of England’s 
glory, Englishmen had hands to defend their own. heads, and needed 
not the aid of foreigners. Who decided the battle against us at Fon¬ 
tenoi ? The Irish Brigade. W^should we deprive ourselves of the 
natural aid of such brave brothci^od?” 

* “ They are papists, and not to be trusted,” said Finch’s friend, 
liberal Mister Spiggles. 

“ But the government refuses to trust even the Irish Frotestants," 
returned the Alderman. 

** No, no!” cried the court party. 

“ I repeat it,” cried Heathcote. “ The Earl of Kildare offered to 
raise a regiment,'at hu own expense, to support the government, and 
vfas told the king did not need his services ;* while English lords, who 
offer and are allowed to raise regiments, demand also that they shall 
be put on the government establishment, like the rest of the army— 
there’s a contrast for you ! Our government refuses the loyal Iri.sh 
earl’s disinterested offer, while it accepts the bargain-and-sale loyalty 
of your English whig lords. Not one of them has offered to raise a 
regiment gratis.” 

“ The Archbishop of York,” replied one of the court party, “ has 
organized a body of armed men without asking government money.” 

“ Yes,” said Heathcote; “ and put himself at their head.” 

Load cries of “Bravo!” and “ Hear, hear!” resounded in the hall. 

“ Yes,” said Heathcote. “ You cry, Bravo! when your own pre¬ 
late puts himself at the head of a warlike movement; but how often 
have 1 heard my protestant brethren blame a Bomish prelate for the 
same act! Why do you praise the act in one churchman that you 
blame in another ? Because you rave under the influence of a popish 
fever.” 

V, ’ 

$hu8 Spoke the independent alderman, and many were of his 
fldnion, though the pressing emergency of the times prevented their 
outspeakiing; and the clamour of the court party carried the address 
wifii vesy hog words. But it is easy to be courageous and fislk boldlv 
on the mde ** the powers that be.” 

* met Hist Eng - 
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With all this fiao\7, however, of the court party, they were, in truths 
unea^ at the aigna of Uie timea—there was an apparent apathy in 
those who did not oppose them, as if they did not much care which 
side won. It was said at the time by one whose words were worthy 
of noting, “ We wait to know to which of the lion’s paws we are t<.» 
fall.” Another, a member of the administration, writes, We are for 
the first comerand asserts that five thonsand regular troops would 
then have decided the affair without a battle, so unprepared was the 
government, and so disaffected the people. These apprehensions, 
therefore, produced extraordinary measures. The rich merchants 
subscribed a sum of 260,0001. for the support of additional troops; 
and tlie more rich, who always dread political changes, were, in self- 
defence, obliged to enter into a fin:||pr subscription for the support of 
the Bank of England, for public errait was shaken, and a run on the 
bank had already begun. Great vigilance was exercised for the 
security of the city; guards were everywhere doubled; the Tower 
was watched with a caution almost ridiculous; the city called out the 
train-bands, and watch and ward was kept night and day; the city 
gates were shut at ten o’clock at night, and not rc-opened again until 
six in the morning. The proprietors of public places of entertain¬ 
ment, such as jelly-houses,* taverns, and the like, were ordered to 
beware what persons they harboured, and were restricted in their 
hours i and all suspicious-looking persons were taken up in the street, 
without anything more than their looks against them. It w^as at this 
period of distrust and excitement, that, one night, some lime after 
Mrs. Banks had closed her house, a cautious tap was heard at the 
door, which at such a time she dread<;<l to open, for spies were about, 
endeavouring to entrap the unwary i^to opening their doors by some 
specious story, and then giving them up for a fine to the authorities, 
which fine was pocketed by the informer. Mrs. Banks would not 
open the door, yet still the knock was repeated; and if caution and 
solicitation were ever expressed in such a mode, the present tapping 
at the door was a case in point. To Phaidrig’s fine ear it pleaded so 
powerfully, that ho begged to be allowed to go to the door and en¬ 
deavour to find out who sought admittance. 

“ Don’t be afeerd.—^I’ll make no mistake,” said the piper; none 
hut a friend shall get in.” 

He went to the door and addressed a word to the person outside, 
who answered.—The first word of response was enough for Phaidrig 
—the bolt was drawn, the door hastily opened, a person admitted, mid' 
the door as quickly shut. Finch, who was in a back parlour with 
Mrs. Banks, heard the voice of Phaidrig in great delight in the dark 
hall, through which he led the belated guest to the apartmenfi, and 
* Faroorite places of resort at the time. 
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botk landlady and Flacli were startled with astfmu&oaeAt.when^.ia die 
pi^son of the new comer,,they beh^ Ned. With whalb.woiidBidBg 
and hearty welcome did they receive the man who was eupposed to be 
a prisoner in France, who absolutely reeled under the sudden rush 
of questions which assailed him,, as to the. manner of his escape. 
When “ one at a time” was content to be answered, he replied that 
the story was too long and intricate to be entered^into at that moment, 
and that he would reserve for Finch’s ear on the morrow the entir<>. 
account of his adventures in France. For the.present, they must bf: 
ccmtent to know that, obtaining his liberty, he trusted to a fishing- 
boat for the means of crosang the channel; that,, under cover of 
night, he had landed unobserved, and had made his way up to 
London without difficulty, and diiLnot know, until reacliing the city, 
the risks a str^mger ran after nigntfall of becoming the proy of the 
watch, and that he had had a narrow escape of being picked up b}' 
these worthies, into whose hands he must have fidlen, but for the 
timely opening of the door. Mrs. Banks, like a “ sensible woman,” 
saw, after some time, she wa.s one too many, so, leaving plenty of 
creature-comforts for their benefit, she took her leave, and left the 
three men to discuss among themselves that which her natural quick¬ 
ness told her they did not choose her to be a party to. As soon as she 
retired, Ned confided to his companions the part he had undertaken 
as regarded the Pretender, and declared his intention of proceeding 
immediately to Scotland. Pliaidrig recommended liim to communi¬ 
cate with certain influciitial persons in Loudon he could mention, 
before he started, as he would be all the wolcomer at bead quarters for 
being the bearer of confidential intelligence. Finch coincided in this 
opinion, and Ned agreed to wait fpr an interview with the Lords BaiTy- 
more and Bolinghroke, which Pnaidrig promised him the day follow¬ 
ing. They continued to discuss the exciting topics of that momentous 
time with an energy and interest sharpened by the sense of personal 
danger which attended those wlio bad determined to engage in the 
struggle, and they did not .separate until the pale dawn, breaking 
through the chinks of the window-shutters, told them how heedless 
they bad been of the passing hours. 

At all times the light of returning day seems to look reproach¬ 
fully on those who have passed in watching, the hours which Nature 
intended for rest; and the pure dawn sham^ the dull glare of the 
far-spent candle which burns near the* socket, itself worm out by ovw- 
toi»d employment: but when such hours hove been spent in secret 
and dai^rous conclave, the vigil keeper starts at the ^wn with some- 
tlnng like a. seme of detection, and hurries-to the bed whidi ihc fever 
ofexcitemi^t robs of its accustomed repose. 

Thus fetjb Finch and £dward».,who eachytookft;.oaB!dle and withdrew 
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to their chambers; while Phaitirig, unconcerned, found his way to hia, 
pallet, unchided by the light he had never eiyoyed. The blind maa^ 
for once, was blessed in his darkness. 


^Fhe next day, an unreserved communication was made by Ned to 
Pinch of the entire of his adventwes since they parted, and. the 
romantic meeting of the uncle and nephew startled the skipper not a 
little; though, as Ned guessed, he laugbg^ heartily at the notion of a 
man committing a spoliation of himself, as our hero had done, and, so 
far from being angry at the successful trick of the concealed gold, w'as 
delighted that so much had been out of the fire,” and told Ned 
of the additional sum he would have in his share of the plunder the 
privateer secured. 

“ I)ut the old gentleman, your uncle,” said Finch—“ what has be¬ 
come of him ?” 

Ned told bis friend that it would have been too great a risx for the 
old man to run, to dare the chance of a debarkation from a French 
lishing-boat on the Englisli .shore; that, therefore, he had proceeded 
to Spain, where he hoped, in families of some of his mercantile corre¬ 
spondents, to find friends, which he could not expect in France, where 
he was an utter stranger, andwbo.se language he could not speak; 

* and that it was agreed, on their parting, should Prince Charles be 
successful, and a consequent peace wdth Spain ensue, the old mau 
should return to Ireland; while, in case of a reverse, Ned should seek 
an asylum in Spain. 

After being engaged in the exchange of Ibw mutual confidence for 
some time, they were interrupted by the entrance of Phaidrig, who 
came to conduct Edward to the interview he promised him; where¬ 
upon the friends parted for tlie present, and agreed to meet again in 
the evening, for Finch, as Ned had avowed his determination to set 
out for the North the next day, pledged him to join in one merry bout 
before their parting. 

How one in Phaidrig’s station could obtain the confidence of men 
of rank, and be so trusted in dangerous affairs, may seem, at first, 
startling; but let it be remembered that the old saying, ‘^Distress, 
makes us acquainted with strange bedfellows,” peculiarly applies to all 
associations of a revolutionary character. In snch movements the 
highest may have their most confidential agents amongst the loweali 
as under that unflattering denomination we generally class tlie ■ poof*, 
though, to their honour be it spoken, experience proves that the 
betrayal of. companions in snch dangerous enterprises has rarely 
been chargeable to them, though tiheir betters (so caHed) have not 
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been above temptation. Ned sought not to anew the sources oi 
Fh&idrig*s influence, but certain it was, that confidence was not only 
leposed in him, but that his word was taken for the faith of another; 
for after driving a few miles to a house in tiie neighbourhood of the 
Thames, Edward, on the piper’s introduction, was admitted to an 
audience with the Lords Bolingbroke and Barrymore, and many 
communications of great trust and importance were made between 
them touching the interest of the Stuart cause. Edwai'd was urged 
to speed on his northern journey, and the most earnest desire 
expressed for the immediate flbscent of the Prince and his adherents 
upon London, as, in the present unprepared state of the Government, 
with a 8C4inty exchequer, a shaken public credit, a want of troops, 
and a wide-spread disaffection, thUN^riumph of their progress would bo 
certain. In the course of the conference, which was long, extensive 
promises of aid were advanced, and numerous names and jdaces, and 
plans of co-operation were read to be communicated to the prince. • 

Ned suggested that wdien so much had to he communicated it 
were best to commit all to writing ; but the noblemen started the 
objection of papers being dangerous instruments in the hands of 
enemies, in case the bearer of them should be arrested. Phaidrig 
here smoothed all clifKcultics, by assuring them that his memory was 
“ as good as writing any day,” and that anything repeated twice in 
his hearing would be retained with accuracy. 

ile gave evidence of this on the spot, by repeating, word for word, 
the contents of a document read to him, and having proved himself 
•50 unfailing a register, the desired communications were confided to 
the tenacity of the piper’s recollection. 

" It is all here now,” said Phaidrig, raising his hand to his fore¬ 
head—“here, in my brain ; and st^arch-warrants wouldn’t find it. 
though the seekers should blow out the brains that hold it.” 

“1 don’t think killing men is the best way to make them speak,” 
said Lord Bolingbroke, smiling, us he noticed the bull Phaidrig had 
made. 

“Oh, my lord, remember I’m a musicianer, and most of them 
make no noise till they’re dead.” 

“ W«dl answered, Phaidrig,” said Lord Barrymore ; “ and then their 
strains live in glory.” 

• “ Faix, then,” returned Phaidrig, “ that’s more than them that made 

the strains ever did, for you know, my lord, what ‘piper’s pay* is— 

* more kicks than halfpence.’ ” 

After a few more words of good-humoured raillery with Phaidrig, he 
and Ned were dismissed with a parting injunction to make all haste 
to Scotland, and onr hero almost wished he had not promised to spend 
the evening with Finch, for, though the dav was far spent, BtiU some 



TREASURE TROVE. 


205 


miles might have been accomplished before night. Pbaidrig comforted 
him, however, with that good old Celtic assurance which is made to 
reconcile so many Irish calamities, “ majr be 'tb all for the best,*' and 
held out the prospect of an early start on the morrow, and a long day's 
journey. 

On returning to town, Ned found Finch awaiting him at the 
tavern, and having deposited Phaidrig safely at home, the two friends 
sallied forth to spend a jolly evening as they agreed. They first 
sauntered into one of the principal coffee-houses, the resort of the 
bloods and wits of the day, expecting to hear something piquant on the 
existing state of affairs; but there was little of a political nature 
handled; it seemed as if men were indifferent about Hanoverian 
interests, and of course, no word i4|>lying favour to the other party 
would be uttered in a promiscuous company. The coffee-house 
not j>roving so attractive as they hoped, Finch proposed a visit to 
V^auxhall, and they strolled ddwn to the river’s side where they 
engaged a boat. As they stepped aboard, tlie watermau, touching his 
hat, hoped they would not object to “ the young woman,” pointing as 
be spoke to a girl who was sitting in the bow, indicating grief by her 
attitude, and tvhose eyes betrayed recent tears. Having pushed from 
the wdiarf, and being fairly engaged in pulling, the waterman com¬ 
menced explaining the cause of the woman’s presence. 

“ She’s my sister, you see, your honours, and in trouble because her 
husband is a sojer, and is marched aw'uy to-day to Scotland to join the 
army, and she’s in such grief, that I did’nt like leaving her at home 
alone for fear she’d make away with licrsel’.” 

‘‘ Oh, don't’e, Tom, don’t ’e,’’ said the girl, in an under tone. 

“ Why, you said you w'ould you know',” answered Tom over his 
.'•boulder. “ AVcU, your honours, as I was telling of yo, I thought it 
better to bring her out with me here to keep Rer company, for you 
see she’s not long married—there’s where it is, and is a fretting 
more nor reasonable for a raff of a sojer, ’cause she’s not tired of him 
yet.” 

“Now don’t ’e, Tom!” said the girl agiun. 

“ Why, you know it’s true, and it was agin my wdll that you ever 
had un, and you can’t say no to that. But its nat’ral, as your honours 
know ; at the same time, she’d be sorry.” 

" Of course,” said Ned.—“ Have many soldiers marched ?” 

“Lor, no sir, there’s where it is, just a handful, and they’ve no 
chance, and the} say them Ilighlandei% be mortal vicious.—I hear they 
eats their enemies sometimes.” 

“ Ah, don't’e, Tom!” cried tiie girl piteously. 

“Why how can I help if they do?” said the strangely good-natured 
brother: “besides, if they do kill un, you know mv nortner Dick 
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and well for’e if it waa ao before ; a waterman’s bettor 

Ifatn eojer.” 

“S’help me God, Tom!” exclaimed the girl, somewhat roused, 

Jm throw myself out o’ boat and drown, if ’e don’t ha’ done.” 

“Better not!” said'Tom, “water’s deep here, and I can’t stop 
t’ save you, for the ge’men’s in a hurry.” 

“ Who commands the troops?” said Ned. 

“ Oh, some o* them outlandish chaps ; we ha’ nothing but out¬ 
landish chaps now in all good places. Its well for watermen their’s 
is hard work, or I s'pose we’d be druv off the river.” 

*• But of course you wish the King’s cause well,” said Finch. 

“ To be sure I do, .sir, as in duty bound ; not tliat it makes any 
difference to the likes o’ me, foi^ho<^ver is uppermost, they’ll want 
boats on the river, and there won’t be a tide more or less in the 
Thames, and so I say, on all such matters, it’s no affair o’ mine, but 
God’s above all, and them’s my priifciples, sir.” 

“Excellent principles,” on eel Finch ; “and becoming a Cliristian.” 

^*Oh, I am a Christian,” said the waterman, “that I am, and 
wouldn’t be nothing else. I have no chalks up agin me at the tap ; 
no, no! and loves my fellow creaturs—all ’cept the Hanoverians— 
and as they are so phnity in all other plaices in linghind, 1 do wish, 
I will say, that some o’ them ns couldn’t swim, were in the middle 
o* the Thames, without a boat under them, and a strong ebb tide a 
running.” 

“TTou think that w'ould be good for the country,” said Finch. 

“ Sure of it,” said the waterman ; “ only the river would be dirtier 
with them.” 

As they rowed up towards VauxhaU they found in the course of 
tlieir chat with the waterman, that not only he was no lover of “ tlie 
Hanoverians,” hut gathered from his conversation that there was no 
^%at affection for them throughout his class ; and this, together with 
learning the popular impression, that there wen not sufficient troops 
for defence, was ^ood intelligence for Ned to have picked up, and in 
thankfulness for the same, when they arrived at their destination, he 
gave an extra sixpence to Tom. 

Tbe gardens^were not as gay us usual—not for the want of tlio 
ordinaiy routine of entertainments, these went on as ever ; but theJ•l^ 
seemed wanting that air of careless cheerfulness which eharacteriw's 
sudi public places. The fact is, the body politic, like the human 
body, is not fit for enjoyment when something not easy of digestion 
lies in the system, and impending events of an important and 
dangerous nature, however much people may affect to be unconcerned 
about them, partake of this character, and the public mind is not 
attuned to mirths >. The bold may bluster and the silly vent the 
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emptf iaugfa, Init le^en iritli them, amidst ihe mragger of ihe one, and 
the folly of the other, the ^mt«of the momentous hour will sometimes 
ttssOTt her sway, and bring^ all within her power. • 

Thus it was at Yauxhall; the rope-dancer did not bound an inch 
lower than usual, the singers were as great favourites as ever, and 
sung as favourite songs ; the fire-works burnt as brightly, and people 
paid as much for invisible slices of ham as usual; but still there was 
an indescribable dulness about it, which so affected Finch and Ned, 
that they left it long before the accustomed time. Kngaging a 
hackney coach, they were driven to the suburbs of the town, and 
there they alighted to pursue the remainder of their way on foot. 
As they were passing through a narrow and ill-lighted street, they 
oneounteiT-d a person just under iftb rays of one of the few lamps, 
and the imperfect light sufficiently revealed to Finch the person of 
Spiggles, shambling along as fast as he could, but Finch intercepted 
him, and, tempted by the opportunity of giving Spiggles a fright, he 
laid his hand on his shoulder, and said he was delighted at the pleasure 
of the meeting. Spiggles trembled from head to foot, aud begged to 
bt; released, pleading liis desire for haste, and the lateness of the 
hour. 

“ Tut, tut, man,” exclaimed Finch. “ Old friends must not part 
so; I want a few words with you, and you muat stop;” and he 
iammed him against the wall at the words, while the wretched miser 
shuddered, fear depriving him of the power of calling for the watch, 
which he would have done if he could. Finch upbraided him with 
his want of gratitude, and reminded him of his refusal to lend him a 
small sum. 

Si)iggles, dreading violence, protested lie had no money about 
him. 

“Miserable niggard!” cried Finch,'“do you think I want to rob 
you ? No, no, others will save me that trouble, for I do rejoice to think 
how you will be plundered by the IBghlanders when the city is 
sadied, which it will be in a day or two. The dans are close upon 
you. I rejoice how you will be fleeced—how your ill-gotten gold 
will be rummaged.” Spiggles groaned at the thought, and trembled, 
while Finch ordered Ned to take the old sinner nnder the other arm, 
and walk him along with them. Si>iggles would have refused, 
but was unable, and borne by Finch on one side, and Ned an 
the other, he shambled on between, them, while continued volleys of 
threats, plunder. Highlanders, and throat-cutting, were poured into 
his eairs on both sides. This jumble of hSrrors, which the two 
friends made as terrible as th^ could for the benefit of Spi^les, 
being spoken rather loudly to increase the effect, was overheard by a 
warty of the watch whidi chanced to be unseen in a dark entrance ; 
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^ pwty passed, and the guardians of the night, following stealthuy, 
and liearing what tliey believed to be “ flat treason,” they fell suddenl/ 
the trio, and having secured them, took them off to the round-house. 

They were charged before the constable of the night with uttering 
treasonable language, and as persons of evil intent, and were 
ordered to be locked up for the night. Spiggles protested that he 
was a peaceful and worshipful man, a man of substance and gpod 
repute in the city, and that a round-house was no place for him to 
spend the night with rogues and vagabonds. 

**Rogues and vagabonds, indeed!” exclaimed a virago, in a fury, 
who had been just committed, but not yet locked up. She rushed at 
Spiggles tmd boxed his ears, calling him all sorts of foul names, and 
belabouring him, until she was flaid hold of by the constables and 
dragged away. Finch uttered not a word in defence, and Ned, by his 
advice, also maintained silence. To all the appeals of Spig{>^es, who 
said the gentlemen in whose company he was walking could explain 
it all. Finch only shook his head, throwing, doubt more and more on 
the miser, whose ill-favoured jisi)ect, further disfigured by fear, was 
anything but prepossessing. 

• Before being locked ujj, the parties were secretly informed by 
a^atchman, that a message could be csirried to their friends, if they 
were willing to pay for it. On inquiring the price, half-a-guinea 
was named, which Finch readily gave, and sent to Mr.=«. Banks, 
requesting her presence early in the morning. Spiggles, of course, 
refused to pay so much, and was content to wait till the magistrate 
should order a messenger to go for any person to whom it might be 
necessary to refer. This saving of half-a-guinea, by depriving him of 
evidence at the moment of need, laid'him' open to loss, through a 
device of the skipper’s. 

As' for passing a night in •durance, Finch thought nothing about 
ity as it was not the first time ; nor would Ned, but for the delay it 
occasioned. Finch whispered him not to make himself uneasy, as he 
vrould manage their speedy liberation, and hoped to make Spiggles pay 
dearly for the frolic; and, afterwards, in some private words with the 
milser, he threatened that if, in his defence, he cast the smallest blame on 
him for the affair overnight, he would make certain disclosures respect¬ 
ing him that would cost him dearly. Spiggles, knowing he was in 
Finch’s power, and supposing him to be in desperate circumstances, pro¬ 
mised to cost no imputation on him, and the skipper th^ insisted, in 
assurance of |ua good intentions, he must permit hnn to make their 
common dj^jgee in the* morning, and that he would get them out of 
it bravely; ^Spiggles was forced to consent to these conditions, and 
then gpopod his way to a corner. The prisoners were aU huddled 
tio^thcr in utter darkness; those who could find a seat sitting, others 
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stretched on the Hoor, whose curses were evoked/ias some lively 
gentlemen danced over them. Some were moaning and ciying, 
while others were laughing at the jokes cracked on the misfortunes of 
their fellow-prisoners. Spiggles had sunk into a melancholy trance, 
when he was roused by a shrill female voice exclaiming near him, 

I wish 1 could clap my claw on the old rascal that said rogues and 
vagabonds.—Come out if you’re a man 1” shouted the virago, “and 
I’ll‘fight you in the dark for a doUar!” 

Spiggles sneaked as far away as he could, and when the morning 
peeped into the cell, he shrunk behind Finch for concealment and 
protection. 

“Mrs. Banks, as soon as admittance could be obtained, was in 
attendance to render Finch what ^istance he needed. He merely 
desired her to go to the ship-agent who transacted the ofihirs of the 
privateer in London, and request his attendance before Sir Thomas 
de Veil. This was done, and when Finch, Ned, and Splggle^ 
were charged, and called on for their defence, the skipper became 
spokesman. 

He admitted that they had been speaking in the street of an attack 
on Ijondon, and of Highlanders, and cutting throats, but that it was 
only in dread of it they spoke, not in hope. 

Here the watch deposed that they spoke as if with knowled||e of 
the movements of the rebels. 

“Ha! ha!” said Sir Thomas, “knowledge?—what say you to 
that ?” 

“ Please your worship, such knowledge as we all have from report, 
no more.” 

“ But they spoke fierce and loud, your worship,” interposed 1^ 
watch, “ like suspicious persons.” 

“ Now, your worship,” said Finch, “ does it not stand to reason that 
persons to be suspected would be the last to speak loud, but would, on 
the contrary, be secret and silent? Speak loud, indeed! Well might 
this worthy and wealthy gentleman speak loud in the fear of his riches 
being swept away by these wild Highlanders ; and the best proof your 
worship can have of his loyalty is, that he was going to Garraway’s 
yesterday to subscribe to the merchants’ fund for raisiug troops, blit 
was prevented by urgent business.” 

“ It is true, so help me God!” said Spiggles. 

“ But as he intends doing it to-day,” continued Finch, “ and it 
would be troublesome to send to the city to obtain proof of hia 
respectability, the shortest way to evince his loyalty is to hand your 
worship his cheque for two hundred pounds to be forwarded to 
Garraway’s.” 

The miiKr gasped, as if he would have spoken, but Finch, fixing 

p 



3to s, d, 

his eye on hin^with a meaning he could not mistake, said, ‘‘ Do' jrou 
wish I should say any more ?” 

Spiggles quailed under the threatening glance; and supplied by 
Sir Thomas at once with pen, ink, and paper, he wrote the cheque 
witli an agony little short of the bitterness of death. 

"As for myself and my young friend here, so far from being 
favom’ers of the Pretender, we have been privateering against 
the ships of France and Spain, and that does not look like dis¬ 
loyalty.” 

The ship-agent came forward in proof of his words; Finch and Ned 
were at once discharged, and left the office in company with Spiggles, 
who looked more dead than alive at the loss of his money. 

" A word in your ear,” said Fjpeh, taking the raiser under his arm, 
and walking a^art with him.—"Now I have had a sweet bit ol' 
revenge on you for your cold-hearted ingratitude to me; I would 
not wring money out of you lor my owm purposes—I would scorn it,~ 
but as you wei‘c base enough to refuse me a loan, which should al! 
have been returned, I rejoice in having plucked you of a couple of 
hundreds, which you will never see again ; and in case you ever meet 
in tlie course of your worthless life another sciwant as useful and 
faitliful as I have been, use him better than you did me, and remember 
Finch and the two Imndrcd. And now farewell—I’ve done ^vith you— 
I wish you a good apjietite for your breakfast;—don’t eat eggs, nor 
fried ham ;—don’t be extravagant, try and make up in saving the los> 
of this morning—perhaps your higb clmracdcr for loyalty may throw 
something in your way—eh, skinflint!—but I think your loyalty is tin' 
dearest bargain you liave been let in for, for some time. Good bye,— 
remember Finch and the round-house! ” 

So saying, he turned the old wretch adrift, and went off in an 
opposite direction with Ned and the agent, while the steps of S[)iggles 
were tracked by a secret agent of the police, despatched aft«;r him by 
Sir Thomas do. Veil, that he might be traced in ease the cheque should 
turn out a hoax. But the document was proved true in another liour, 
and the money of Spiggles converted to public uses—the firat of bis 
tltfit ever found its way into so good a channel. 

Througli Finch’s influence, the agent advanced Ned a hundred 
guineas on account of his prize-money, and after n hasty breakfast and 
a hearty farewell tf> the skipper, lie started on his journey, accom¬ 
panied by Phaidrig, who did not leave the tavern without some 
applications of the corner of Mrs. Banks’s apron to her eye. 
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CHAPTER XXIV. 

"Wheh the young Pretender embarked in the daring enterprise 
regaining the throne of his fathers by force of arms, one of the ele¬ 
ments of success on which he counted was an immediate rising in 
Ireland so soon as it should be Ufeown his banner was unfurled in 
Scotland. Biit it so happened, that the one particular year he selected 
was the only one for many before or after in which Ireland would not 
liavo joined in the rebellion. 

The cause of this absence of disaffection in Ireland, while there was 
any thing but a well-grounded loyalty in England and downright 
revolt in Scotland, was attributable to one man—that man was Philip 
Stanhope, Earl of Chesterfield, chiefly known in England for hfe 
trifling letters to Jiis son, hut remembered in Ireland by all readers tiSf 
her history as the most enlightened, benevolent, and successiHil of heir 
viocroys. On assuming the reins of government in that oppressed 
and distracted country, he declared that ho would be influenced by no 
dictation of minor personages hut would “judge and govern 

himself.”* Acting firmly on this resolution, he discarded the counsels 
of severity and injustice under which the great mass of the Roman 
CJatholic people of Ireland had been suffering, he administered the hkWs 
in the spirit of justice, and he won the confidence of tlie nation,— u 
confidence not only won but maintained during a period of peculiar 
peril to the British crown. He is thus spoken of by an hist<man not 
particularly favourable to popular Irish interests.f “ The short,, 
administration of Philip Stanhope, Earl of Chesterfield, was a kind of 
phenomenon in Irish history. This highly accomplished, liberal, and^ 
judicious nobleman, to whose character such injusti^ aecrues imn 
the posthumous publication of his letters, intended for a peculiar 
purpose, by no means for genersd advice, was appointed at a dangerous 
juncture, when in the midst of an unsuccessful war against Frmice and 
Spain, an alarming rebellion had been raised in Scotland in favour ot 
Charles Edward Stuart, son of the Pretender. Vested with* t^thple 
powers, this Viceroy acted from diis own judgment, uninfluenced 1^^ 

* Liber Munerum Fublicorum HibernitB. Report of Rowley I^tscelles. 
t Ilist IreL Itey. James Gordon, Rector of KiUegny, iu the diocese of Fero' 
and of Cannaway, in the diocese of Cork. 
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iant «0Biifid8 of tbose, who, to prevent an imaginary^ might have excited 
4 teal r^lHon by violent measures against Catholics, the bulk of the 
AnHoD. He discountenanced all party distinctions.” In another history 
he is spi^en of as governing Ireland ** with rare ability, and a most 
rare liberality.”* 

After all, the successful government of Ireland at this momentous 
period is less attributable to ability, than to a pure spirit of justice,—a 
gift much rarer in statesmen than ttiicnt. Actuated by this ^irit, he 
received no tale on the ipse dixit of the tale-bearer—^he wowd have 
proof. Alarmists were peculiarly odious to him; he sometimes got riil 
of them playfully, as in one case vrhen a i>erson of some importance 
assured him the “ Papists were dangerous,” he replied, he never had 
seen but one, and that was Miss -*- , a particulaidy lovely woman. 

This lady, as well as many other Catholics, won by Lord Chester- 
field*B liberal policy, flocked to the Castle and graced the viceregal 
court with an accession of charms to which it had long been a 
stranger. The particular beauty in question was so delighted by Lord 
Chesterfield’s noble conduct, that on some public occasion, to mark 
how thoroughly she could overcome political prejudice, she wore a 
breast-knot of orange-ribbon; the earl, pleased at the inradent, 
requested St. Leger (afterwards Lord Doneraile)—celebj’au d for his 
wit^ to say something bundsome to her on the occasion, •,vlieren{)on 
St. Leger composed the following, not generally known, imj)j-oniptii:— 

“ Say, little Tory, why this jest 
Of wearing orange on thy breast, 

Since the same breast, uncovered, shows 
The whiteness of the rebel rose ? ” 

An alarmist one day asked him, in a very mysterious manner, if he 
knew that his state-coachman went to mass: “ 1 don’t care,” replied 
the earl, “ so long as he don’t drive wjc there.” 

But when the landing of the Pretender and the raising ol' his 
standard in Scotland was announced, the alarmists became bolder, and 
•besieged the liberal Lord-Lieutenant with talcs of terror; he had 
no, peace of his life; he was continually baited with buggaboos fabri¬ 
cated in the h^ted imaginations of partizans, whom he was unwilling 
to dismiss unheard, and whose cure he hoped to effect by a courageous 
incredulity. 

The rumour of a popish plot soon brought down upon him one 
alarmist afiter another, who all were much discomfited at the coolness 
with ifhich he received their repor^. ITie first, one morning, was 
Alderman Watsem, who arrived while his Excellency was at breakfast, 
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and, sending in his name with an importunate assurance that he had 
intelligence to communicate which was of the deepest interest to thb 
state, was immediately admitt^. ^ 

There was a striking contrast between the ease of the accomplished 
Lord Chesterfield and the fussy embarrassment of the Alderman. 
The cool and accomphshed courtier almost felt hot to look on the 
flushed face of the ciric dignitary, who was mopping it with a snufi^ 
pocket-handkerchief, while he assured the Lord-Lieutenant he had 
come in a great hurry, ^ 

“ That is manifest. Mister Alderman,” returned my lord; “ and 
nuiy 1 ask the cause of all this hurry^ ?” 

“ I have it, your Excellency, on undoubted authority —" 

“I beg ^-^our pai'don, Mister Alderman,” returned Chesterfield, 
smiling; “ but I cannot liclp telling you that all the wild reports I 
hear are universally accompanied u'ith the same assprance.” 

ijit undoubted authority, your Excellency.—I have it from the 
tountain-heud—tt 

“ Whoso head, do you say ?” 

“ 1'lie fountain-head, my lord,” said the Alderman, betraying sod^e 
<lispleasurc. 

“ Oh—I beg your pardon,” said the Viceroy, with provoking 
suavity; “ pray proceed.” 

“ I came to tell your Excellency that there is a plot—a popish 
plot— 

Hero be was interrupted by the sudden entrance of Mr. Gardner, 
the vicc-ti*easurer, who, in great perturbation, and scarcely observing 
the common courtesies of .salutation in his hurry, exclaimed, “ My 
lord, the I’apists of Connaught are to rise this day !” 

“ That’s the very plot I came to tell you, my lord,” said the Aider- 
man ; “ remember, I came first to give the alarm.” 

To this intended “tdarm” of the Alderman, Lord Chestmrfield’s 
calmness was intensely provoking.—Taking his watch carelessly fifom 
his pocket, he replied, “ It is nine o’clock, and certainly time for th^ 
to rise.”* 

“ 1 see, my lord, you make little of my information,*’ said Gardner. 

** IVly good Sir,” said Chesterfield, ** 1 cannot ma]|e it less than it 
comes from your own mouth. You oiler amost startling piece of rumour, 
without any name, place, or time, direct fact or corroborative evi¬ 
dence of any sort,—you make a naked assertfi!>n—assuring me it is on 
undoubted authority,’ and from the * fountain-head.*—•Wotild to 
Heaven these feverish loyalists bad heads like the fountains—cooler 
and dearer.** 


* Liber Muneram Publieoriiin Hibemuc. Report of Rowley 
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' ' ** Your EicodieiK^ must allow me to say, that loyal men m^ht cx- 
to meet more encouragement in the head of the government,” 
aiad the Alderman. 

** That is a very smart saying of yours, indeed, Mister Alderman ; 
but you will allow me to say that you corporation gentlemen seem to 
have a very strange notion about loyalty. You are devoted to 
government as long as government does all you wish, and believes aU 
you say, and will back you tlirough thick and thin ; but the moment 
government entertains a view s^jperior to that—^ventures to look bc- 
yemd the civic boundaries in which your illiberality confines you, your 
loyalty is of a very doubtful cbaractcr; for, in short, the self-made 
charter of your loyalty is simply this—‘ as long as the government lets 
us.do what we like, we will support the government. ” 

The Alderman protested he was the most loyal man in the world. 

“ I am so wearied with these eternal tales of plots and risings,” 
continued Lord Chesterfield, “ tliat I am in the condition of the shep¬ 
herd in the fable, to whom the idle boy called ‘ wolf’ so often, that 1 
know not when to believe the cry; tlierefore, I am obliged to depend 
on my own sources of information—and allow me to assure you 
I have them. Mister Alderman, and can depend upon them; and 
have also the means of repressing any rebellious movement that may 
be attempted, but of which 1 have not, at this moment, the slightest 
apjnrehension.” 

“ May Divine Providence grant,” said the Alderman, piously, “that 
your Excellency’s confidence in the present deceptive calm be not 
ill placed; for what should w'e do in ease of a rising at this moment, 
when your Excellency has sent away so much of the army to rein¬ 
force his Majesty in Scotland ?”* 

“ I have as much military force as shall be wanted while T am 
here,” said Lord Chesterfield, smiling. 

‘ It is fortunate, my lord, that the city has done its duty in fur¬ 
nishing forth the militia. And further, my lord, we have offered a 
reward of six thousand pounds for the head cither of the Pretender or 
any of his sons— dead or alive 

* Itev. James Gordon’s Hist Ireland. 

There is mugnlai' resemblance between Lord Chesterfield in 1745, and Txird 
Nonnanby nearly a hnndred years late. Both* men of fSwhion, suddenly grappling 
with a dHftealt got^emmenf, and elevating their reputations the largeness of 
their policy. Both essentia^ exclusive—-the men of a coterie in private Ufe, were 
nobly-fhove such influence in dealing with public affairs.—Th^y legislated not for 
the lew, but the many. Both inspired with a spirit of justice to, and confidence in 
file people, {bond ready obedience to the Ibrtner, while the latter was never abused. 
They were the only viceroys who could spare troops out of Ireland, ft is to be 
regretted, there was a lapse of almost a century between two such governments r 
** like angels* vints, few and fer betweean* 
f Gknt Hag. 
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“ 1 dioiild 1>e scary to interfere, Sir,” returned the lefpd, 

with the bargains of the corporation, however irjndioiouB 1 think 
them: for, in my opinion, the heads of all three are not worth tjie. 
money.” 

An official now entered to inform his Excellency that Goveraor 
Eyre sought an audience. Hereupon the disappointed and indijpiant 
Alderman Watson retired, and the Governor of Galway was intro¬ 
duced. 

Eyre was a fierce old soldier, whose only notions of law or govei'n- 
inent were derived from a drum-heatl court-martial, or the rule of a 
regimout, and his hoiror of “popery” was as absurd as that of a 
child at a “ buggaboo.” Frequent written communications he had 
made to the Lord-Lieutenant* were not treated with as much con- 
‘^idcration as he thought lliey merited, and he, therefore, went up to 
Dublin to make his representations in person. The courteousness of 
his reception by the fx>lished hjrd softened tlie asperity of temper 
with which he entered Uie presence; and though he came prepared 
to throw shut and shell, he was forced to exchange salutes. 

He entered on his business, therefore, with calmness and precision ; 
but as lie was distuibed in the course of his representations by solhe 
seai'ching qu&ition of the Viceroy, lus irritability was roused, and he 
began to warm tlioroughly to the subject of his complaint. Like all 
otlier complaints of the time, the blame for every misfortune was laid 
at the door of the poor and pow'erless Eoman Catholic.s. According 
to Governor Eyre, the safety of Galway was not worth a day’s pur¬ 
chase ; and after detailing anticipated horrors enough for a dozen of 
the darkest romances, he besought the Lord-Lieutenant to grant him 
additional powers to keep down the “ Papists.” 

“ My dear Governor,” said Ghesterfleld, in his blandest manner, 
“ I do not think my views concerning the ‘Papists,’ as you call them, 
;uid yours, can ever agree.” 

“ Do you not grant they aire very daaing, my lord, to assemble- and 
celebrate mass, in defiance of the law ?” 

“ Governor, people will say their prayers in spite of us; and I 
cannot wonder they would rather wor^ip God than man. It is we 
who are wrong in making laws which it is impossible to enforce. It was 
but the other day an old house, in a secduded street &11 down from the 
overcrowded state of 6ae of its rooms, where the mass was celebrated, 
and many broken limbs were the consequenGse.”f 

“Ihope, my lord, the offenders will be prosecuted. It may pee- 
veut.a recurrence of the crime.” 

“ I-doa’t. Imow any prosecution thid: would save old houses from 
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fjming, Governor—^but I have recommended to the King and ids 
ndnisters a vra^r to prevent a recurrence of such an accident.” 

“ May I beg to ask it, your Excellency ?” 

«It is to permit the Catholics to build chapels, and worship in 
public.” * 

The Governor was thtinderstruck. “ And would you tolerate the 
odiebration of tlie mass ?” he exclaimed. 

** Certainly,'* said Lord Chesterfield. “ It is wisest to tolerate what 
we cannot prevent; the Lnvs that can be defied or defeated are soon 
despised—gootl laws never are.” 

“ Would you trust them, my lord, when they are ever ready to enlist 
in the armies ot our enemies ?” 

I have a cure for that, too,” said Lord Chesterfield; “ I would 
/ enlist them in our own.” 

“ Our own!’'echoed the Governor, in amazement. 

“ Yes; the Irish are essentially a military people ; and it is much 
better to have them fighting for us than against us—^for fight they 
will. You know I Imve used strong measures to repress foreign en¬ 
listments ; I have issued a proclamation, offering a reward of a thou¬ 
sand pounds for the discovery of any one who enlists a British subj(*.ct 
for foreign service']'—yet what has it done?—Let Fontenoianswer: 
‘The Irish Brigade is stronger than ever.’” 

But how could we trust, those pestilent Papists, my lord—who 
have poisoned the springs all round l^iondon to sicken the cattle, and 
• kill the loyal Protestants with foul meat?”;]: 

“ So you believe that vulgar rumour, do you ?—Let me assure you 
that the London {>hysicians all declare the disease of the cattle to be 
an infection imported from Holland. What -do you think of that, 
Governor?—Holland!—from our allies! But I fear the Dutch mur¬ 
rain will stick to us closer than the Dutch cavalry at Fontenoi. Thdr 
cows are more fatal than their horse!” 

“ Would, my lord, that you had seen the swagger of the Galway 
merchants the other day, when they* fancied that some large ships, 
descried off the coast, were Spanish men-of-war come to help them!” 

" I heard of no such armament, Governor.” 

“ No, please your Excellency—^they were not Spanish ships, only a 
portion of the East-India fieet driven up hither by stress of weather, 
but the Papists thought they were Spanish, and rqoiccd accordingly.”§ 

“ Are you sure. Governor, they did not rejoice at the thought of 
their being East-India sliips coming once more to trade to their har¬ 
bour? For I hkve had many petitions from the same merchants, 

. setting for^ that-, the exorbitant port-dues, levied by tbe corporation 

-* Irfucelles’ Report., f Gent Mag. % Piet Hist England. § Hardiman’s Galway. 
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of Galway, have ruined their trade, and caused a once flouiishiti^ 
port to be deserted.”* 

The Governor here entered into an explanation with his lordship, 
setting forth, that it was necessary for the protection of Protestant 
interests that the members of the corporatioi\ should be protected 
certain privileges and immunities,* and that many of these imposts 
were to be avoided if ships were cleared or entered belonging to 
members of the corporation. 

“ Notwithstanding which,” returned Lord Chesterfield, “ if I am 
informed aright, the trade has not increased undelF such protection to 
one class of the townsmen—not even amongst those it was meant to 
benefit.” 

The Governor w'ls obliged to admit this was true. 

** And surely you cannot think it beneficial. Governor, that the 
commerce of a port should be limited?—Commerce breeds wealth, and 
I cannot see any good to be derived from making a country poor.” 

“ 1 have written to the East-India Company myself,” said Eyre, 
“ requesting them to recommend their ships to trade with the loyal 
Protestant merchants of our town.”'|' ’ 

“ I cannot help thinking your efforts would be better bestowed, 
Governor, in urging the corporation to relax their heavy imposts 
against their fellow-subjects, and let trade take care of itself. In a 
few years more your port will be ruined, otherwise. I am informed, 
that so late as seven years ago, fifteen ships belonged to the port, 
nud traded on the high seas, but the grinding exactions so discourage 
the merchants, that they are dwindling away year by year, and the 
prosperity of the town is manifestly impaired.” 

“ The town is going to decay in many ways, my lord, I grieve to 
«;ay. In one point, most material to me, who have its safe holding in 
trust: the walls and fortifications are in a dilapidated state, and in 
many places holes are absolutely broken through by the audacious 
smugglers, Who, under cover of night, introduce their goods to avoid 
paying the dues,| and I hope Government will look to the repairs, or I 
cannot answer for the town’s safety in case of a rising of the O’s and 
Macs in the neighbouring highlands of Jar Connaught.” 

“ Well, Governor, you have certainly made an ample ltdmission in 
favour of all I have been saying. The exorbitant tolls w'hich ruin 
fair trade, produce smu^ling. The honest merchant is wronged— 
rogues and vagabonds prosper instead. In despite of you they make 
holes through your city walls, rendering the king’s defences unsafe, 
and then you call upon Government to repair the damage which 
the blind injustice of your corporation has produced. The towns 
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defences 1 shall issue immediate orders to Uic proper oiiicei’s to look 
after—^for the safety of no port of tlie kingdom which my sovereign 
has entrusted to my care shall he neglected—but at the same time 
I will address a recommendation to the corporation of Galway to relax 
their illiberal code of laws; for be assui'ed, Governor, it is far from 
pleasing to his Majesty that one jportion of his subjects should be 
sacrificed to the interests of another, or that any should be oppressed. 
I should think it manifest to any capacity, that if you let jicople lead 
quiet lives, and accumulate wealth, the preser\'ation of their own 
comforts will be tlie best guarantee for their preserving public ti*an- 
quillity; while if you impoverish and oppress them, you cannot wordcr 
they should wish to throw off your yoke. In my experience of the 
people of Ireland, since I have been their Guvaruor, I have found 
them a generous and warm-hearted people, sensitive alike to kindness 
and confidence, or severity and distrust,—easily led by the one, or 
provoked by the other. I have tried the former, much the easier and 
more gracious mode of rule, and have found it succeed to admiration; 
and I am proud to believe, notwithstanding all the tales of the alarmists, 
that in spite of the contagious example of rebellion in »Scotland, tht; 
disease will not spread into Ireland while a liberal course of pidicy is 
pursued towards her people.” 

The Governor, finding Lord Chesterfield impervious to alai'ins, 
withdrew, and returned to Galway, with no veiy pleasing intelligence 
for the corporation, who did not include Lord Chesterfield’s health in 
the “ loyal ” toasts of their festive board, and who paid no attention to 
his remonstrance against their excessive imposts, which, as he pre¬ 
dicted, ultimately ruined their town. So rapid was the progress of 
decay, that instead of fifteen ships belonging* to the port and engaged 
in trading, only three had owners ore long, and of these only one 
traded in 1761, and one othei* in 1762.* So much for municipal mo¬ 
nopoly. But these local plague-spots in various parts of Ireland were 
prevented feom working a fatal result, in consequence of the general 
ecxeellence of Lord Chesterfield’s administration: for tlie confidence 
and good-will inspired by his liberal course of policy awakened in the 
people the hope of better days for the future; aud though some en- 
thusiti^c Jtcohites endeavoured to organize a rising, they found it 
imposmble, and were fain to join tlie adherents of the young Pretender 
in Seofiaod. 


* Oom. Jour. voL viii.' 
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CHAPTER XXV. 

Anxioits was the watch kept on board the DouteUe when ^c parted 
fjpom her consort the Mlizabeth. Deprived of that protection, her 
own guns were too few and light of metal to dare an encounter, and 
all she had to rely on for the safety of tlie precious freight she bore 
was her speed. This she was obliged to exercise more than once f 
and when closing with the Scottish coast she was chased for many 
Ikours by a British cruiser, whose swiftness put the sailing qualities 
of the Fmich brig to a severe trial. Indeed, at one time it seem^ 
impossible to avoid an action, but a sudden change in the wind gave 
the DouteUe on advantage in a point of sailing, and soon distancing 
her pursuer, she doubled a headland of one of the islands abounding 
on the western coast of North Britain, and dropped her anchon 
under its shelter. An eagle at the moment swept down from the 
rocky heights of the island, and wheeled in majestic l^ht over the 
DouteUe. 

“ Behold, my Prince!” exclaimed old TuUibardine, “the king of 
birds has come to welcome you to Scotland.” 

It was reckoned a good omen, and Charles landed, but his rank was 
not revealed to the islanders. He whom he hoped to find, Clanronald, 
was absent, therefore the DouteUe weighed anchor and stood over 
to.the main land, whither the chieftain had gone. Tlie following day, 
in obedience to a summons from the Prince, Clanronald repaired on. 
board the brig, attended by several of his clan, and Kinlock Moidart 
bore him company. 

The chieftains were sadly disappointejd to find but one small and 
lightly armed vessel, where they hoped to' have seen men-of-war and 
a supply of regular troops, and told the Prince frankly tliat without 
such aid a rimng would be madness—a hc^elcss adventure in which 
they would not join. Charles urged them by every artful appeal he 
could summon to his aid—their hitherto unfailing affection to hivS 
hoHse^their promises, from which the honour of a Highland chieftun 
never yet flinched—their proverbial bravery, which no odds could 
daunt; all these stimulants l^ere applied to the excitable (Mts, but as 
yet in vain, and both jrardes grew loader in argument and answer as- 
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tiiey paced rapidty up and down the deck. Ellen was reclining under an 
awning spread above the aiiter-part of the vessel sheltering from the 
noon-day heat, while her leather and the rest of the adventurers kept 
aloof in a group, the Prince still engaged with the chieft^s. How 
her heart beat as she w^ched the expressions their faces and that 
of Charles. She could see the conference was not satisfactory, and 
^he felt for the humiliating position of a prince suing to a subject and 
suing in vain. At this moment she observed a young Highlander, 
who had taken no part in the debate, but who, as he caught the 
meaning of it, seemed suddenly enlightened as to the real rank of the 
person who was engaged with the chieftains, and became deeply inte¬ 
rested. It was Bonald, the younger brother of Kinlock Moidart, who 
had no idea of the objects of visiting the Doutelle. He had been 
leaning listlessly against the bulwark of the ship, seemingly careless of 
every thing but his picturesque costume, which in every point was 
perfect. Completely armed, he seemed the very model of a Highland 
vrarrior; and as he caught the import of the Prince’s words, his former 
listlessness was changed to eager watchfulness—his glistening eyes 
followed the parleying party backwards and forwards. Ellen could 
see his colour come and go; his lips become compressed with the 
energy of high resolve; his hand fitfully grasp the hilt of his broad- 
gVord; and his whole figure heave with the tumult of emotion. It was 
at this moment the Prince passed over to Ellen, as if he had spent all 
his arffuments^ vain, while the two chieftains turned on tlie heel and 
paced the deck back again. 

** Pardon me, your highness,” said Ellen, in an under tone, “ but 
pray look at that young Highlander, whose eyes are so enthusiastically 
bent upon you.” 

The Prince looked and saw that he had won the young man’s very 
soul, and suddenly approaching him. he exclaimed, “ You at least will 
assist me.” 

I will, I will!” cried Ronald; “ though no other man in the 
highlands shall draw a sword, I will die for you !” In the wild 
emotion of the moment he suited the action to the word; snatching 
his bright claymore from the sheath, the steel flashed iu the sun¬ 
beam, as he waved it above his head, and uttered the wild shout of the 
Celt. 

The enthusiasm was infectious; the hearts of sterner men were 
moved by the impetuous youth; there was not a sword remained in 
its scabbard, and the clash of steel, and the war cry of the Mac Donalds, 
startled the silence of the smooth bay with a wild clangour, that was 
sweeter music to Charles’s ear than ever he had heard in the palaces 
of kings. • 

Assured by adhesion of these bold few, he landed, and messages 
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^ere despatcnea to everj hill and glen to tell that Charles Stuart had 
come to fight for the throne of his fathers. Iiochiel was the first to 
obey the summons of his Prince, but he eame to dissuade, not to 
encourage him. He, unconscious of the scene that had fired the 
Mac Don^ds, represented the madness of attempting a rising without 
aid from abroad, and recommended him to re-embark. 

“ No,”' said Charles, “ as soon as I land what stores yet remain to 
me on board tlie brig, she shall return to France, and thus will 1 cut 
myself off from all retreat; for I have come determined to conquer 
or to perish. In a few days, with the few friends 1 have, 1 will raise 
the royal standard, and Lochiel, who my father has often told me 
our firmest friend, may stay at home^ and learn from the newspapers 
the fate of his Prince.” 

The blood of the gentle Lochiel” curdled at his heart at these 
bitter words, and his prudent resolutions were forgotten when his 
honour was impeached, and his courage doubted. 

“ My Prince I ” he exclaimed with warmth, “ whatever be your fate, 
be the same fate mine, and the fate of all over whom nature or fortune 
hath given me power. I will love and serve you while I have life, 
and follow you to the death! ” 

Preparation for a general rising was now rapidly made through 
the highlands. Glenfinnin was named as the point of general ren¬ 
dezvous, where the Jacobite clans might assemble in detail, until their 
congregated force was sufficient to make a descent on the lowlands. 
The glen was admirably suited for this purpose—a deep and 
narrow valley, with a river running through it; steep mountains 
guarding it on both sides; while at either end it was shut in by f, 
lake, thus preventing surprise from enemies, and rendering cavaliy 
utterly useless. 

With his few immediate followers the Prince set out for the glen ; 
oil reaching the shores of the lake, a shrill whistle from their highland 
guide called some wild gillies to their aid, a couple of small boats 
were brought forth from the concealment of some deep rocky creeks 
and low underwood, and launched upon the calm dark waters. About 
midway across the lake, the valley became gradually visible, like a 
deep rent in the mountains, presenting the picture of security. On 
landing on the’ opposite shore, the party sought the hovel of a 
shepherd, the only house within sight, and there leaving Ellen to rest, 
for the journey had been somewhat fatiguing, the Prince and his little 
band sauntered about the valley awaiting the arrival of the clans. 
For some hours not a sound disturbed the silence of the glen, and its 
savage grandeur and-oppressive loneliness began to impart a tone 
of melancholy to Charles, who had never till now beheld the wnid 
and solemn majesty qf our northern hills. But that which made him 
sad, gave delight *o Lvneh. and Kii*wan, and Sullivan, (the Prince’s 
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prime faToarite, who was his companion in all his subsequent perils 
and wanderings.) They saw in these bold hills and wild glens tiic 
counterpart of their own dear western mountains of Ireland ; and ^ter 
dead levels of Flanders, and the tame champaigns of France, on 
which their eyes so long had rested, the sight of cMff, and fell, and 
torrent, brought the features of home to their hearts, and the memory 
of early daj^,-.~when in boyhood they followed their careless mountain 
sports, and dreamt not, in that happy time, of future exile from their 
native land, a return to which was risking death! 

Oh, happy boyhood I which sees no joy nor sorrow, but that of the 
day in whidii it breatlies; or whose future, whenever it dares to 
^peculate, seldom extends beyond a week. Whose highest enjoyments 
are in the whistling whirl of the rod and line across the lively stream, 
the sharp ring of the fowling piece, and the whir of the flying covey, 
the neigh of the impatient steed, anticipating in the warning 
tongue of the hound, tlie start of the game and the headlong chace. 
Happy boyhood! which cannot believe, however wisely preached, tlmt 
days will come, when such joy.s shall be as nothing ; that the mind 
shall create for itself a world within more attractive than tlie external; 
that the questions of civil right and public good shall supersede all 
private consideration ; that the present shall display its attractions in 
vain against the interest which the past affords in its historic lessons, 
and the future in its yK)litical hopes. 

To onr daidng adventurers, the mountains revived such images of 
their bojdsh sports j these mountains that %vei-e now to become the 
theatre of their manhood’s sterner game. Tlie stream was v.alued not 
for its bounding fish, but as it might strengthen a position ; the gun 
was now to tlircat^ men, not birds ; and tlib neigh of the steed was 
to be roused, not by the bay of the liound, hut the blast of the war 
trumpet. 

The old Lord Tullibardinc continued near the Prince, but he 
became reserved, even to this gallant and faithful adliercnt of his 
house, mid sat apart upon a rock, seemingly overcast with saddening 
thoughts, and at length leaning his head upon his hands as if in dai'k 
communion with himself. Did the spirit’'of divination which gifts 
the cluldren of these misty hills then hover over him ? Did he sec 
the “ rally and the rout ” of Dark CuUoden ? Did he see the royal 
Stuari forced to hide his manhood in a female garb, to wander, 
hunted like a wolf, to shelter in a savage cave, and herd with 
robbers? 

But soon the visions of the Prince, whatever they were, vanished, 
like the mist of morn before the sunbeam ; he. was startled from hi.s 
trance by a wild peculiar sound which broke the solmnn silence of tlie 
glen. It was the pibroch of tlie Camerons. 

Old Tullibardinc waved his bonnet in the air, and his practised eye 
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caught tiie lirat glimpse of Ihe dan as ils Tanward men passed tlie crest 
of the hill, and might be seen gtocing here and there 'trough rodcK 
and heather, with which their tartans so blended, that none but the 
initiated could mai'k their progress. He pointed them out to the 
Prince, who, after some time, could discern,them, while louder and 
louder rang the pibroch, startling from the clitfs the eagles, which 
boldly came forth and answered with their shout the war-strain, as if 
they challenged those intruders on their solitary domain. And now 
tin; ehm became more visible, they had defiled into a monntain- 
gully, and came pouring onward, a rush of living men down the 
path of a winter-torrent. On reaching the valley they formed in two 
lines, each line three deep, and advanced in good order to where 
Charles Edwai’d and his little staff were awaiting them. Lochiel was 
at their head, and when he brought them to a halt before the Prince, 
the first rank opened, and discovered, between the two lincs^ a small 
detachment of English soldiers an<l their ofii<*er, prisoners. 

lleliold, yoar Highness ! ” said Lochiel,—“ the first blow is already 
struck, a party of my elan yesterday intercepted a detachment of the 
n*d coats and beat them without the loss of a man on our side.* So 
far the gam<; is »vell begun.” 

** Your conquest would not have been so easy, Sir,” said the English 
officer, “ hut for the nature of the ground, and your peculiar mode of 
firrbting.’’ 

As f(»r that,” said Ijochiel, “ we fight in the way we best under- 
staTid, and though it may not be according to your notion of tactics, 
ynn cannot deny you were beaten.” 

•* Sir,” said the Prince to the ofiicer, with his peculiar courtesy of 
maun r, ■* I at once liberate you on your parole. Rest here for the 
present after your fatigue, and be ray guest for this evening ; on the 
morrow you may return to General C(^e, and tell him I shall Soon 
give him battle.” 

'I’lic, Prince was sm*]nused to find the greater pai*t of the clansmen 
carrying gutis, and inquired of Ijochiel bow that came to pass, while a 
strict parliamt'ntary act l^d disarmed the Highlands. 

Lochiel laughed, and said the Highlanders had been nominally 
deprived of arms by a stringent law : “ But,” said tlie acute moun¬ 
taineer, “ the sharper the law the sharper tlie people.” He wejit on to 
.say that extreme laws were the easiest evaded : “ Fools may give up 
their arms,” said he, “ but wise men will keep them.” And he pro¬ 
tested, that however cunning and vigilant the ofiieers of the govern¬ 
ment might be, he defied them to discover arms amongst a bold and 
acute people, who were determined not to give them up. Those 
who hide can find,” said Lochiel; “ and sign’s by it,” he added, 
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|)Oinjtiiig to lus dan; for, desinte of the Arms Bill, he had bronght six 
bandred armed, out of his dght, at a shmrt notice^* 

Then tumiifg to TulUbardine the Brince exclaimed, Raise my 
standard, my Lord! ” The did nobleman received it from Ellen, whose 
own hands had worked ^it; and os the silken folds of mingled white, 
blue, and red were unfurled, and lifted upwards in the breeze that 
flaunted the colours gaily about, a deafening shout arose from eight 
hundred stalwart mountaineers, that made the echoes of Glenfinnin 
ring again, and once more disturbed the eagle in his e^e. 

How proudly beat Ellen’s heart, as leaning on her father’s arm she 
saw the ensign of her >king displayed, and heard it recognised in loyal 
shouts, while his royal proclamation was read beneath it. And yet a 
shudder crossed her woman-heart as she thought that gay and 
silken wmk of wommt’s hand, in peaceful hour, sliould muster the 
hands of men around it in deadly %ht.. That banner which had been 
her favourite occupation and companion in the quiet convent of Bruges 
and the luxurious boudoir of Paris, should float for the future amidst 
the thunder of the battle and the hardships of war. 

How rapt in admiration was Kirwan, as he marked the enthu¬ 
siastic gaze of the beautiful girl upon the standard. He fancied he 
divined her thoughts, and approaching her, whispered gently,—“ Ellen, 
while within reach of my sword he will be a bold foe that plucks that 
standard down.” And in saying tliis the lover thought less of his loyalty 
to his Eiq^ than his devotion to the work of his mistress’s hands. 

A marble column marks the spot where that ill-fated banner was 
raised; even now we may stand where the enthudast Lynch and his 
gentle daughter, the devoted lover, the loyal Lochiel, the faithful 
Sullivan, and the ambitious Prince, then st(k>d, and trusted in hopes 
that were doomed to be blighted. 

Yet why mark with a column that spot of blighted hopes ?—Alas! 
there is no spot on earth which might not thus be celebrated, save that 
spot where we kneel and pray in the hope of the Christian—tlie only 
hope that deceiveth not I 

* " By an act of the first of the late ]^ng (Georgia L), intitoled, * For the more 
eflectoally securing the Peace of the Highlands,’ the whole highlands, without dis¬ 
tinction, Were disarmed, and for ever forbid to use or bear arms, under penalties. 
This act has been found, by experience, to work the quite contrary efieot from / 
wh^ was intended by it; and, in reality, it prores a measure for more effectually 
disturbing the peace of the highlands and the rest of the kingdom. For, at the 
time appointed fbr the disarming act, ail the dutiful and well-affected clans truly 
submitted to the Act of Parliament, and gave up their arms, so that they are now 
completely disat^ps^^ but the disaffected clans either concealed their arms at firsts 
or have provided timmselves since .with other arms. The fatal effects of this 
diAerenoe at the time'of a reb^ious insurrection must be very obvious'; and are, 
by us in this eoanty, fitit at this hour ZsMcr of Andrm Fletehert hard ilftZton, 
J'itiee-CUrA, to tils Marqwts TweeHoaUf f^eerUary of State Jbr Scodand, 
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Aftsr the reading of tho prodamation the Hfghlandcra were dis¬ 
missed from their parade, and ocettpied themselves in preparii^ for a 
feast.; gathering what would snit for fuel in the glen they lit fires, and 
cooking commenced, in which they were assisted by many of tlnnr 
women, who came dropping in at the fear of the clan, carrying loads 
of provisions and kegs of whisky. Long wattles were placed in the 
ground, and small arcades of successive arches foirmed, over which 
blankets wore thrown to make shelter for the women and children, for 
even children were among them, while shorter sticks, tending in tho 
form of a cpne, and thatched with fern plucked by the boys and girls 
among the rocks, made a more primitive retreat, and the valley sdcm 
assumed the air of an encampment. ITxe shepherd’s hut served for 
the accommodation of Ellen ; for though it was intended for the 
}>rince, as the best shelter the place afforded, he, with a courtly gal¬ 
lantry, refused to take it when a lady was in bis “little court,” as he 
})layfu11y called it, and the hut therefore was allotted to Ellen, and, as 
a point of nice punctilio, to her father. 

“ As for myself,” said the Prince, “ I shall sleep, like the brave 
fellows who come to ^ght for me, on the heather, in my plaidfor 
Charles, to flatter the nationality of the Highlanders, had assumed the 
tartan, and, as he said himself, in the parlance of Italy, to which he 
was most accustomed, “ to lie al fresco was no great penalty in the 
month of August.” 

As the evening advanced, other forces poured into the valley. 
Again, the echoes of Glenfinnin were wi^ed by the pibrochs of Mac 
Donald and Mac Leod, and upwards of four hundred devoted men 
strengthened the force of the Prince, who greeted his adherents as 
they arrived. 

And now the wild feast was spread. Charles and his little staff imd 
the chieftains were stationed on a gently rising knoll, which serv^ hs 
a sort natural “ dais,” whence they might he seen by all the <fians- 
men who were huddled around without much attention to orders CSnnae. 
of various sorts served for viands i and while s<nne^^bret was^ihonght- 
fully brought by Lochid for the Prince, who m%ht not lyike ehek 
stronger mountain beverage, whisky wtts the ikvoarite Uqnor of the • 
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evQoIng.' When all the eataUes were disposed of, Lochiel rose and 
addressed tlie assembled elans in a speech quite unintelligible to him 
whom it praised mid was meant to serve, for the Prince did not under¬ 
stand a word of Erse, (though his Irish adherents could gather most 
of the meaning), but, Judging from the effect it produced, it was 
iq>irit-stirring in the extreme, for the Highlanders yelled in d^ght as 
he proceeded, and quaffed their brimming cups to the last drop, as the 
chieftain wound up his speech with the toast of “ Deochs Itiint an 
Reogh!”* , 

The pipers struck up the tune of “ The king shall have his own 
again;** and as the mountaineers vrarmed to the spirit of the scene, the 
music had an. electric effect upon them, and up they jumped and 
began dancing. Those who could get women to join them, all the 
better, but the absence of the gentle sex was no bar to the merriment, 
for the men pranced away amongst each other with as much seeming 
glee as if each had the bonniest lassie*’ in all Scotland for hit-, 
partner. 

The chieftains were not exempted from the exercise, for two of the 
women coming up and dropping curtsies to Lochiel and J^c Donald, 
dballenged them to the dance.f Forth stepped the chieftains as ready 
for the front of the festival as the front of the battle. The Prince, 
.full of that “condescension” for which great i:>eople are so famous 
when they have a point to cutry, wished to join in the common revelry, 
and offered his hand to Ellen if they would play a cotillon, but the 
Highland pipers knew no such outlandish stuff. Lynch, seeing the 
Prince’s desire that ail about him should make general cause in the 
mirthful spirit of tlie hour, said his daughter would dance a jig witli 

any comer if there was a piper pre.sent v^ho would play one. 

“Hurra!” exclaimed a voice, not unknown to Lynch. “Faith, 
then, it’s 1 will play the jig for the masther! ” 

Lynch turned to the spot whence the voice came, and beheld, to his 
astonishment, Phaidrig-na-pib led up to him by Ned. 

“ Here’s the music, sir,” cried Ned to the Captain ; “ and may I,” 
he said, with all the humility and devotion he could impart to his 
voice, have the honour of leading Miss Lynch to the dance ?” 

Ellen uttered an exclamation of surprise at sight of Ned, and 
eagerly asked what extraordinary chance had thrown him there. He 
tedd her he would explain all to her when the dance was over, and 
Phaidrig, losing no time “ for the honour of Lehmd,” in lilting up the 
very merriest of his jigs, Ned and Ellen set to, and w on rapturous 

' * God MTC the ^ 

t This enstom stiH, I believe, in Scotland, hut certainly in Ireland, at 
haivest-homee and- soeh flettivala, where the highest gentleman would he conei- 
recreant who woidd refuse the * challenge' of a pemant girl 
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applause from the surrounding lookers cm. £21ea> bad that, aomid 
spirit of nationality, unfailingly allied to good sease^ wli'dbi made her 
not slight, even if ^te did not love, any customs of her native 
country. She could tread the stately minuet or lively cotillon wiHi 
courtly grace, but equally could ^e bound tlirongh the taricA^ 
steps of the mercy jig; and the arm a-kimbo, and the 

* 

**Node, and becks, and vreathed smiles,” 

a 

so peculiarly belonging to that flirty dance, were never more-attractive 
than in the person of Ellen Lynch. 

Now Ned could dance a jig right well too, and with the readiness 
of an Irishman he seized the occasion of showing off lus good point, 
while he secured at the same time what he considered the highest 
honour on earth. All his, exertions were called forth by the sight of 
the hoautiful girl whose graceful action even to one who was not 
already in love ivith her might have made him so ; and vrhetlier it was 
the peculiar occasion, the presence <>f the Prince, or the honour of her 
country, it is impossible to say, but Ellen certainly danced uncom¬ 
monly well; in short, she seemed to “take share of the jig” with aR 
her heart. 

The bystanders cheered the dance amazingly, and the point 
honour of “ who should give in first,” was made more pi-ecions every 
minute. Ellen strove hard to “ dance her man down,” but Ned would 
not be beaten, and when breathless and panting his flushed and 
exhausted partner almost di’opped with fatigue, Ned tripped foiward 
with the air of a true cavalier, and supporting his lovely burthen firmly 
yet delicately in his arms, he led her, amidst loud applause, to a gentle 
slope, and seated her on a buncli of heather with as much ceremony as 
though it had been a velvet chair. As he retired, after thanking her 
for the honour of her hand, and receiving-in return a gracious glapce 
of her sweet eyes, he met the gaze of Eirwan, looking thunder. 

Whether it was that tho fitful light of the fires imparted an unusual 
fiashing to the eye, that the ruddy light tinged his glance with an 
outward glare rather than it burned from a fire within^ Ned could not 
at tho instant determine, .but he felt it was the most repulsive look he 
ever encountered:—^the more so, as Kirwan’s aspect was generallj 
good-humoured;—^handsome though he was, it was the expression of 
cheerful good-nature which rendered his countenance so prepossessing, 
and over such the shade of evil passions makes* its most startling 
press. Kirwan, for the moment, looked almost fiendi^, add at tke 
instant felt an agony of soul he had never before experience; fiMrafr 
Rie ^os of tlie rivals met, there was in Ned’s look a j<^ so bright^ a 
something more akin to the skies than the earth, so expr.-ewive d 
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i^aloDked-for joy, of hope realized, that ita brightness shot infi- 
nifely more of anguish to the soul of Kirwan, than his lowering aspect 
did of regret to Ned, in this passing encounter of their eyes. TImt 
glance was bnt instantaneous, and yet in that one moment those men 
felt they were for ever and for aye, deep, deadly, irreconcilable foes. 

This was the more pmnful, because both had rather desired to be 
friends. Ned, for Lynch’s sake, would scrupulously have, avoided a 
quarrel with Kirwan ; and he, on the other hand, could not forget that 
to iBdward’s hand he owed his life, when he missed his footing in 
springing on board the Seaffull in the storm. He would have given 
the world not to be thus indebted. To owe a favour to the man you 
hate is indeed terrible, and Kirwan all on a sudden thoroughly hatcil 
our hero, for until that moment he had never dreamt of lum as a 
rival; but there was an indefinable sometbing about Ellen’s dancing 
which made Kirwan’s heart sink witliin hin^. It is true, he had never 
been received as Ellen’s recognised suitor; a long and attached frieiul- 
ship was the highest claim he ever lieltl to be so much in her socief}’; 
and though Lynch would have been glad of Kirwan’s allianc(i by mar¬ 
riage, Ellen’s bearing towards him, while replete Avith friendliness and 
«<mfidence, could never for a moment be mistaken for love. 

This, however, Kirwan hoped by long devotion to achieve at last ; 
(but, though the smiles of the gentle sex were no strangers to him, 
though a general favourite Avith the fair, and ofteai envied for his 
feady access to their good gract;s, he felt that he had not made imprcis- 
sion on Ellen’s heart, though he Avas conscious of her utmost esteem. 
Oan it be wondered at, then, that thus suddenly discovering a rival in 
a man he was inclined to consider, if not quite an adventurer, at least 
much his inferior in rank, h(' should* look upon l)im Avith peemliur 
aversion ; that the hopes he had been long building up being thus 
suddenly overthrown, should as suddenly engendtir hatred for the 
author of his disappointment ? 

Conscious that his aspect might betray the emotions whi<!h strnggle<l 
within, he turned away from the group, and walked apart for some; 
^me. On his return he had no greater reason to be. satisfied, for 
though Ned Avas not in the neighbourhood of Ellen, he saw him closely 
engaged in conversation with Tullibardinc, Lynch, and the principal 
men of the party, and even with the Prince himself i and this argued 
an importance in his position which afforded fresh cause of uneasiness, 
for whatever made him useful to “ the cause,” would give him interest 
in the eyra not only of Ellen, but of hor father. 

It waPimmediately after the dance, when Kirwan had walked 
away, that Lynch inquired of Ned how he came to make so sud- 
Hen and unexpected mi appearance in the glen. Ned gave a briel* 
^etch of his adventurous measures to join the expedition, but with 
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great tact abstained from pergonal affairs, as soon as possible, aiod 
entered upon the subject of the secret Jacobite interests as entrusted 
to him by Lord Barrymore ; whereupon Lynch praised him mu<^i for 
})is zeal and activity,' and led him at once to the Prince; who, on 
learning the importance of what Ned had to communicate, retired with 
him and his principal adherents to a neighbouring hillock, and re> 
eeivcd, witJi the aid of Phaidrig's memory, such detailed accounts of 
the assistance they might expect in England, that tlie hearts of the 
adventurers, exulting in the hopes before them, opened in welcome to 
the bearer of the glad tidings, and Ned f^pind himself suddenly a 
person of some consideration. The Prince repeatedly addressed him, 
and at tiie conclusion of the conference praised him for his zeal, cou¬ 
rage, and activity; and when the party separated to throw tliemselves 
on their beds of heather, Lynch had some more parting words with 
Ned as they walked together towards the hut whither Ellen had 
already retired. As they parted at the door. Lynch told his young 
friend lie should find the best bed he could for lumself on the lieather, 
io which Ned replied that to one who had often kept tlie middle 
Av.'itcli in a gale, a lieather bed in August was luxury. 

liutNi'ddidnot feel hi m self inclined for immediate repose j for although 
l;c had walked many a '*voaiy mountain mile that day, the excitement 
of ilieevening countervailed the natural desire for rest. His meeting with 
h'<llen, and her gracious bearing towards him, raised hopes which Lynches 
iiianner and the Prince’s condescension were calculated to heighten, 
and which I^ed had no wish to drow’n in slumber for the present, so 
])o sauntered up the glen which was fast sinking into quiet. The 
wliisky had done its duty; the Highlanders were stretched in drunken 
."Icep beside their watch-fires, already beginning to burn low, whose 
dull red light, as it glinted upon some overhanging rock, contrasted 
in picturesque relief to the pule light of the moon, which now illu- 
nilued the silent deptlis of the valley. 

It was the vcx*y region of romance ; and in such a region Edward 
might well indulge his own. Oh, what li^ng, real romance was there !. 
A prince come to claim a crown, and with a daring few had com¬ 
menced the bold adventure. Those faithful few, forgetful of all other 
tics, the dearest and most real nature knows, clung to that ideal one 
which from boyhood upw'ard had held a secret, and therefore the 
dearest place in their enthusiast hearts—^the tie of loyalty. They, in 
turn, had their followers educated in the blind but affectionate and 
generous motive to follow the fortune of thdr chief, whith^soevbr ■ it 
niight lead; and here ware prince, and chieftains, and cHjptaBen, all 
sunk alike into the forgetfulness of slumber; slumber on the edge of 
doom ! even that royal head, which now, resting on the wild heathm*, 
niight in a few cventfiil days lie beneath the palace canopy or on tiie 
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8caffold*a block) forgot itself in sleep. The ambitious prince—the 
adherent—^the reckless clansmen—all could sleep, but the 
travel-tired lover could not repose. Ko. Nought can disturb the 
heart like love—^nought else so chase the soul of rest. Kingcraft and 
loyalty are of the worl4’s making; but love is of nature's creation, and 
therefore more absorbing in its influence. 

Edward had a confused consciousness of all this around and passing 
within him, though he could not have defined his sensations in words; 
hut he apostrophised the name of his mistress, asking himself why he 
alone should be waking in that Valley, as he walked amidst the 
sleepers. He looked towards the hut which sheltered Ellen, and 
approached it with the pleasing notion of making his couch near the 
'|dace where she rcsted. 

As he brushed briskly through the heatiier in the eagerness of the 
fond idea, the rustling attracted somebody already in tlic neighbour¬ 
hood of the hut, who raising himself on his arm from his recumbent 
position, demanded, “ Who goes there ?” 

“ A friend,” replied Ned, still advancing. 

The challenger sprung to his feet and confronted him; and Ned 
beheld in the person who barred his path, Kirwan. 

The moonlight perfectly revealed both the men to each other., and 
neither spoke for some time, but stood gazing silently on clu'K (^tiicr. 
Kirwan’s visage was sad and pale, and it seemed os if *>< x,ide an 
efl^rt to be calm. At length he asked some vague queslu*'i, to which 
Edward returned as vague a reply; and after the interchange of some 
broken sentences they seemed ae much perplexed how to part as they 
were startled by their meeting. Each knew the other’s motive for 
being there, as well as if the motive had Seen his own, yet «lared not 
bint at such a knowledge. Each knew the working of the other’s 
heart, as well as if he were inside it, yet tried to appear as indiffcj’cnt 
as if they had not a heart between them. Both the men at that 
moment would have gladly seized eacli other by the throat, and 
atruggled to the death, or gashed each other with their swords, yet 
were forced to assume the formalities of acquaintanceship; and when 
tb^ .stumbled on an excuse for parting, mutually utterly a hurried 
good-night,” while they wished each other at the d-1. 

The following day was full of hustle and activity. An early council 
of war was called to consider the propriety of an immediate march to 
the south, but Lochiel and the other cliieftains recommended the <«elay 
of <f&e d^ more at Glenfinnin for the reception of small straggling 
parties ^jpHighlandws which might be exacted, and would be dis¬ 
heartened, of. perhaps turn hack if they found no friends awaiting them 
ia the glen. This being decided on, tlic renuunder of the day was 
(pven up to amusement. Athletic sports were engaged in by the 
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mauntalneerb for tlic entertainment of the Prince, while Ellen and a 
few M’ho loved the picturesque made a little partjr to explore the 
beauties of the glen. It was after the fatigue of a steep ascent which 
they had made in their excursion, that the little basket of refreshmmit 
was opened, and their simple repast spread in a pretty sheltered nook 
of th<i hills, where a rivulet, crystal-bright, bounding down the rocks, 
oticred ready beverage to the party. Here it was that Ellen called 
ujioji Ned to tell her of his adventures since they had parted at sea, 
and by wimt extraordinary means he had contrived to follow them. 
This he did in more detailed form than the night before to her father, 
but still without making himself offensively prominent in the story; 
find all listened with pleasure to the adventurous little history—^his 
lontriviiig to get away from France, his fishing-boat passage of the 
channel, his landing in England, escapes in London, and 

iioriherrt joui-iiey, which latterly became dangerous, from the suspicion 
,»i‘ the authorities in the lowland towns attaching to all southerns 
Jravelling to the nortli. All the incidental questions that were asked 
liim in the course of his narrative were answered with so much clear- 
no.->s iiJhl good sense that he obtained consideration among his hearers. 

ICirvvan was not among these ; his duties obliging him to remain in 
the camp, niucii to his chagrin, as he saw Fdlen departing with Ned in 
iior iifiin. As for Ned, it was the happiest day of his life. The 
beiUJtilul girl he adored listened with pleasure to the recital of his 
;ulv<*ntur<-s, and there was a nameless charm in her manner towards 
liiTu which gave him joy lor the present and hope for the future. How 
lovely did shi* seem in his eyes, as she reclined in that little rocky dell 
.i{>oii the short m'oinatie grass, where the tiny flowers had crept for 
shelter. Her fairy foot was playing with a hare-bell w^hich lay close 
lie.^ido it, and Ned would have given the world fos the painter’s power 
fit that moment to record the beauty of its arched instep and rounded 
ankle. 

Young llonuld Mai'donald was of the party, albeit not insensible to 
Ellen’s beauty, and she called on the yOung chieftain to arouse them 
from their too luxurious quiet by one of those spirit-stirring songs 
with which he was wont to gladden the hearts of the king’s friends : 
one of thovse strains whose fiery poetry roused men to action, and out¬ 
lives the cause by which they were inspired. 

The young chieftain poured forth his very heart in the song, which 
well suited the genius of the place, and as he arrived at its burthen,-— 

Come through, the heather. 

Around him gather, j| 

You’re a’ the welcomer wrly,”, • 

every voice joined in the chorus, and felt the aptness of the flUndn, for 
the heather was around them, and they were **4' the %eleoaier’ldriiy'*<M 
they were the first oi the adherents. 
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** EUen^s foot had kept beating time to the melody/ and Remold re« 
marked that -if she kept time so well he was sure she could sing, and 
that hers truly was the land of song. 

She obeyed the call, and sang that exquisitely plaintive melody 
called “ Limerick’s Lamentation,” which touclied the heart of every 
hearer; and when it was concluded, Ronald made her promise she would 
teach it to him, as it was one of the loveliest airs he had ever heard. 

But it is so sad,” he added. • 

“ And well may it be,” smd Ellen. “ It was written to com¬ 
memorate the expatriation of us poor Irish after the violation of tlte 
treaty of Limerick, and hence its name.” 

“ I will learn it,” said Ronald. And so he did, and the air became 
afterwards a great favourite in Scotland, where it is now known under 
the name of “ Farewell to Lochaber,” for the beauty of the strain 
caught the car and w'aked the genius of Burns. 

Ned was now called on to contribute to the harmony of the party, 
and s.aid he would attempt a variety in the style of the soJig he skouhl 
give. The others ti'eated of war and exile; he should deal with a softer 
subject, which was the unfailing contrast to war in the hand.s of the 
poets. 

“ Aye—^love I” said Ronald: “ you lowlanders arc always thinking 
of sighing and winning after your lady’s apron string. Oh the inoun- 
tfuns for me, which brace a man’s nerves to bolder strains! ” 

Softly,” said Ned : “ in the first place I am not a lowlandcr,— 
I came from the region of mountain and lake as well as yourself, and 
X never heard it objected to a warrior that he oould play the lover also. 
Nay, my love-song even shall not treat of the valley, but hold fortli 
the fitness of the mountain for tender recollections as well as warlike 
achievements. Why should we not 

Come thro’ the heather’ 

at the behest of a lady as well as of a king ? ” and he bowed low to 
KUen as he spoke, and then began :— 

iD^untaln idelo. * 


“ By yon mountain, tipp’d with cloud. 

By the torrent foaming loud. 

By the dingle where the purple bella of heather grew. 

Where the Alpine flow’ra are hid. 

And where bounds the nimble kid.— 

There we’ve wander’d both together through the mountain dew t 
With what delight in summer’s night we trod the twilight gloom. 
The air so fhll of fragrance from the flow’rs st fiiU of bloom. 

And oiir hearts so fhll of joy—^for aught else there was no room," 
As we wander’d both together through the mountain dew I 
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" Those sparkling gems that rest 
On the mountain’s flow’ry breast 
Ate like the joys we number—^they are bright and few. 

For a while to eartti are given. 

And are call’d again to heaven. 

When the spirit of the morning steals the mountain dew. 

Bnt memory, angelic, makes a heaven on earth for men, 

Here rosy light rccollcth bright the dew-drops back agmn; 

' The Warmth of love exhales them from that well-remember'd glen, 

Where we wander’d both together through the mountain dew." 

Even tlie fiery Ronald admitted that a song not unwortliy of the 
mountain might he sung to a softer theme than war, and one after 
another of the party gave some snatqji of— 

“ Music wedded to immortal verse.’’ 

And right pleasantly passed the day, until the shadows warned them 
it wAf, time to return and join the evening feast, which the Prince 
was to hold again in Glenfinnin. As they descended to the valley, 
Ned seized many an opportunity of tendering his servjces to KUen, 
whose beautiful hand was often within his, as he steadied her footstep 
round some ])recipitous ledge, or alibrded lier Support as she sprang 
Irom some overhanging rock, too high to dare a leap from, without 
such aid. Happ^, happy Ned !—^Iie would have wished the descent 
to be interminable, but such sweet moments mi^l come to an end, and 
he found himself too soon at the mountain-foot, where preparation for 
festivity was in active progression. 

It was not long till the least was spread, and the Prince and his 
adherents (much increased in number by fresh arrivals) re-enacted the 
scene of the former evening. Again to the King’s health did Glen- 
hnnin resound; again shrieked the pipes in wild mdsic; again the 
fantastic dance beat the ground—but there was no jig. Ellen pleading 
fatigue had retired early, so the jealous glances of the rivals were 
spared, as w«^l as their moonlight walk and meeting of the preceding 
night, and if Kirwau did. not sleep sounSy, Ned certainly did. 
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CHAPTER XXVIL 


TiiE fc.Uowing morning, at an early Lour, the forces of Charles 
Edward started on their southern route, and the house of the ^^gciitle 
Lochiel ” was their next appointed halting-place. 

Now, while the Highlanders are on their march, it may be as well 
for the .author to beckon his kind companion, the reader, into a 
bye-path, and haVe a few confidential words with him about the 
march of his story. Let him (the reader) not be afraid that he is about 
to be dragged through the high road of history, with which he is as well, 
tf not better ac<iuaintcd than the author himself. The story t»f the 
adventure us Prince is too well known by the world in general, to afford 
rational hope to an author that any fresh research or ‘^new dresses, 
scenery, and decorations,” of his, copld invest tltat romantic drama 
witli a fresh interest. Therefore, once for all, le#^it bo undei’stood 
that no more of the Mstory of tbis period will be touched upon than 
properly belongs to the affairs of the persons connected with our 
story. In touching on the immediate time ^nd place of such startling 
historic events, it cannot be forgotten that the greatest novelist of any 
age or country has made the theme his own, and that while the course 
of the pre.sent tale lies through such beaten ground, the author feels 
like a trespasser, pursuing his game over a manor that must be ever 
well preserved in the grateful memories of admiring millions. There¬ 
fore, with what speed he may, he will hasten his course, nor venture 
one step he can avoid in a region it were literary sacrilege to 
profane. 

And now, so much being said, let us join the general march, and 
halt with the Highlanders and the “ gentle Lochiel.” 

The gathering of the dans was increased at the home of the gallant 
chieftain. Mae Donald of Glenco, Stuart of Appin, and the younger 
Glengarry, joined their forces to those already assembled; and though, 
despite the Arms bill, they were wonderfully provtled with offensive 
weapons, nevertheless, some hundreds were wanting in that essential 
point of war, and a council was held to delibenite on the best mode of 
remedying the deficient^. 
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After the council had broken up, the tlieme of its deliberation con¬ 
tinued to be the subject of conversation among the leaders, and 
repeatedlj regret was expressed that the Prince had come so ill pro¬ 
vided with arms. Tullibardine, Lynch, and others of the Prince’s 
immediate followers, reminded the chieftains that it was not from 
lack of foresight such a want was experienced, but that the fortune 
of war had interrupted that most necessary supply—the ship bearing 
the military stores having been intercepted. 

Kirwan could not resist this opportunity of saying something to 
annoy Ned, and tliough his better nature pointed out to him at the 
insUmt he spoke the unkindness and injustice of his words, the 
demon of jealousy would not let him be silent, but goaded him on to 
wound in any way he could. 

“ ycs,”saidhe, ‘‘if those on board the Elizabeth had only done 
their duty, and fought their ship becomingly, we should now hare 
plenty of arms and ammunition.” 

Ned, ill the peculiar relation he stood with Kirwan, was quite as 
ready to take, as the other to give offence, and instantly retorted, “If 
Jhc Doutelle had not deserted the Elizabeth —” 

“Deserted!” interrupted Kirwan, captiously; “you forget his 
Highness was on board—loo precious a freight to endanger ; besides, 
what could a light-armed brig do against a fifty-gun ship? while the 
Elizabeth^ carrying sixty-seven, should have been able to beat an’ 
inferior adversary.” 

“ The Elizabeth” said Ned, “ was an old a^ inefficient ship, while 
the Lion was perfect in all respects; and 1 fern myself bound to bear 
testimony to the gallautry of the captain and crew of the Frenchman. 
No ship could be better fought.” 

“ Very possibly,” said Kirwan, superciliously, “ 1 only mean to s;gr 
it was pity she was beaten.” . 

“ She was not beaten,” replied Nc4, warmly. “ It was a drawn 
battle, and a bitter and bloody one too ; there was not a stick left 
standing in either siiip.” 

“We have lost our arms, however,” returned Kirwan. 

“ If the Doutelle had used her gutffi,” said Ned, we should not 
want arms; not. cmly the Elizabeth, but the Zdon too, as our pme, 
would have'been here.” 

“ Oh,” said Kirww, “it’s ca&y to talk of what would have been. 
I apeak of what hi^pened. ITour ship was driven back.” 

“ If you talk of my sliif^” said Ned, “ 1 must talk of 4Qd 

I should rather he on boud the ship 4hat, fought, than UiA.i^^that 
ran away.” 

“Ran away!” echoed Kirwan, fiirioisdjr* ^‘What^do.you.mean?” 
and he laid his hand on his sword. 
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** Peace! peace !** cried Lynch, authoritatively, and restraining 
Kirwan^s arm. “ Gentlemen, this is an unseemly and uncalled-for 
altercation. We are too few to quarrel among ourselves—^let our 
swords be drawn on our en^piies, not on each other. 1 make it a 
personal request to each that not a word further pass between you.— 
I am sure no offence was meant on either side.” 

A general exclamation of ** certainly not,” arose among the 
chieftains, though some suspected there might have been; and Lynch 
was quite sure there was, and grieved to think upon the cause, and 
. not wishing to trust the men lunger in each other’s company, passed 
his arm through Kirwon’s, and withdrew from the group, which by 
common consent dispersed immediately afterwards. 

Ned’s temper, thougli ruffled, soon recovered its tone, from the 
consciousness that he had repelled any affront that u'as meant, and 
maintained his position; and during the evening, in the house of the 
Highland chief, he renewed his opportunities of speaking with Ellen, 
undeterred by Kirwan’s lowering brow, which, despite his’ efforts to 
the contrary, betrayed his inward feelings. 

The next day, too, while pursuing their route to Blair Castle, the 
seat of old Lord Tullibardinl^ he often walked by Ellen’s bridle-rein, as 
she sat her rough highland pony down the steep declivities of the 
mountain road ; and though often obliged to give place to Eirwan, 
e({uaily arduous in his attention, yet Ned made a good fight for the 
place of honour, and lost no opportunity of being near the lady of his 
heart. ^ 

This struggle for the honour of “ groom in waiting ” between the 
rivals, was not unobserved by Lynch, who would gladly have pre¬ 
vented it by assuming the place himself, but tliat his presence was 
demanded in front, beside tbe Prince, who was in close converse witli 
him on the subject of the cocpected share Ireland would take in the 
insurrectionary movements, while TuUibardine was called on for 
his counsel. 

The old lord, who had been actively engaged in the conference, 
soon became abstracted, and seemed scarcely to hear a word that was 
addressed to him. This absence of mind was accounted for to the 
Prince, by one of the chieftains, who told him they were approaching 
Blair Athol, and that Tullibardine’s heart was fidl at the thought of 
nearing his old halls after so long an absence. It was even so. 
Thirty years had elapsed since the heroic old mgn had been in his 
native land, whence the same cause had procured his exile that now 
induced his reitaim, and his countenance betrayed the varying emotions 
that stirred Ids soul, as he drew near the castle. 

As they temped an acclivity, turn of a sharp angle in the road 
revealed to the old lord his ancestral towers; first clear and distinct. 
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but soon dim and uncertain* for be saw them through the mist of 
affection which his heart sent up before his eyes* as he looked on the 
home of bis cliildhood. Other emotions were there, too, as well as 
those of affection. This staunch adh|prent of his king had received 
the lather of the present prince in thosf» very halls; then, on <ui 
enterprise like the presf^nt, had proved his fidelity, and forfeited his 
estates ; and now was returned, after more than a quarter of a century 
of exile, to risk all he had remaining—^his life—^in the same desperate 
cause. 

Ashamed to have witnesses to his emotion, the old^an hastened 
onward, upon the pretence of being ready to receive the Prince at 
the castle. When he reached the portal there was a reception 
awaiting himself. Some old adherents of the house, who yet survived 
the ravages of time, and the still more actively depopulating measures 
of the l.'iw after “ the fifteen,” were ready to receive him at the 
gate, and hailed him as the “Duke of Athol,” the title held by his 
Whig brother, (or the “ fau’se laird,” as the people called him,) by way 
of r(nvard for his adhesion to the Guelphic interest. 

One fine old man, in particular, whose white hairs proclaimed age, 
and on whose face a scar indicated warlike service, was foremost in 
welcome : calling down blessings on the head of the old lord, he ran 
before him into the castle, shouting, “ It’s a’ j'^our ain again!—a’ 
your ;un!” 

But TuUibardine did not follow. His prince being close at hand, 
he awaited Ids arrival at the portal, where he Received him with loyal 
M'eleorae as he alighted, and prayed him to enter his castle, which he 
considered less his own than his king’s. He stood uncovered as he 
spoke, and when he had finished his short but devoted speech, he 
threw his bonnet in the air, as a signal to the surrounding retainers, 
whose answering shouts made the walla of Blair Athol ring again, 
the Prince entered its gates. 

Much confusion was apparent in the interior appointments, owing 
to the sudden departure of its recent occupant; the open doors of 
closets and cupboards with emptied shelves, papers scattered about, 
and remnants of valueless utensils, showed that documents of any 
value and all the plate had been removed. Old TuUibardine, after 
ransacking every corner of his castle, came back laughing to the 
Prince, swearing “ the loon had not' left as much as a silver spoon in 
the house.” Rejoicing, however, that the cellar could not be emptied 
at a short notice, the brave old gentleman set about getting up a foust 
directly, and all the resources the n^ghbourliood could furnish were 
put in requisition for the purpose. In the meanwhile the Prince was 
conducted by his host through the castle, much of which had been 
modernized, to the great grief of TuUibardine, who regretted ouch 
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ionovation, which made his castle look less like what it was when he 
had left it. On entering the garden his surprise was still greater, to 
additions to a considerable extent bad been made in this depart¬ 
ment ; even to the luxuiy o^reen and hothouses, and the culture of 
foreign fruits. It was trt Blair Athol, Charles Edward first tasted 
pine-apples, which the banquet of that festal day furnished. A wild 
and singular banquet it was ; the ^shes were of a sufficiently substan¬ 
tial character for the old baronial times ; the exigencies of the hour 
precluded the possibility,of the careful cooking of anything ; while the 
produce of th4^ gardens and the cellars bespoke modern refinement, and 
were fit for the board of a king ; but even here the absence of all 
suitable accessories was ludicrous. The commonest ware, and not 
much of that, bore costly delicacies ; and the choicest wines were quaffed 
from horn cups. But still right joyous was that wild banquet, and 
the ancient hall of Blair Athol rang through the night with loud 
merriment, till dawn surprised some of the carousers at their potations, 
and the hoarse exhausted song of the reveller was but a prelude to the 
clear, outgushing melody of the lark. 

That morning melody had wakened Ellen from her slumbers, whicli 
had been deep and refreshing, far removed from the riot of the hall; 
and she arose to enjoy the early fragrance of the gardens she saw 
sparkling in dew beneatl* her window. To rove througli a garden 
was at all times to Ellen an exquisite j>leasure, and she found in that 
of Blair Athol much to admire. Jt seemed as if great care had been 
bestowed on tliis department of the establishment, and in her walk 
among its flowers the morning passed swiftly away. As the day ad¬ 
vanced, stragglers running to and fro indicated the stir of life again 
about the castle, and the old lord himself was soon after seen making 
his appearance upon* a grassy slope, that led from the house to the 
garden. As in this neighbourhood there was a beautiful bed of flowers, 
Ellen hastened thither, doubting i)ot .«lie should find him, but on 
reaching the spot she stood alone amidst it^ bloom and its fragrance ; 
she raised her voice and called on him by name, but no answer %vas 
returned, and then, stepping into one of the neighbouring walks, she 
commenced a search. At length she caught a glimpse of him through 
an opening in an old hedge, whose antiquity showed it to be an origi¬ 
nal boundary of the garden, and she followed to keep him company. 
As she approached, she observed him looking attentively upon the 
trunk of an ancient tree, beside which an old but flourishing bush of 
white rose was growing, and he had just taken a knife from his pocket 
as if to cut some memento on the bark, whidi already bore the rough 
scams of some former carving. 

On being addressed by Ellen, the old gentleman turned round and 
saluted her courteously, while siie inquired how he could choose to 
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ramble in that grass-grown and neglected place, while so beantiM • 
garden laj so near. 

^ “ My dear child,” he said, ** this mas the garden. Yonder is the 
doing of my Whig brother, who loves Hew kings and new fashions 
better than I. This is the place where I stole apples as a boy, and I 
would not give this neglected, gr^-grown spot, for. ten times the 
** beautifications ” that bdkre been tolK at the otlier side of that hedge. 
J )o yOu see that old tree ? I have climbed it when it and I were younger, 
to the terror of my poor mother. It bears a memento, too, of my hand 
in manhood —look here !” and he pointed out to her, as he spoke, the 
initials of his name and the date 1715, carved in the bark. 

“ Tn tliat year,” he said, “ I fouglit for tlie royal house which now 
1 fight for. In that year I planted that white rose, the emblem of our 
cause, beside that tree j and now I return, after thirty years of exile, 
and the tree still stands, and the rose still flourishes; good omen of 
success ! And do you wonder I love this old garden better than the 
new one ? No! I see 3 mu don’t; by your glistening eyes ! And now 
I am going to carve roy name and 1745 on that same old tree, whose 
bark shall bear tlie record that Tullibardinc was ever loyal to his king. 
Yes! that tree and I are older and weaker tlian we were when I 
played among its branches. I aln too old to climb, and it too weak to 
l»(‘ar; but still, though shaken by time, we are unchanged in nature. 
As well might that tree assume another foliage as I become a Whig. 
As well might it desert its j*oots, as I desert the cause of Charles 
Stuart.” Ellen’s heart swelled at the enthusiasm of the edd mau, who 
began carving his memorial on the tree, while she commenced a care¬ 
ful selection of the choicest neighbouring roses, as a welcome tribute 
to th(? Prince, saying slie was certain the flowers would he doubly 
welcome when he heard the history of the tree from which they had 
been gatherad. 

Having culled her bunch of roses, Elleai sauntered up and down the 
old garden, waiting till Tullibardinc bad ffhishcd his carving on the 
tree, that he might hear her company; and as she approached the 
hedge she fancied her name was spoken at the other side of it. She 
paused and listened, and distinctly heard’ her name repeated, and by a 
voice which she. recognised for Kirwan’s. • A reply was returned, but 
the intervention of the fence prevented her from hearing sufiiciendy 
well to know who spoke, though she rather imagined it was Ned. She 
caught the sound of Kirwan’s voi6e again, and in a higher tone, which 
seemed to produce a louder reply than before, at once iden^fying 
Edward as the speaker. There was a peculiar tone in the conver¬ 
sation, indistinct os it was, that could not be mistaken for friendliness, 
and a suspidon flashed across Ellen’s mind ns to its nature, which 
while it made her heart tremble, also piqued her enriosity, and 
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apjvn'oeohiBg still closer to the hedge, ehc listened breathlesdj for the 
next vrord. 

Now Ellen, though the soul of honour, nnd the last in she world . 
who would wilfully play the eavesdropper, could not resist this 
temptation. But who qould blame a woman for listening under such 
circumstances ? hearing her own name mentioned, and that in an angry 
tone, between two persons whc^||she knew^were her admirers, and 
trembling for what the result might be,—^perhaps a deadly quarrel, 
w’hich it would be her duty to prevent. She stood in a state of 
perfect fascination, as the conversation proceeded, and the speakers 
having drawn nearer, she could gather much of what was said. 
Kir wan’s tone was haughty and intemperate; Edward’s, though indig¬ 
nant, more under restraint. She heard Kirwau calling Edward to 
ac.c;ount for his over assiduous manner to herself, which Edward 
defended ns being perfectly within the limit of homage which any gen¬ 
tleman may offer to a lady. This Kirwan denied, and a good deal of 
what followed was lost j but it seemed a hurried discussion of how far 
attentions might go without being construed into meaning anything, 
and Kirwan seemed to assume to himself the right of questioning any 
approaches to Miss Eyncb, an intervention whieli Ned did not seetn 
at all inclined to give way to. Something offensive followed, implying 
that Edward was not entitled to look so high. This was followed by 
an enthusiastic outbreak on Edward’s part, not in assertion of his own 
doerts, but asking Kirwan who teas worthy of so “ divine a creature.’’ 
Words ran Jiigher every moment, and at last, in a very violent tone, 
Kirwan called upon liis i-ival to abandon all pretension to Miss Lynch’.s 
notice, and desist from further “intrusion upon that lady.” Ned 
replied with excellent temper, that when that lady’s manner made him 
feel his attentions were intrusive, he should retire, but that he would 
not receive dismissal from otl)er liands. Kirwan, in still stronger 
language, insisted on liis renouncing all pretension to her society, on 
the spot. Ned very shortly and indignantly gave' a plump refusal, 
and Ellen hea^d some enthusiastic expression about laying down his 
life a thousand times fen* her. She then heard Kirwan say, with 
terrible distinctness, “ One of tlie thousand will do for me, sir— 
draw!” ^ 

The next instant she heard the clink of swords, and uttering u 
piercing scream, she sprang to the entrance through the fence, and 
ran into tlie garden, where she beheld the two young men engaged in 
deadly , encounter, and rushed between them. At her presence they 
dropped the points of their swords, while Tullibardine made his appear¬ 
ance suddenly) startled by Ellen’s cries, and following her footsteps 
rapidly. She, pale as death, looked silently at the combatants, who 
stood mute and abashed before her, while the old lord, with stem 
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dignity, reproved them the outra^ they had domimiited, reminding' 
them t^t, while the Prince honoured the casde with his pres^ce, it 
became a palace, within whose precincts to draw a sword WaapmuA- 
aUe with death. 

“ Surrender your swords to me, sirs,** 8aid,Tullibardine. 

The young men obeyed. 

** You are both unde^ arrest, s^; and I desire you instantly to 
walk before me to the castle, where you shall be confined till a court* 
martial be called.” 

« My lord,” said Ned, “ I only beg to assure you that I was igno* 
rant of the law it seems I have broken.” 

“ Then, sir, ’tia well if you do not learn an over-dear lesson,” 
answered Tullibardiue, sternly. “ Go before me, gentlemen,” he added. 

Oh, my lord!” exclaimed Ellen, whose heart sank at the name of 
ti court-mui'tial, ** for Heaven’s sake pardon the thoughtlessness of these 
gentlemen, who, I am sure, quite forgot the neighbourhood of the 
Prince, and ore therefore unintentional offenders.” 

“ It is quite clear they did forget, Miss Lynch, and so do you seem 
to forget what is due to your Prince, in interceding for such bold 
offenders.” 

Ellen had never heard the old man speak so harshly before, and 
liung hm* head to conceal the tears which his reproof had caused, and 
with a heavy heart followed him to the castle, whither he advanced, 
marching his prisoners before him. On reaching the hall he sent 
for two iirmed Highlanders, and giving directions to a servant to place 
Kirwan and Ned witliin the strong rooms of the old turret, desired 
tlie Highlanders to keep watch at the do<w of each chamber. 

The prisoners were marched off immediately, and Tullibardine re¬ 
turned to tlie garden, whither Ellen followed, notwithstanding the 
rebuff she had already received, to endeavour to soften the anger of 
the punctilious old nobleman : but she fmrnd him inexorable ; dl the* 
arguments she urged in favour of the prisoners were in vain. Most 
fitly she suggested the wisdom of not weakening their small force 
by the bad example of letting a quarrel in their own little band be a 
subject of inquiry and punishment, while there wds a common enemy to 
be fought;—that at such a moment, unanimity amoi^ themselves was of 
more consequence than the observance of court etiquette;—and that the 
probable ignorance of both, certainly of onetjf the party, of the nature 
of the offence they committed, ought to be mercifully taken into consi-^ 
deration. But to all these Sensible observatkms tito old courtier was- 
deaf. In his view everything was less important than the respect due 
to royalty, and the argument advanced, of the Prince standing in need 
of friends at tlie immediate moment, only made him more indignant 
with the offenders. 
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“ When onr Prince is here,” he said, “ almost at the mercy of his 
lieges to restore him to power, it more behoves us tliat he shall net 
have his royal dignity despised nor abated one jot; his very weak¬ 
ness, in this case, makes his strength ; for what is wanting to Inm in 
real power must be made up to him by the homage of loyal and true 
hearts ; and though he might not, at tlie present moment, be able or 
willing to assert his dignity and privileges to the fullest, it is the duty 
of his servants to see that they he not infringed; and in my eyes, Miss 
Lynch, an offence against our ill-provided Prince," our royal Master’s 
dUer egOf in this humble Highland dwelling, is as great an offence 
as if conjmitted against the potent Louis in the Tiiileries** 

£lien assured him she was not insensible to the loyal spirit in which 
ho spoke ; it w’as only in a prudential point of vic\^ she urged him to 
be merciful and say nothing about it; and that if the secret lay with 
the parties already in possession of it, tJiere was no fear of the affair 
reaching the Prince’s ears; “ and then, my lord,” said she, enforcing 
her argument witli one of her sweetest smiles, “you remember hoAv 
truly and beautifully the poet says, 

* He that is robbed, not wanting what is stolen, 

Let him not know it, and he’s not robbed at all.’ ” 

But Ellen’s smiles and quotations were in vain. She might have 
smiled her life out, and exhausted a whole library without moving 
Tullibardinc. He returned a stem look in exchange for Ellen’s smile, 
and said, 

“ Miss Lynch, the poet .there speaks of a purse ; and would you 
place monen' on a level with the dignity of tlie crown V” » 

“ At least, my dear sir,” answered Ellen, still trjdng to force him 
out of his severity by playfulness, “ you will acknowledge tliey are 
both gold.” 

“ Or silver,” Miss Lynch, returned my lord, with chilling severity, 
as the case may be. Miss Lynch, the subject is not one to treat with 
levity, and in one devoted to your King, as I know you are, I am sur¬ 
prised to observe the temper in which you discuss this subject. An 
offence punishable wdth death—death, Miss Lynch, is committed in 
my gartlen, and I an^not to see the offender punished, forsooth, be¬ 
cause > on can quote poetry!” 

“ This is unjust, my lord. In devotion to my king T will yield to 
no one, and I only appealed to your jji-udence and mercy to induce you 
to overlook what is, after a^, but a breach of etiquette, too heavily 
punishable to make it Christian-like to prosecute.” 

“ Ho, ho!” exclaimed Tullibardinc, getting very angry. “ So, 
Mademotsdlb, you first spout poetry and then preach Christianity to 
me, to make me forget the honour of my Prince j but you shall Icam, 
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Mademoiselle, that old men are not to he moved from their duty by 
love-sick young ladies.** 

Ellen, felt the phrase “love-sick ’* severely, and replied with spirit 
to Tullibardine : “ My lord, since you so mistake my motives, I shall 
take my leaveand, making a low curtsey, retired with dignity; but 
when she was sheltered from the stern old mhn’s view, tears sprang to 
her eyes, and she cried with puie vexation that tlic state of her heart 
should be suspected. 

Of this, I believe, a woman is more jealous than a miser of his g(dd. 
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CHAPTER XXVUl. 

^Thb partiDg words of the old lord presented to Ellen a new aspect 
of the smairs of the morning. Hitherto her views and motives 
regarded the interests of others : now they assumed a selfish form—a 
rare occurrence with her. The sternness of Tullibordine's manner 
left no doubt on her mind that he would bring the offenders to punish^ 
ment, and the stinging phrase love-sick ** coloured up a host of 
hateful imaginings as to the facts that would come out in the course 
of the examination. The cause of quarrel would naturally become a 
matter of question, and therefore her name would inevitably be 
mixed up in the transaction, and in a way of all others most grievous 
to a lady; for where is the woman of right feeling who would 
not shudder at being supposed the cause of a duel ? Such were her 
thoughts as she wended her way to the castle, and sought her chamber; 
• her pretty notion of presentin^the verses to the Prince being 
abandoned in the serious considerations of the hour. She began to 
hope that perhaps neither of the gentlemen engaged would confers 
what was the cause of their quarrel, but that hope was abandoned in the 
speedily-following belief, that on so serious a matter they must waive 
all delicacy, and answer every question asked. Nay, as she was 
present, perhaps sfie herself might be called on to declare all she 
knew about the matter, and then, what wotdd become of her ?” To 
stand the gaze of a court of inquiry, and be forced by her own word 
of mouth to declare how important a share she had in the transaction 
—^it was too dreadful, and she wrung her hands in very bitterness of 
grie^ pacing up and down the chamber, exclaiming in air under breath, 
What is to be done!” Poor Ellen! she was in sad perturbation, 
and was long undecided what steps to pursue:—whether to let things 
«take their course, or speak to her father, and telling him all she 
knew about it, seek his oounseL Yes—^e mould tell her father, and 
her hand was on the lock of the door to open it, and go forth tb se^ 
him, whm the project was abandtmed on secemd thoughts. 

She had‘ serious olgection to speak to Lynch on the subject, for 
she dreaded his blame. He bad made it sufficiently intelligible to 

Ellen, that a union with Kirwan would i^^ease him, and he might, 

' a- ■ . 
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perchance, say, that had she thought more of his wishes, and aceepted 
one BO worthy in every way, this could not have occurred. Then 
again, the quarrel implied that the advances of some one else must 
have been sufficiently apparent to arouse the anger of her former 
suitor, and therefore there muft be a long talk about love affairs, 
which to Ellen Lynch was the most hateful thing in the world, and 
that determined her to say nothing to her father. Such a dislike 
ever belongs to minds of refinement and imagination. Those of 
grosser clay may discoursd in common of such engagements, and see 
nothing more in treating of them than of others. To love, (if ever 
they do—^and to marry, which they do if they can,) is nothing more 
in their eyes than a worldly concern, which they would as^ soon 
discuss as any other matter; but to a sensitive nature there is some¬ 
thing beyond eartliliness in all that belongs to love. It is held too 
sacred a thing to be the common talk of the world—^too'precious to be 
approached by every body—^the very hoard of the heart, guarded willi 
a miser’s care, and bolts and bars are put upon it that none may pass 
but the one who is lawful partner in it. So strongly does this 
feeling imbue sensitive natures, that they have a repugnance even 
to the imputation of a love which they bear not. Its very name 
touches su(!li chords in their souls, which the finger of the jester 
may not approach. It is then— 

“ Like sireet bells Jangled out of tone." 

To produce harmony, one chosen hand alone can wake it, and then 
it doth 

s 

" Discourse most eloquent music." 

When Ellen had abandoned the thoBght of sp^ddng to her father, 
she next entertained the idea of seeking the Prince, and interceding 
for the prisoners at his feet ; but here again she dreaded her motive 
might be questioned, and shrank front the attempt. What, then, was 
to be done ? She saw nothing could her from her embarrassment 
but the liberation and fiigbt of the prisoners; and tbie idmi tod^ final 
and firm possession of her mind, and towards its achievement all th^ 
resources of her invention were called into action. 

Tfo reconnoitre the turret where they were (mnfiiied was her fixst 
object, and this she undertook on the instant: She thought it likdj 
the prisoners would be looking towards the window, if window there 
w'as in their place of durance ; and she had not the Imiat doubt that if 
she made her. appeimanoe before them, the gentiemen wotdd not be 
unlikely to iqpproach the casement to look at her. put her scheme 
in practice, and it answered admirably; both her adrairmni rmhed to 
the windows, as she pao||l the grass plat in its vicinily, and she was 
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j^li^ W' find that those casements lay on different angles of tlic 
turret, so that communioatkms might be held with one without being 
linder the obsertnation of the other. Satisfied of this fact, die sum- 
flimied Phaidrig to her piresenee, determining to make him her 
confident, and seek strength in his advice. 

All the Directions she entertained to speak to others on the subject 
vanished as regarded Phaidrig; he was an attached adherent of her 
family, loved her to*devotion, and, as an inferior, would feel the con¬ 
fidence reposed in him an honour, binding Mm to respect and silence, 
wMoh an equal might not observe. 

** Phaidrig,” said Ellen, as he entered her presence, “ I have seni 
for you to have a confidential word, with you about soraetliing.” 

“ Oh yis, Miss,—guessed you’d be throubled about it.” 

** You know, then, what I allude to ?” 

** To be sure 1 do,” said Phaidng, who wished, with that delicate 
address belonging to the Irish people, to spare her tlic awkwardness 
of opening the therefore dashed into it himself; his natural 

perception leading him at once to the right conclusion as to what 
that sulgect was “ you mane the scrimage in the garden, this 
moving ?” 

« Yes, Phaidrig.” 

** I thought so. Indeed it is a crooked turn the tiling has taken. 
Miss Ellen.” 

“ *Tis most painful, Phaidrig.” 

“ Sure, then, it’s a quare counthry,” said the piper, “ where they 
wouldn’t let gentlemen have their quarrel out their own way.” 

“ ’Tis not for their quaivelling, Phaidrigf—it is for drawing their 
swords so near the presence of the king.” 

**'Mu6ha then, but the ways o’ the world is quare! Here’s hail’ 
the swoords in Scotland goin’ to be dhrawn in tbe king’s cause, and 
out o’ them all you mustn’t dliraw one in your own.” 

"Not just thaty Phaidrig: it is drawing the sword within the 
fm'hidden limit, is the offence—so near the king’s presence, you 
undet^tnndi*^ 

" Ajnrnh, Miss EUen, you have too much seme not to see that is non¬ 
sense. Sure you may flourish your swoord undher a king’s nose, so 
near thht youVe u chance of cuttin’ it dfij as long as it’s in a battle— 
and yoii^re^a hero for that But if you are some perches out of his 
arid atone walls betune you and Mm, you must k^ep your blade 
in^good'behaviour. 'Isn’t that rank nonsense, l^ss Ellen ?” * 

'• “ miMiiwqimntier the respect due to the prince Phaidrig.** 
Pahe' the man Who wouldn^t respect Mmself ffirsf, and back Ms 
ioWDt|uarre], would have but little respect for a prince, or be little likhly 
’fo'shsndup for hfjH cause. But, to come bilk to the story, as 1 said 
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afore—it's a crodtod turn, and how can we make it Bthndter ?— 
the roatther.” 

“ Could we not help them to escape from cotifineihoHt ?” 

“ I dar say,” said Phaidrig, " with a little head-work. Bat, ia 
the danger so grcai as to require it?” 

** The offence as punishable with death.” * 

“ Death!—oh murtlier!—'Put, tut, Miss Ellen, they wouldn^t kitt 
them for that—don’t think il.” 

Tlie old lord is desperate about it.” 

“ Yes — I dar say—he’s a bitther owld pill. But the prince him^^ 
3Iiss, wouldn’t hear of it ? he’d just maybe give them a repri^j^pyod 
when he made nn inquiry into the tiling—and—” . , 

'riiat,” interrupted Ellen, “ is the thing of all others I 
avoid—inquiry. 1 would not, for the world, have the cause $1 thia 
quarrel made a talk of. You are an old, an attached follower, Pb^drtg 
—faitiiful and kind ; and 1 don’t hesitate to tell yow, that —” Biiijrhe 
did hesitate. , “ In short,” she continued, “ to be candid with 
1 moan that sometimes gentlemen will—^will—” ' / 

“ Will fight about a lady,” said Phaidrig, slily. 

'rhe v\'or<l.s called a blush to Ellen’s cheek, but its pain was spar^ 
by the blindness of her companion. “ You are right*. Phaidrig,” 
she said; “ but though fjou know tliat, I would not wish the world ta 
know it.” 

“ Faix then they’ll make a sharp guess at it, Miss.” 

“ Do you think .w?” 

“ Rartinly.” 

“ Why, gentlemen may fight about )aamy things.” 

“ Yes, Miss FAlen, after dinner. When the wine is in and the wit ia 
flit, a hot word will sometime breed a’:quarrel; but when gentlemen, 
in the cool o’ the morning, go scriou^y to work, it’s mostly a lady ia 
at the bottom of it.” 

“ Do you know, then, the people h^e are aware of the cause of the 
due) this morning?” 

“ No—don’t know it—but I Buppisd they are not fb6)e» and heave 
tluur eyes and cars as well as other people j so, as far os that goe^ ftdEe 
no thronble about it, for I’ll go bail th^ey are up to it.” 

** Well, let them!” said Ellen, pettishly. “ Let them sus^Mset wh^ 
they like, 'so long as there is no examtnation^-no words about, it 1”,., 

“ Ah!—there it is I ’ said Phaidrig, ** that’s yr^j o’ foe Wd9^ 
all over. It’s not the thing we care so much for, os the. 
talked of. But why would you csre. Miss Nelly, edanmti 
what^s foeshameof your being beloved by twO.^hrsyu.^^ttoQilfi^^^ 
indeed they are brave. Thu one loves foe flowers you lOn, and 
foU'Otlier the grouUd tlssy grow out of ^ foe one is an foe 
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growth of famUj oonnesuon ; the other a newer one, turned up by 
chance in an hour of trial—and well he behaved in it, and since that 
same, I hear, was near you in trouble again. Kierawaiin is good 
owld Galway blood, and Fitzjarl is a good name, no denying it, 
though he may not know just the branch he belongs to->but Td be 
book-sworn the good dhrop is in him, for he gives his money, and 
keeps his word, like a gentleman ; Misther Kierawaun will have a 
party little estate one o* these days, and Misther Fitzjarl has a 
rich uncle at his back; tbroth, I couldn’t make a pin’s choice between 
them ; it’s only yourself could do it, Miss Nelly; and indeed 1 would, 
if I was you, and settle the dispute out of hand.” 

** Ah, as cunning as you are, Fhaidrig,” said Ellen, laughing, 
(for confidences will, inferiors in rank are made easier by mirth,)— 
** cunning as you ^uink yourself, you shan’t find me out. Besides, my 
jgood Fhaidrig, remember these are not times for wedding—the king’s 
.cause before ours.” 

Lanna machree!” said Fhaidrig, tenderly, “the cause of Nature 
is before the cause of kings,—there is no jewel in a king’s crown worth 
the pure love' 'f a pure heart.” 

Ellen was tuucl jd with the truth of the saying, but still, trying to 
daugh, told Fhaif ig he was getting poetical. 

“ Miss Ellen, I can’t help it, sometimes. Sure, when the truth is 
strong in us it will come up, like a spring, bright and bursting, and 
flow out of us, whether we will or no.” 

“ Well, Fhaidrig, all the poetry in the world won’t get our friends 
-out of their confinement —we must consider how that is to be done.” 

“ Then you are still for their escape ?” ♦ 

“ I irvould psefer it.” 

“ Then your will is my pleasure. Miss, and I’ll do all I can for 
you.” 

Eller ♦ i the piper how the prisoners were situated ; upon which 
he saiu a rope was all they wanted for their purpose, by which th. 
prisoners could lower themselves from their windows. 

Ellen questioned the danger of such a mode of descent fr' ' such 
a height. 

“ Tut I” exclaimed Fhaidrig, “ you forget Misther FitzjarL ’ cd 
to the sea, and a rope is as good as a flight o’ stairs to h* ’ 

“ True,” smd Ellen, quite satisfied with the remark, and made no 
further observation. But this incident, slight as it was, furnished 
the acuteness of the blind man with a clue to her feelings. 

To give notice to the prisoners of the intended efibrts in their 
favourwas the nextobject, and this, Fhaidrig promised to effect by means 
of his pipes. liCd by Ellen to the part of the turret which fortunately 
fmrthe^ Isy at a remote angle of the building, she desired the piper to 



TEEASUJKE TROVE. 


249 


pla 7 the ** Cuckoo*8 Nest,** as that she knew would attract Edward’a 
attention, miaidrig wanted to know whj th*at air would produce 
that effect, to which Ellen replied, that much as he knew, he must he 
content not to be in all her secrets, and cunning as he was, she defied 
him to find that out. Hie fact was, the “ Cuckooes Nest ** was the 
melody to whidi Ned had sung his song at Glenfinnin, and the mtunent 
Phaidrig played it, Ned appeared at the window. What was his 
delight to see Ellen wave her hand to him, and point to Phaidrig’s 
pipes, as much as to say, observe what he plays.'* She waited no 
longer than to tell Phaidrig Ned was listening, but her momentary 
presence was enough to enchant the captive. The signal she had 
chosen to give him, too, was the air of the song ^ had sung to her, 
and his heart bent with transport. Phaidrig n ^t played The 
Twinting of the Rope next in succession, ** The 1 ’•ggy Demf and 
then “ T'ourseJf along rvitk Jfe,” after which he retired. 

This language of music Ned thus translated—“ by the assistance of 
a rope he was to effect his escape in the evening when Phaidrig 
should call him.” He was watchful now for every pasnng circum¬ 
stance ; no light or sound escaped him, as he held car ful watch at 
the window. It was some hours, however, before a y thing worthy 
of observation occurred; but then he saw he hud rightly read 
Phaidrig's warning, for a rope was lowered opposite his window, and 
lie lost not a moment in drawing it rapidly into his room. He coiled 
it up, sailor fashion, and was looking about the chamber, which was 
very bare of furniture^ to see where he might stow it away to escape 
observation in case his room might be visited, when he heard a foot 
outside the door, and the key turned in the lock. 
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H«m the r®pe was lowered to Ned, lest it might be a mystery to 
the reader, or supposed to be the work of some “ sweet little cherub ” 
that was “sitting aloft” on the roof of the eastle, we shall explain; 
. for all supernatural agencies we beg to disclaim in this oar truest of 
histories, which treats but of human affairs throughott. Phaidrig 
'ha«Sag promised to supply the rope “ somehow or other,” Ellen care- 
folly reconnoitred the turret, and found, by reckoning its battlements, 
exactly the points where , the windows lay; and as she hud ascended 
that very turret the day before, in company with TuUibardine, who 
wished to show her a fine view from the platform on its top, there was 
4 ISO difiiculty in her ascending the tower again for the same supjmsed 
' reason, and under the folds of a cloak it was easy to conceal the coil 
of rope, and thus, without the slightest suspicion attaching to '.ler act, 
she was enabled to supply the necessary means of flight to her captive 
friend, though it must be confessed fortune presented an embarrassment 
in the lime of its arrival which was most inopportune. 

In a castle under regular “watch and ward,” all these plottings 
and* schemes of deliverance would not ha\ e been so easy of design 
and execution; but, with the irregular nature of the armed fowes 
about it, it was no such difficult matter. The superiors in command 
were engaged in council most of the day contriving their campaign; 
and as for the Highlanders, they were straggling idly about the hills, or 
enjoying the rest the halt afforded, or cooking their dinners, or, in 
short, doing any thing but taking care of the castle; which, after all, 
there was no necessity for guarding, save for the two prisoners, who 
were too unimportant to excite a care j for the Prince was in the 
midst of -devoted followers, no en^^my was within scores of miles, 
and why should the Highlanders “fash” themselves about regular 
military order ? 

Ellen had kapt close to her chamber all day, save at such times as 
she stole abroad in furtherance of her own peculi^ plans. This she 
did to avoid the diance of encountering any question or being engaged 
in any conversation on the business of tlie morning, and it was not 
until late in the day she had a visit from her father, whose services had 
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been in constant reqtjisition for some previous hours in the councO. 
She feared he would make some mention of the mornin^ advent&r^ 
but in this she happily deceived herself. Lynch was equally annoyed 
at the circumstance as his daughter, and knowing besides how painful 
it would be to her, abstained from any allusion to the subject. It had 
already given him sufficient pain; he had endeavoured to dissuade 
Tullibatdine from following the matter up in the spirit of indignation 
which^he first evinced on the subject, but in vain. The old punc> 
tilious courtier was resolute on punishment, therefore Lynch dropped 
the subject as soon as he could, with him, and depended on the 
graciousness of the Prince for a more sensible wd |perciful termi¬ 
nation of the business. After a brief visit, Lynch left SUen^^o 
the solitude of her chamber, while he went to join the feast in -tbe 
balL 
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CHAPTER XXX. 

In tlie meantime how fared it with Ned in his prison-chamber ? We 
left him ra1h4l^ in a dilemma. Fortune is a capricious sort of dame, 
often behaving like the ill-natured cow, who when she has given 
plenty of milk, kicks down the pail, and Ned trembled for the fate of 
his rope which the slippery lady had sent him. By ‘‘ sUppeiy lady,” 
we by no means intend £Uen. Heaven forfend we should give so 
ungracious a title to a heroine. Oh no!—^we mean to indicate Fortune 
by that epithet, and as no one has ever accused her of being over 
steady, our conscience is free from reproach; we liave not been the 
first to take away her character, and we call her slippery without 
remorse; whereas a young lady to be so, particularly when she was on 
the roof of a house, where a slip w'ould be a serious matter, would 
endanger not only her good name but her neck. 

But to return to Ned and his rope. When he heard the key turnedjn 
the door, and he standing with the aforesaid rope in his hand, whereon 
depended his hopes of liberty, he thought all was lost; but, as in 
desperate emergencies, thought, stimulated by the spur of necessity or 
danger, sometimes suggests a sudden measure of escape, so, on the 
present occasion she stood Ned’s friend. In an instant be laid down the 
coil of rope close to the hinged side of the door, which, on being opeHcd, 
screened the object it was so important to hide, thus making the means 
of discovery also the means of concealment. A servant entered, bearing 
fiome refreshment, which having deposited on a little rickety table, 
the only one in the room, he asked, civilly, if there w'as any tiling 
olse Ned required; and Ned, only wanting his absence, got rid of him 
as fa.st as he could, and the door being once again closed, and the 
rope safe, it was crammed immediately up the chimney, until its 
services should be required at the time of the foggy deM\” 

That long*wished-for hour at length arrived, and when tlie 
ovening shades began to gather on the hills, and the revel without 
and within the castle had unfitted all for guardianship, £Umi and 
Phaidrig stole forth, and at the turret’s base gave the pipe-signal. 
Ellen watched fibte window anxiously, which soon was opened, 
fihe perceived Edward emeiging from the casement and prepare 
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to de6cend-~>sho trembled with anxiiety as she looked at the fearfnl 
h^ht, and was forced to lean on Phaidrig for support. It was 
too dusky to distinguish the rope, and when Edward’s - band let go 
the windowsill where he had steadied his weight before he com* 
mitted himself to the rope, to avoid oscillation as much as possible, and 
tliat Ellen saw him swinging in middle air, she shut her eyes and held 
them closed, until Edward’s voice close beside her assured her of his 
safety. 

Dear Miss L^ch!” he said, how shall I thank you for this kind 
interest in my fortunes?” 

** I do not foiget,” ^d Ellen, “ how much I owe to you. On the 
score of obligation I am still in your debt.” ^ ^ 

No, no!” returned Edward, “the pleasure of serving you is 
sufficient rei^ard for the service;—but this present escape of mine 
—to what is it to lead ?” 

“ To freedom, of course,” said Ellen. “ You must fly this place 
immediately, and escape the consequences of this morning’s rashness.” 

“ To me it seems,” returned Ned, “ that to break my arrest is a 
greater offence than tlie one for which I was confined. 1 have no 
desire to fly from trial;—^but perhaps my kind friend Phaidrig here 
can explain the matter?” * 

“ Not a bit,” said Phaidrig; “ it’s all her own ordhering, and so let 
her explain it herself. Just walk off a bit there with the young 
misthiss, Masther Ned, out of ray hearing, and you can say what you 
like to eadi other.” 

Tlie obvious hint in the piper’s speech did not escape Ned, who lost 
not an instant in seizing Ellen’s hand and pressing it tenderly, at the 
same moment leading her away; but she resisted gently, and said, 
in a flurried manner, to Phaidrig, that she had no secrets to com¬ 
municate. 

“ Tut, tut, tut, Miss Nelly, don’t vex me,” exclaimed Phaidrig; 
“ go off there, and talk your little talk together, or by this and that 
I’D make a screech on the pipes that will bring the whole castle about 
your ears, I will!” 

“ Phaidrig ?” exclaimed Ellen, in a t<me expressive of wonder, and 
implying command. 

“ I'm in aimest, Miss Nelly, and you know I’m wicked when I’m 
in aimest. Go off and talk, 1 tell you.” 

“ You surprise me, Phaidrig.” 

“ Faix then I’ll astonish you if you don’t go.” Filling the air-bag of 
his pipes with some rapid strokes of the bellows as he spoke, be laid 
his hand on the chanter, and raised it in menace. “ Be off, Miss Ncllj, 
you little stubborn thing, or I’ll blow—I will, by St; Patrick ! ” 

Ned, adding his entreaties to Phaidrig’s menaces, and enforcing bis 
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rcKj^uest hy drawiug Ellen’s arm within his own and pressing it gently 
to his heart, whispered low in her ear, “ Pray come.” 

He then led her, unresistingly and in silence, some twenty paces 
apart. Both their hearts were beating rapidly, for Phaidrig’s words 
had prepared NM to speak and Ellen to hear what neither had con¬ 
templated in this meeting. 

Edwai’d was the first to find his tongue; he prayed her to tell him 
her reasons for wishing his flight. 

She answered her flars for his safety, and assured him Lord Tulli- 
bardine was bent on the extreme punishment. 

“ Fear not for my life,” said Ned ; “ even if the severe discipline of 
the old lord urged him to the uttermost, the%fiair must ultimately 
^t at the Ih’ince’s option, and 1 will never believe he would, under 
present cLrcumstaiiccs, permit matters to be carried to extremity; and 
I am so blameless in the occurience of this moi’ning, that 1 have no 
dread of standing my ^rial for it.” 

“ No, no !—No trial,” said Ellen, “ for my sake, no trial!” 

“ 1 see, bj' your objection, you know the cause of the quarrel, and 
can feel your motives for suppressing all question about it ; but let 
me assure you, I am guiltless of involving a lady’s name so un¬ 
pleasantly.” . 

“ I believe you,” said Ellen. 

“ I was called upon at the sword’s point to renounce all claim to 
you-—you, who are all iny hope in this world. Ye^ Miss Lynch, 
3 'C 8 ; let me once for all avow, that without you, tliis life is valueless, 
and 1 am careless how soon I lose it, unless it ma}’ be dedicated to 
your service—^service is a cold word—Ob, EUen! you are my worship, 
my adoration!” 

It was the first time he had ever called her Ellen, and he was 
startled at the sound himself. “ Pardon mo,” he exclaimed, for the 
liberty my tongue has taken with your sweet name!” 

“ Oh, don’t talk of ceremony with me,” said Ellen. “ So tried a 
friend as you is more tlian deserving of so small a familiarity.” 

“ Bless you! ” exclaimed Ned, venturing to raise her hand to his lips, 
and imprinting on it a devoted kiss. 

Ellen withdrew her liand suddenly. 

not ofiended, Ellen. This night must make me hope or 
despair for the future. In the first place, let me tell you, your 
fatlier is aware of my love for you.” 

“ Indeed 1” 

** Yes. On leaving Nantes, my uncle avowed it to him, and offered 
to make all his fortune ours if he would consent to our union. Your 
fiither did not refuse—^he only made mo prombie not to address you as 
a lover uptU. this expedition was over, and candidly avowed he had 
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intended another union for you.—I guessed it wa^Mister Klrwani 
Think them with what heavy heart I saw you leave France in his 
company—led to the boat by his very hand—his companion on board 
the same ship. Think what bitterness was added to defeat, when, after 
the furious action we had sustained, wty ship .was driven back, while 
hh procp,pde<l in safety, bearing off all I prized in the world, giving 
to my rival the advantage of such fearful odds, that the chance was he 
should rob me of that treasure for whose sake I had engaged in 
the desperate fortunes of Prince Charles. Om did you but know 
the risks, and trials, and difficulties, I encountered to get back from 
France to England;—the additional dangers that beset me there in 
holding communication with tlie disaffected in the midst of jealous 
and watcliful guardians of the law. Did you but know the obstacles 
which had to be overcome in following litre with speed—the sleepless 
nighls I gave to travelling, that 1 might once more he near you; 
Oh! when 1 tell you all this,—done for your sake,—and that you 
remember I kept niy promise to your father, and did not plead my love, 
you must give me credit for forbearance. But now forbearance were 
folly. The time absolves me—I may—I must speak, and I ask you 
at onc e to be mine !—Yes, adored one, if I am to fly, be you the 
partner of my flight; ray uncle will receive us with open arms— 
fortune is before us—leave these scenes of danger and coming wai^ 
for ])caee, and security, and love! ” 

“ Your ardour hurries you strangely away,” said Ellen, laughing.? 
“you must tliink women made of very yielding materials, to suppose 
that the moment a man names marriage, they are ready to jump into 
his jii oposal, and a ^pstchaise at the same time. Oh, Mister Fitz¬ 
gerald ! Is that joMr opinion of the sex ?—those divinities you so 
much adore I” 

Ned felt very foolish at this sudden {>avry of Ellen, which left him 
oppii to her ridicule,<%nd even through the gloom he could perceive 
the mirthful malice which twinkled in her eye, as she thus suddenly 
cut him off in his heroics. 

Ned was all penitence in a moment. for his presumption ; begged 
her to consider the urgent circumstancefe which betrayed him ; prayed 
her not to laugh at his folly; protested that no one could have a higher 
opinion of the sex, but as for their being till divinities, he vowed he 
nev(ir said any such thing, and swore she herself was the only divinity 
of them all. 

“Of course!” said Ellen, “of course!” laughing heartily, while 
poor Ned stamped with downright vexation, and prayed her not to 
laugh at him. 

“ One comfort the poor women have,” added Ellen, “ is, that each 
one is a divinity to somebody, for a little whiles at all events. 
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Greeiaay Bmnas^ and Snab, have their various worshippers. But 
now, to be serious, and return to the business of the ni{^t—-^jou 
must fly.** 

** Suppose I cannot reconcile it to my sense of duty,’* said Ned. 

**Or suppose that you refuse me so small a request,** returned 
Ellen, reproadifully— 

**No, no!** exclaimed Edward, passionately, can refuse you 
nothing;—for your sake I would—** 

" Well, then,” saicrtfcUen, with peculiar sweetness, “ for my sake.” 

There was an expression in that one little word ** my,” wliick went 
to Ned*8 very heart, and dropped balm there ; it had that peculiar 
dktquence especially belonging to women, which may be calted the 
i^tiquence of tone, in which they are so excelling, that the ear must 
be doll indeed which cannot interpret the melodious meaning. 

** You will go now,*’ continued Ellen, now that I desire it.” 

** To do your bidding in all things is the dearest pleasure of my 
life,” smd Nedj, “ your first bidding I will obey, but before I go, let 
your second bidding be, to bid me hope.” 

**Have you no cause, then, to hope already?” said Ellen, with 
mingled sweetness and reproachfulness. 

** Ye^ yes, I have indeed!” said Ned; “ but pardon, if, before 
I leave you, I would wish to hea r— < ■ ” 

Ere be could finish the sentence, the alarum bell of the castle rang 
out fiercely, startling the soft silence through which their own 
whispers were audible, and Ellen, uttering a faint cry of terror, ex¬ 
claimed they were discovered, and besought Edward to instant flight. 

“ Say you love me, then!” he cried, “ before^I go.” 

The sadden alarm, added to her previous %xcite&ent, had so over¬ 
come Ellen, that, breathing a faint sigh, she sank into Edward’s arms, 
lie pressed her to his heart, and kissed her, but found she was quite 
insensible—she liad fainted. He bore her hastily in his arms to 
where Phaidrig had been left waiting, and, ftfllowed by the piper, 
sought, for the .present, a shelter from discovery in one of the shadiest 
spots of the garden, while the alarum bell still kept up its discordant 
dangor, ddling the inmatelsnf the castle to be “ up and doing.”—. ■ 
wa£ a sound to make the hearts of fugitives tremble. 



TREASURE TBDVE. 


^nAi'XEH XXXL 

Ellek, on recovering her consciousnef^s, found herse'it lying on a 
grassy slope, her head resting on Phaidrig’s lap, and Edward kneeUi^ 
beside her, bathing her temples—a handkerchief swept across the dewy 
grass supplying the cooling drops. The alarum bell was still ringing, 
and instantly recalled her to a sense of passing events. 

“ JTou still here ? ” she exclaimed, clasping Edward*s hand; ^ for 
heaven’s sake fly!” 

“ Let me see you quite recovered first,” he answered* 

“ I am, now,” she said, springing to her feet with surprising energy 
—fly, I beseech you! ” 

Do, masthcr Ned,” said Phaidrig, I will take care of Miss 
IJelly.” 

“ Will you not say, then, before I go,” said Edward, in a lower 
tone to Ellen— 

“ Hush!” she said, enforcing her wor^ by laying her hand on 
Edward’s breast, and unwilling he should pursue his question within 
the hearing of a third peison. * 

“ I know the question you vrould ask, and to save time, now so 
precious, will :in8wer it without your speaking further. I say yes — 
I will!” 

“ Bless you ! ” cried Edward, raising her hand unresistingly to his 
lips. • 

“ Go now!” slie said, ‘*I tremble for your safety!—and see, what 
light is that flickering about the castle ?-i^they have lit torches, and 
are coming to search the garden, perhap8.-*“Fly, fly!” 

“ Farewell, then! ’* said Edward, relinquishing her hand, “ we must 
trust to chance for our next meeting.” 

“ You shall hear of us soon,” said Phaidrig, “ we are to march 
to Perth to-morrow, and on the main bridge of that town you’ll find 
me at night-falloff with you, now!” 

Edward obeyed; and as he passed by the old hedge, and recognised 
the scene of his encounter in the morning. So far from regretting it, 
he blessed the incident whoso ^ns^uences had revealed to him the 
nreciouB secret tlmt to him wfuH^rth all the world. He cleared the 
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feqce.at one bound, and commenced his night-march to the southward 
cheerily. Nor staff, nor scrip, nor guide, had he; but love supplied * 
the place of all. He faltered not—^lie hungered not—he found his path 
with readiness: for he was loved. This delicious consciousness gave 
him a might, w^uovfn before, to conquer all difficulties, to live 
through all dangers, for the sake of the bright reward before him: for 
now he knew that Ellen should one day be his own. 

All through that live-long night did Edward pursue his journey. 
It was long and toilsome; and when the next day he reached the 
town of Perth, he gladly entered the first inn which presented itself, 
and sought the rest and refreshment he so much needed. The table 
was soon spread with substantial viands, and Ned, after lus long fast, 
fell to with a hearty will, that did ample justice to the good things of 
** mine host.” While thus engaged, he had a word now* and thed with 
the bare-footed “ hizzie,” who was running in and out of the room 
^‘ever and anon, and he found the fame of “ Bonnie Prince Charlie’s” 
gathering had gone abroad—that the government authorities were 
already alarmed at his approach—while tlie people, if he might judge 
from tlie eye of the attendant girl, were ready to receive him witli 
open arms, though her Scotch prudence kept her tongue under proper 
control; and her expressions were, at the most, but ambiguous, 
though sufficient to satisfy Ned that he had not fallen into tlie eneiny% 
camp; so, having despatched Ids hearty meal, he thought the best 
thing he could do was to keep quiet within his hostel until Ids friends 
should arrive; and as the 'quietest place therein was bed, and the wel- 
comest also, Ned desired to be aacommodated with a sleeping-room, 
and leaving orders to be called in the evening, gave himself up to the 
luxury of a sound sleep. 

He was, therefore, quite refreshed by sunset, when a hearty shake 
from the “ hizzie ” warned him it was time to rise 

His waking glance met^the broad grin of the lass, who told him, 
with evident glee, that the Prince, and his Highland* forces, were in 
the town, and that she thought the folk were “ a’ gane clean wud 
wi* joy!” 

If in the morning it behoved Ned to keep out of sight of the Prince’s 
enemies, in the evening it was equally necessary not to be recognised 
by his friends; therefore, he waited till darkness rendered his appear¬ 
ance in the streets less dangerous, and, inquiring his way to the main 
bridge, he hastened to seek Fhaidrig. 

The faithful piper, true to his appointment, was already there, and 
met Ned with hearty welcome, desiring a boy, who had been his 
guide, to remain on the bridge till he returned. He took Ned’s arm, 
and retiring to a less frequented told him how all fared at the 
castle since he had left it. 
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“ After aU,” said Pfaaidrig, ** the alarm ftfxmt yottr esciape 

at all, but some sheds, nigh hand the castle, vmr set a-fire by some o’ 
them drunken thieves o’ Highlanders, in their nrild faisting and dsvil- 
inent, and a purty bonfire they made, in throth. And, as it happens, 
it would liave been bettber if you had staid whers||(|roa wor, for the 
young mistliiss, you see— 

“ 1 hojMi no unpleasant consequence has ensued to her,*' interrupt^ 
Ned. 1 ^ 

“ Aisy, aisy^ said Phaidrig, “ how you fly off at the sound of her 
name, agra; I was only going to tell you that the young misthias was 
out in her guess about the throuble you wor in; and yomr life wasn’t in 
danger all the time, as big and bowld as the ould lord talked al^ut it.’* 

“Indeed!” exclaimed Ned, in delight; “then I need not fijr-r— 

I may still remain near her.” 

“ Ow! ow ! ” cried Phaidrig, “ not so fast, masther Ned; don’t, 
hurry me, and you’ll hear all in good time. You cee, the FHnce 
wouldn’t hear at ail, at all, about two gentlemen being killed on his 
account, and so he towld the roastber—captain Lynch, I mane; but 
the ow'id lord was in such a fume and a flusther, that he was let to 
•plaze /i«m.v<j//''with the bit of imprisonment, and all that; and it was 
not until the next mornin’ that the Prince sends for him, and tells him 
he makes a particular request of him to say no morc(*about it, and just 
to be contint with the confinement of the gentlemen, and a bit of a 
reprimand. So, when old Tully-bo goes to let them out, you may 
suppose, masther Ned, one o’ them was missin; and I lave you to 
guess who that was; and, my jewel, cart-ropes wouldn’t howld owld 
Tully-bully, he was in such a rage at his arrest being held in contempt, 
and tiie prison broke!—and off he goes to his highness, and says, that 
as he bowed to the Prince’s pleasure in allowing such offenders to get 
off so easy, he hopes tiie Prince will stand by him, in turn, and not see 
an owld and faithful servant so abused and held in contiropt, as for a 
prisoner to dar for to go out of his power; and so, the end of it was, 
to patch up the owld fool’s honour, it wtts agreed, that if misther 
Kierawaun was to be pardoned, mistber f^tzjarl must be punished it 
ever he is eotch for breaking his arrest; ftnd there it is just <br you, 
tlie length and the breadth of it.” 

• “ How unfortunate ! ” said Ned. 

“ Tlirue for you!” said Phaidrig, “you know I always remarked 
you had a great knack for gettin’ into throuble.” 

“ So, all Miss Lynch’s care for* me has only exiled me from her 
presence I” 

“ Just wliat she says herself,” said Phaidrig—** throth, she’s in sore 
throuble, and blames herself for «Dt having spoken to her father about 
it, for he was in the Prince’s confidence all tlie time, and could have 
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to^jrlil^ her how *twould be; and she is angry with herself for he 
l^reach of confidence to the father, and thinks this is a sort of punish¬ 
ment on her for it.” 

Poor dear young lady 1 ” exclaimed Ned ; “ and is the captain 
conscious of her.jdiare in this adventure ?” 

Not a word has passed about it, but the* masther is too cute not 
to see how it is.” 

“ And do you think he is angry ? ” , . 

“ Not a bit.—Of the two, I think he's rather plaze^ 

“Why?” said Ned. 

“ Because it puts you out o’ the way, and*laveE the field open--^ 

“ To Kirwan ! ” interrupted Ned, anxiously. “ True ; true; he 
will be near her.” 

“ The divil a much good that will do him, I think,” said Phaidrig. 

“Do you think so, my kind, good Phaidiig?” exclaimed Ned, 

' ea^rly. 

“ To be sure I think so. Don’t you think so yourself ? ” 

“ Oh, Phaidrig, to be absent, and know that a rival is near the 
woman you adore.” 

“ But if you know the woman cares more for you than him,” said 
Phaidrig. 

“ May not his ^presence enable him to turn the scale ? ” answered 
Ned. * 

** Yes,” said Phaidrig; but it is to turn it more in your favour. 
I tell you, Masther Ned, if a woman has once got the real liking in 
her heart for a man, I’m thinking absence is often the best friend he 
has; for he is always remembered in the best colours, while the oiu*. 
that is thrying to throw him over is showing himself up, maybe, in 
the worst. WTien lovers arc together they sometimes will have a 
little skrimage now and then; when they are absent there is no unkind¬ 
ness between them. I hear them say, how soft aiid inviting tire moun¬ 
tains look far away; while I know myself how rugged and rocky they 
are when you are upon them. And isn’t it so with the best of friends ? 
they sometimes break their shins over each otlier when they arc together. 
When we like people, we like in the lump; just as the mountain can 
only be seen in the distance, the little faults, like rougli places, arc 
not persaived far off, it is only W'hen we are near we find them out.” 

“ Perhaps it is so,” said Ned. “ At least you are a kind fellow, 
Phaidrig, to endeavour to make me think so, in the absence to which 
I am doomed : though when a blind man talks of the visual beauties 
of nature, to illustrate his argument, it might shake one’s faith in the 
soundness of his judgment.” * 

“ Isn’t love bUnd ?” said Phaidrig. with a chuckle; “ and who so 
good as a blind man to know his wayt>, Ilemember the owld saying, 
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* Set a thief to catch a thief.’ I tell you, Masther Ned, thltsll^er 
remembered at a distance is seen, like the distant mountain, to adtran> 
toge; for what is memory but the si^ht of tfie heart?** 

“ True, Phaidrig ; 'tis a good name for it” 

And in that sight I am as Ithrong as any mi^” said tM piper. 
“ Oh, don’t I see my darlia’ dog, my bowld’Turlough, as plain as if 
he was here, while I miss him sore.” 

Your dog!” exclaimed Ned, astonished and half indignant that 
a brute should be named as a subject for fond memories at the same 
tii^e as his mistress. 

Aye, my dog ; and why not ? as trusty a friend as ever man hod, 
l)owld and faithful, and as knowledgable as a Christian a’most; all 
he wants is tlie speech to make him far above many a score, aye, 
hundreds, of men I have known in my time; and when them ddvils o’ 
sailors took me away, poor Turlougl^as on shore, and it’s less for my 
(jwn want of him 1 grieve, than for the fret that will be on himself''^ 
Avhile I’m away—poor fellow, he’ll pine afther me, I’m afeard.” 

Notwithstanding Fhaidrig’s affectionate consideration of Turlough, 
Ned still disi'elished the juxtaposition of a dog and a lady, and assuring 
Phaidrig that he had every confidence in the merits of his canine 
friend, still he would rather he’d change the subject, and return to 
Miss Lynch. 

“ To be sure,” said Phaidrig. “ Every man for his own; you’re 
for Miss Nelly, and I’m for Turlough. Though, let me tell you, I 
love Miss Nelly as well as ever you did, though afther a different 
fashion, and would lay down my life for her, or the masther either. 
Don’t I know all about them as long as they know it themselves ? and 
she, when she was a dawnshee thing, afther losing the mother—ah, 
that was the sad day for the masther, and he was a different man ever 
since; and she, the darlin*, as good as goold ever and always, and^ of 
late times, goin’ here and there, through hardship and danger, with 
the Captain at home and abroad. Oh, tfiere’s not the like of her. in a 
million!” 


“ Now, Phaidrig, there is one queatioh I would ask you,” said Netl, 
since you talk of knowing the CaptaU||[ so well. When first I saw 
him at Galway I thought he was a forei^er, and—” 

■ “ Yis, yis,” said Phaidrig, quickly, “ I hear tdl he does look foreign: 
but sure no wondher, his mother was Spanish ; besides, he has been 
abroad so much himself, it might give him the foreign air.” 

But what I was going to ask you was about his reidt^onk, for tlie 


second time I saw him was in Hamburg, and there he went by the 
iiame and title of Count Nellinski.” . ^ 

“ Yis, yis,” said Phaidrig, “ I know lie has gemeby different names 


in different places, when engaged in stirring up interest for the 
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imd * the Oimnt * pauaed off well ia Jarmany, and gave a liigh 
fiOlcpr to the thing in tome places, and made it not so aisy to thrace him; 
though as for ^hat name you spoke of—Nellinski 1 mane, sure it’s 
notlnng but bis own and his daughter’s put before it.” 

“How’s that?” said Jfed. • 

“ X)on’t you know tliat the Irisli people^ in their own tongue, call 
Lyncli, Limhi? and j)ut Nell before that, and there it’s for you, 
ehaptber and verse, as plain as A, B, C.” 

“ So.j^ k,” said Ned; “ that never struck me before. Then he is' 
red^ytonly Captain Lyrnh ?” 

“ Divil a more.” 

;v “ And not noble ?” 

' “ Bxcept in his nature; and not a coinplater geptteman over 
Stopped in shoe leather. A little hi§h betimes, may be, and given to 
admire the owld bloody mid th^s one reason he favours Misther 
^Kierawaun; he would like that fffliily connexion.” 

“ But you think that sAe—” said Ned. 

“ Bikes him well, as a friend, but the love never was in it; though 
he tiied hard for it, and I’m sure loves' the ground she walks on, poor 
fi^low: but it’s no use. Och, a woman’s heart is a quarc tiling !” 

“ And now, Phaidrigj I am going to ask you another question; 
how comes it that you seem to favour iny cause, though you were a 
staunch adherent (rf Mister Kirwan long before you kuew me ?” 

“ I’ll tell you, then; it’s not that I value Misther Kierawaun a 
thramen* less, but that tne love I bear Miss Nelly would make me 
go through fire and watber to snrve or to plmse her ; and 1 have often 
thought bow hard her place is, going about the world in danger and 
hardship with the raasther, and how much betther it w'ould be she 
was married and settled. And that same tlie father would like himself, 
—and threw the Kierawaun in lier way always to bring it about, 
but it would never do. For, gintleman as he is, as I said before, 
the love never was in it. And I found out the oUier day, by a stliray 
word or two of hers, that you were near her heart; and do you know, 
now, 1 always had a notion from the first that she liked you.” 

“ Do you mean to say, fr^ipti our first meeting ?” 

“ Yis, indeed, that same night in Galway. Oh, faix, you did good 
sarvice that night; without your help that night the masthcr would 
have been taken, and as sure as he was, he’d ha’ been hanged, for it 
* went out on him* that he was working hard in enlisting for * the 
Brigade,* «|cl stiniug up the counthry for the ‘ owld cause,’ and they 
were * hot on him.*” * 

“ Ob, Idessed chance!” exol^med Ned, “ since it won me h 
love.” . 


* A blade ofgma 
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“ I don’t'say ‘ love,’ exactly,” said Fhatdrig; “#mt favour yoA vNm, 
no doubt, that night in her eyes ; she liked bowldness of '-you; 
the masther, too, praised your spirit, and often I heered her ailther 
that night, when we were hiding in the hills of iar Connaughtj 
wishing slie could know you were safe, and had not got into trouble 
on her and her father’s account. Somehow* I thought, by the way 
she spoke, tliat in the little sight she had of you, you plascd her eye, 
or she wouldn’t be so busy in thinking about a young blade getting 
into a scrape for a sthreet row. Well;—^then they escap^'OUt of 
Ireland ; and the next I bear’d of you and her was from yotirself, 
when we travelled up here together to Scotland^ and it was plain to 
me, from the way you spoke, that you wor over head and ears in l«ve4" 
M'ith her. So, the first opportunity she gave me, I thought the be^ 
thing I could do was to make you both undherstand one another}- 'for, ^ 
as I said before, the darling girl is in a sore position, and the sooner 
she is out of it the betther.” 

“ Oh, Phaidrig,” said Ned, “ as you have done so much for me, 
could you not urge her to fly with me at once, and end all difficulties ?” 

I know she would not hear of it,” said Phaidrig. “ She is too 
fond of her father to leave him, and nothing will make him desert the 
King’s cause. No; your plan is to help the cause as much as you 
can, cither down in England or over in France, and that will find you 
fresh favour in her eyes, and win over the father to you—fof there is- 
where the difficulty lies. I towld you he is very high betimes, and 
given to the owld families and big names.” 

“ Well,” said Ned, “ Fitzgerald is a good name.” 

Wow, ow, ow, Mastber Ned,” said Phaidrig, slily, “ that wwt’t 
do for me.” 

** What do you mean ?” said Ned, startled unexpectedly by the 
form and manner of Phaidrig’s answer; for he had borne his adopted 
name unquestioned so long, that he began to think it his own, and he 
repeated to the piper, “ What do you mdan ?” 

“ Oh, Mastlier Ned, Fitzjarl is a good''name-~but you know— 

“ Wliat ?” said Ned, anxiously. . ' • 

“ That it’s not your own.” I 

Ned felt confoundedly puzzled; but w^ung to make as good a fight 
as he eould on such tender ground, he retreated from assertion by 
turning querist, and demanded of the piper if Fitzgerald was not his 
name, what other name was. 

Phaidrig at once replied by returning the hated patronymic-^ 

« Corkery.” ' ^ » 

Ned felt terribly abashed, and, on recovering himsrif suffimently 
from his surprise and chagrin, asked, with on exclamation of wonder 
at Phaidrig’s sagacity, how the deuce he found that out. 
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• <( ^Aosy enough, fa^th,** said the pipw. 

‘ ** You’re a de^ fcUow, Phaidrig.” 

** Pheugh!” ejaculated the blind man, ** there’s no depth in 
that.” 

“ Then how, in Heavpn’s name, did you discover it ?” 

Do you forget the fisherman in the Cladagh ?” 

" Ah! now I see!” exclaimed Ned, “ he carried a letter to my 
father.”. 

“ The very thing,” said Phaidrig. 

. ** What a fool I was to forget that!” said Ned, stamping with 
vexation. . 

** Aisy, aisy,” said Phaidrig, “ don’t put yourself in a passion j and 
^nd, Masther Ned, you’re as good in my estimation as if you came 
from the earls of Kildare or the knights of Kerry, for you Iiave the 
raU right feeling and behaviour of a bowld brave gentleman, and a 
king could have no more.” 

“Does nhe know this?” asked Ned, careless of the piper’s con¬ 
cluding laudatory words. 

* Not a taste of it,” said Phaidrig. 

‘ Nor her father ?” 

“ No.—^They went out of Ireland soon afther that night; and it 
was not until I went back to the Cladagh I knew it. And, as I tell 
you, you are as good in my eyes as if you were Fitzjarl in aimest; only, 
if you go to talk with the captain about the bloody you see, Fitzjarl is 
too good A name not to be able to tell something about where it 
frmn.” 

“ What a fool I have been!” said Ned, dei^ndingly. 

“ Don’t fret,” said Phaidrig; “ I know very well what put you on 
tliis. You have a feeling above your station, masther Ned, and that’s 
always tliroublesdme; and you didn’t like the name of (?-orkeiy— 
’twasn’t ginteel —no offence, masther Ned.” 

“ No, no, Phaidrig, you’re a good kind fellow, and a clever fellow 
■-—you know me as well as I know myself.” 

“ Betther, maybe,” said Phaidrig; “ for I know those you come 
from. Your mother camA of a good family j reduced they wor, like 
many a good family in poor Ireland, but her blood vras gentle, 
I teH' you; and the ^ good dhrop* was in her from both father’s and 
mother’s side.” 

“Indeed!” said Ned, delighted. “Then I have good blood in 
my veins;—^faow do you known^bis,^” 

“ Oh, by a way of my own,” said Phaidrig; “ but we have no time to 
talk about ^at now. Only remember, the less you get into a * tangle’ 
with the nidstlier about the name, the betther; and Miss Nelly advises, 
and I think she’s right, that you should do some special sarvice in the 
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good cause, and make yourself stand so high as a savant o€ the Flriaoe, 
that you may come back here soon and defy owM Tully-buUy.** 

“ Does she suggest any such serlrice ? ” said Ned. ** 1 will gladly 
do anything at her bidding.” 

“ Fairly spoken, Masther Ned; and nonvr a last word more with 
you. Meet me here to-morrow night again. Keep close in the mane- 
time, though; for, by the powers, if Tully-bully lays hands on yoi^ 
he’ll mark you. Meet me here, I say again, to-morrow night, and XU 
have more news for you.” 

** Remember,” said Ned, “ there is nothing too difficult or despe^ 
rate for me to undertake.” 

" I know it,” said Phaidrig—“ good night.” ^ 

“ Phaidrig,” said Ned, hesitating—“ before we part, tell m^ tru^ 
—are you certain she does not know my name is Corkery ?” 

Phaidrig burst into a fit of laughter, which he could not repress 
for some time, while Ned besought lum to desist, strongly deprecating 
his merriment. 

“ Oh, its grate fun ! ” said Phaidrig, when he recovered bis breath; 
** sure poor human pride is a quare thing. Here’s a brave fellow, 
that all the dangers of desperate adventure couldn’t daunt, and he 
thrimbles at the sound of a name! But don’t be ofeard. I’ll not sell 
the pass on you—good night—good night.” 

Ned having reconducted Phaidrig to the bridge, where the boy was 
waiting, shook his hand heartily, and they separated until the follow¬ 
ing evening, when Ned, at the appointed hour, was there again, and 
soon joined by the piper. He, desiring the boy, who was his guide, to 
go to where fte knew” seized Ned’s arm, and followed, whispering 
to him that he was taking hint to “ Miss Nellyon hearing which, 
Ned started off at such a pace, tiiat the blind*man nearly lost his 
footing in attempting to keep up with him, remarking, that if *'.a spur 
in the head was worth two in the heel,” a spur in the heart was stiH 
better. After threading some narrow streets, the boy stopped before 
a door, which was opened without knocking, on Phaidrig’s whistling 
a few bars of the air tfffied “ Open the door softly.” 

Softly and quietly they entered, too, a gleam from an open apart¬ 
ment at the end of the ball giving shfficient light to indicate the 
passage, and, in another instant, Ned stood in the presence of Kllen, 
seated at a table whereon were materials for writing. She laid down 
her pen as he entered, and extended her hand, which he pressed fondly, 
and continued to hold, as he gazed on Jher face, which was pider and 
more thoughtful than ordinary. They were silent for some time; at 
length, Ellen, with hesitation, said— 

** I fear you will think my conduct of last night deficient in proper 
reserve; but—” 
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" Bor Hearen’e sake!” exclaimed Ned, not attribute to me so 
unworthy a thought of you—^you, who are my-” 

** No more! ” said Ellen; “ a tz^ce to all high-:9own speech.” 

Ned still held her hand and said, “ Do you remember you presented 
this little hand to me the first night I met you?” 

“ Did I?” said Ellen, casting down her eyes, while something like 
a smile of consciousness played on her lip. 

“ Yes,” said Ned. “ To remember the touch of that fairy hand 
was my greatest pleasure for many and many a (|ay^ till chance threw 
in my way a more tangible remembrancer. Do you know what that 
is ?” he* said, laying down before her on the table a shrivelled up 
shapeless thing, impossible to recognise —“ That,” said Ned, “ once 
bore in its delicate shapeliness a faint resemblance of this fair hand— 
for it was your glove.” 

“ And where could you get my glove ? ” said Ellen, in surprise. 

“ In Hamburg. 

** I never saw you an Hamburg! ” 

** No, but I saw you; you were stopping at the Kaiserhoff HxsrQ.'* 

« Yes.” 

** I went to see you there —you were gone. I.asked to see even 
tibe room which you inhabited, an<l there I found this glove, and made 
a prise of it; and it was often the companion of many a meditative 
and hopeless hour. It was tlie only thing I saved.when I was ship¬ 
wrecked.' Amidst thehoiTors of the fiercest tempest I ever witnessed, 
I thought of that little glove, and could not bear to lose it. I secured 
it next ray heart before I jumped into the sea; and the deatli-strug- 
gling swim for my life has made it what you see, slirunk and shapeless, 
but still precious to me;” and he kiss^, and replaced it in his bosom. 
“ Do you not remcn^ber, at the farewell supper of the Prince at Nantes, 
when the song of ‘ The hand and the glove’ was sung, I told you 
I had got the glove already?” 

“ I remember,” said Ellen, “ though I could not under.stand it then.” 

“ The song,” said Edward, “ prophe.sied, that he who won the glove, 
should win the hand—and here it is !” ho said^rvcntly, as he raised 
it to his lips, “ it is—at least, it will be mine 

Ellen looked at him thoughtfully, and said, “ Dark days, and dangers, 
and difficulties, arc yet before ns. Be it enough to know that you are 
esteemed—and now, no word more of romance, but listen. That 
sealed packet on the table is to be entrusted to your care;—it is from 
our Prince to Louis of France. It behoves us thrft the King should 
know how far, beyond all hope, our cause already prospers, and that 
he should be urg^ to lend a helping hand in good time to raise a 
brother monarch to a rightful throne. When I found that yon must 
absent yourself for a time, it struck me you could not better empl<^ 
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yourself than in being the menenger to r^der suc^ good service— 
service that will win you honour, and for which your former pursuits 
peculiarly fit you; and I, therefore, undertook to promise the Prince • 
that I would procure a messenger 6n whom he could depend. He did 
me the honour to confide in my judgment and prudence in the selec'- 
ticni of that messenger, and, without further question, entrusted me 
with this packet. I found I did not count myself higher in 4hG 
Prince’s confidence than 1 stood; and I’m sure 1 did not mak<s an 
empty boast when 1 promised to find the messenger.'’ She smiled 
sweetly on ^Edward, as she spoke; and lie was profuse in assurances 
that, to do her behest, was the dearest pleasure of his life, and in tlianks 
for the honour she had procured him. 

But while Ned was talking about “ devotion,” and bonour,” 
suddenly occuiTod to him that he ivas quite without the proper sneiyiis 
of prosecuting so important and difficult a service, lie had neither 
horse, nor arms, nor money; for, by this time, Ned’s purse had run 
low, and an oppressive feeling of shuinefacodness came over mfo, to 
confess this to his “ ladye love.” 

“ This letter,” she said, as she folded and sealed wdiat she had be^ 
writing us Nod can]e into her presence, “ is to one you already know, 
the good father Flaherty, who will give you his aid in#Paris. And 
these,” she added, as she put some documents into an unsealed enve¬ 
lope, “ will give you facility wherever you land in the French domi¬ 
nions ; and now the last word is spead” 

Ned wished to tell how he was circumstanced, but could not get out 
a word. 

“ You must start early to-morrow,” sai4 Ellen. 

“ Certainly,” answered Ned ; though he did not know how. 

“ As for the moans-” 

“ Oh, don’t mention it,” said Ne,d. 

“ Are you already provided, then?” 

“ I can’t exactly say 1 am, but- ^ 

“ But what ?” said Ellen. 

“ Oh, to talk to a lady about money is so horrid! ” said Ned, grow¬ 
ing quite “scarlet. • 

• To bo sure, the hcuthfulness of an Irishman is the strangest thing 
in the world ! ” said Ellen, smiling. “ He couW not ask a' ^dy for 
some few gold pieces, though he has little hesitation* in asking fur her 
heart. Is it less valuable, I wonder!” said EUen, mischievously. 

Nod gave a groan of denial, and said she must admit talking about 
money matters to a lady was awkward. 

“ Not when it concerns a commission which she herself originates,” 
said Ellen. But make yourself easy on that point—^I have provided 
‘11; thanks tq the Prince.” 



** The Prince!” said Ned, in wonder; ** I heard he had not a 
Louis rf’or left.** 

Not 5 'esterday,” said Ellen; “ but the public money of Perth was 
seized to<day, and here is some of it.** She laid a tolerably well-stocked 
purse on the table ns she spoke; and going to an old cabinet in the 
corner of the chamber, 'produced a handsome pair of pistols, and a 
swird, telling Edward, at the same time, a horse should be at his 
service in the morning. “ And now,” she said, in a voice somewha 
low and tremulous, “ farewell—and Heaven speed you ! ” 

Edward having secured his packets, buckled on the rapier, and 
placed the pistols in his belt, pressed the fmry hand which was pre¬ 
sented to him to his heart, and would have spoken; but words were 
difficult, where so many thoughts were struggling * for utterance. 
When and where might they meet again, when both were involved in 
adventures so doubtful and perilous! At such a time the deeper 
emotions of the heart are better looked than spoken; and after gazing 
steadhstly upon Ellen for some seconds, he suddenly 1!rcw her to his 
heart, and after a fervent and silent embrace harried from her 
presence. 
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. CHAPTER XXXII. 

When the rumour fii'st got abroad that the young Pretender hi^ 
landed, travelling was sufficiently diftigerous to those who were intorr 
egted in his cause; but now that it was known he was advancing on 
the capital of Scotland, the authorities were doubly vigilant, and kept 
a still sharper eye on all suspicious persons; and all those whom 
government imucnce could induce to play the spy, or entriqp the 
friends of tile .Jacobite cause, were on the aleiii to get the promised 
reward for securing and giving up the disaffected. In numerous 
instances innocent persons at this time were involved in trouble, and 
sometimes in danger; how much more, then, did hazard attend the 
movements of the real adherents of the Stuarts, the moment they got 
beyond the circle which the Prince’s armed power rendered secure, or 
while they Avere yet blyond and sought to join his ranks. To cut off 
all communication of aid from the LoAvlands to the insurgents, or of 
intelligence from the Highlands of the northern successes already 
a(!hieved, was of importance to the government, and hence the Forthu 
and all tl0 roads leading to it w^ere sliarply watched, and bribery 
employed in some of the small houses of accommodation by the way 
side, to engage their owners against the Jacobite cause. 

Tims circumstanced Avas the house Avhere Ned stopped to bait his 
horse after a liard ride. It was in a neighbourhood where certain 
flying reports bad aroused the suspicions of government touching the 
intentions of the Drummonds, and a sharp look>out w'as kept there, 
so that, as fate \rould have it, it was the most unlucky place Ned 
could haAC put his head into, but, as Phaidrig alw'ays said, “ he bad a 
knack for getting into scrapes.” A rough, short, shock-beaded fellow, 
in a kilt, who was landlord, answered to the summons of our traveller, 
and took his horse to lead to the stable, while Ned entered the house 
and ordered a mouthful for himself while the nag should be feeding, 
for he had left Pci’th at an early hour and had tasted nothing since. 
The larder of this roadside hostel was not particularly extensive^ as, 
indeed, one might infer from its outward appearance, and the homely 
fare Ned was promised was not of a nature to consume much tune in 
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the cooking; therefore was Ned rather surprised at the length of time 
he was allowed to fast, and to every inquiry he made the assurance 
was so often given, it will be ** ready immediately,” that ho began to 
sup])Ose he should not get anything, and had made up his mind to 
take the road without tasting the delicacies of “ mine liost,” when his 
horse had been accommodated; for Ned was one of those good 
terilj)ered fellows who took things pretty much as they came, and, on 
the present occasion, as “ getting ^n” was his principal object, he 
cared less for his own comfort thjm that of the beast, on whose good 
service so much depended. Wlien, on asking again, he received the 
same answer of “ ready immediately,” he said he would not take any¬ 
thing, but proceed the moment his horse was fed, and that they need 
V take any further trouble about his repast." 

To this the host replied, he was sure Ned was too much of a 
gentleman to order a dinner and not stay to eat it—it would be using 
a host hard to do the like. He was sure “ his^onour w'ould 
stay.” * 

There seemed to Ned something more in this than what lay on the 
surface. It struck him there was an intention existing here to delay 
him, and, this suspicion once aroused, he regarded all that passed 
since he had alighted through that medium, and felt a sudden distrust 
of the people about him. He determined to leave the house at once, 
and with this view went to the stable to mount f^rectly; but what was 
his surprise and increased uneasiness, to be unable to find his horse 
any where. 

He called the host, w'ho, in answer to Ned’s inquiry after his horse, 
fMiswered that he had sent olf a boy with him to the n^hbouring 
“ burn ” to drink. 

Ned saw the landlord was telling a falsehood as he spoke, but, 
feigning credence;, he returned to the house with affected indifference, 
though filled with serious alarm. Aftty a few minutes' consideration, 
his resolve was taken to leave the place at once on foot, and take 
chance for his escape, rather than remain among enemies. But to do 
this he must revisit the stable, for there, in the panel of his saddle, his 
despatches for h'rance were concealed, for greater security. 

Having seen the landlord re-enter the house, Ned returned to the 
shed, by complaisance called a stable, and soon had his knife at work 
in ripping his papers from the saddle \ but quick and cunning as tie 
was, the astute Scot was a match for him; for, before he had com¬ 
pleted his work, in ran the landlord after him, and just caught him in 
the act of pulling the papers from their place of concealment. 

'' Ifegh!” he exclaimed, “ that’s a rare pouch ye ha’ got for yer 
honour’s letthers. I doubt they’re unco precious or ye wad na hide 
them in your saddle.” ^ 



TREASURE TROVE. 271 

“ Wliat is it to you where I have my Jettere?” said Ned, very 
an^y. 

** Dinna fash, mon, dinna fash, I dinna want to read them; 1 can 
mak a guess o’ the contents!” said the fellow with a grin. 

“ Can you make a guess of the contents of this ?” said Ned, fiercely, 
as he drew a pistol from his pocket, and spridging between the land^ 
lord and the door, presented it at his over-curious host. ^ 

“ Hegh! ye wad na commit murder,” ho shouted, in alarm, as he 
held his hands between his head and the levelled weapon. 

“ I would think very little of shooting a treacherous rascal mke 
you,” said Ned. “ Tell me where you have concealed my horse, 
scoundrel!” 

He swore it was gone, to be watered, and swore so loudly, that Ned- 
saw it was to attract attention from the house. “ Don’t talk so loud/' 
said Ned, in a very significant under tone, “ I am not deaf. If ydu' 
want the house to be realhj alarmed, the report of ray pistol will dO 
it most effectual^; and if you make any more noise that report is the 
miKt thing— and the, tout thing —you shall hear.” 

There was a certain earnestness in the way this was said that 
carried belief with it, and reduced tl»e landlord to obedience. Ned 
taking a piece of rope that hung from a ring in the wall, made a 
running noose in a moment, and desired his. prisoner to put it over 
his shoulders. Tliere was a refusal to comply at first, but the levelled 
pistol again procured submission, and when compliance w'as made, 
Ned, by a sudden jerk, bad the landlord’s arms pinioned to his side, in 
another instant hfe sprang behind him, and his nautical experience had 
made him so conversant with knots and nooses of all kinds, that the 
trcncherous4andlord was bound hand and foot and laid on his bacsk, 
in little more than the time it has taken to relate it. A small wisp of 
straw, placed across hi.s mouth and tied down with a handkerchief, 
prevented'his making any outcry, and Ned was about leaving the shed 
and making the best of his way from so inau.spicious a spot, when the 
clatter of horses’ feet startled him ; and ^ he saw four horsemen trot 
into the yard he gave himself up for lo<t, supposing them to be the 
authorities to whom it was intended he should fall a victim. Neverthe¬ 
less he determined to present a bold front, and, if the worst came to 
the worst, sell his life dearly. Notwithstanding the desperate circum¬ 
stances in which he supposed himself to be placed, he was perfectly 
collected; for l»is was that determined courage which bestows self- 
possession in the iiour of danger; therefore he calmly, though intently, 
observed the motions of the horsemen. Tlu-ee of them alighted, 
giving their nags to the care of the fourth, who, though not ih a 
livery, seemed to bo a servant. The dismounted men entered the 
house, and.as the face of the attendant was turned towards Edward, 



he had an opportunity of observing it carefully, and it struck him he 
had seen it somewhere before. Memory suddenly came to his aid. 
It was on the race course of Galway he had met him, on that eventful 
day when his heart became enslaved by the fair unknown one. It was 
in attendance on her and her father this very man had been riding; it 
was not likely, thereforcj he was in connexion with the enemies of the 
Stuart cause. Ned at once approached the servant, and addressed 
him, noticing the great beauty of the horse he held. 

To this the servant returned a brief assent, but did not seem 
inclined to enter into conversation. 

“ I t^nk I have seen your face before,” said Ned. 

“ Yon could not very well see it behind, sir,” he answered; Ned 
recognising, in the quibble as weU as the accent, a countryman. 

“ Were you ever at the Galway races 

“ It would be hard for me to remember all the races I have been 
at,” said the other, evasively. 

“ If I don’t very much mistake,” said Ned, “ * of all the birds in 
the air, and all the fish in the sea,’ you love the blackbird” 

The man made no answer, but returned a searching look. 

If so,” pursued Ned, ‘ war hawk!’ don’t be afraid of me. You 
were riding behind Captain Ljnch, at Galway.” ; 

** Are the Captain and you great* sir?” 

** Fast friends,” said N(^, “ and in the same cause.” 

Bid’s very great with my master,” said the servant. 

; May I beg the favour of his name ?” 

Colonel Kelly, sir.” , 

“ Of Roscommon ?” 

" The same, sir.” 

Then I roust speak with him,” said Ned, entering the house, and 
proceeding at once to the little parlour where the Colonel was seated 
in company with Drummond, afterwards created duke of Perth by 
James, but contemptuously characterised by the bitter Horace Wal¬ 
pole, as the horse-racing boy,"” which title sufficiently accounts for 
the gallant steed Ned noticed. 

Apologizing for his apparent intrusion, Ned told tlie gentlemen the 
suspicions he entertained of the house, relating the manner in which 
he had been served, and the measures he adopted respecting the land¬ 
lord ; ** and, as I have reason to believe,” said he, “ th^ your political 
opinions are the same as mine, 1 thought it my duty to warn you.” 

I ** Then we had better mount and be off at once,” said a third party, 
whose name was unknown to Ned. 

You fcxrgety” said Kelly, ** this gentleman has lost his horse tuid 


i * Very intimate. 
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cannot go/ and ’twould be ungenerous to leave him ai jeopardy, after 
his friendly vraming to us.** 

“ Perhaps a good horse-whipping to the landlord would procure 
speedy restitution of the nag," said Drummond—“well see.” He 
left the rtxjrn as he spoke, followed by the whole party; but, as he 
emerged from the house, he suddenly paused, and cast a quick glance 
down the road, as if some object in the distance attracted his attention. 
Shading his eyes with his hand, he looked keenly for a few seconds, 
and exclaimed, “ There are the red-coats I" 

All now looked in the direction he indicated; and, winding down a 
path that led to a hollow, about a mile distant, a party of dragoons 
was visible. 

“We must fly instantly," said the nameless gentleman, putting his 
foot in the stirrup at the words. 

^ummoud uttered a strong negative to this, and laid his hand on 
tIiciRioulder of his precipitate friend. 

“ If we fly now,” smd he, “ the loons will see us going up the next 
hill, and our apparent flight will encourage them to follow ; and thou^ 
wc might outstrip them, and effect an immediate escape, it would not 
be Side to ride through the next town with dragoons at our heels—no; 
we must beat them.” 

“ Desperate odds,” replied the other. 

“ Not witli such as those," said Drummond; ** Gardiner gives them 
more prayers than drill; and you’ll see how ill they can take cold steel 
and lead." 

“ iLead ?" returned Kdly, “ you forget they are used to Gkurdinerfa 
sermons”—the devU-may-care Colonel joking in the moment o^' 
danger. 

“ We*ll preach to them after another fashion,” said Drummond. 

“ Then we had better lose no time in getting oar text ready," replied’ 
Kelly. 

Their arrangements were soon made. A hole was knocked through 
the shutter of a window which flanked the door ; all the shntte^ werje 
then barred, and all the pistols of the phrty given to KcQy’s Servant,^ 
to be fired in rapid succession, when the house should be summoued, 
so that the dragoons might entertain the belief that several were 
within to make defence, while the gentlemen should remain mounted, 
with drawn swords, concealed behind th6 shed and a peat-stack, and 
make a charge on the troopers at a proper time. The landlord, was 
dragged into the inn, bound as he was, lest the entrance of the 
soldiers into the shed might put them on their guard, whUe 
women were token from the house that they should not unbind him, 
and join in overpowering the solitary man within, who, as his.master 
told him, was to he “ an entire garrison in his own person.** 

T • 



>iiick itibie .sesvant) having barricaded the doc>r» tiie gentlemen 
mminted, and took their post behind the peat«stack, where the wmnen 
were dbo concealed under their eorveUianoe. They were barely ready 
m these their .preparations, when the distant tramp and clatter of the 
troopers were heard, and soon they wheeled into the yard, and &e 
word ** halt,” brought t}iem to a stand before the inn. 

The ofS&cer in commaaod .called ** house!’* but no reply was returned. 
He repeated the summons witli as little effect ; whereupon he ordered 
a couple of dragoons to^dismount, and force the door open with the 
butt end of their carbines. 

This was the signal for the “ gamson” to commence hostilities.— 
Mick delivered two shots, so well tlireeted, that a tionple of saddles 
were emptied, and three more galliug fires Hashing from the loop-hole 
in rapid succession, simulated a well-armed force more than prepared 
far the favour of tins military visit.—At the same moment Drummond, 
pointing to the women, exclaimed with an oath,* “ Now we’ll cuV^lpese 
jades’ throats !” and affected to put his menace into execution. The 
women set up a terrific screech, which was all Drummond wanted, 
and which he knew the dragoons would misttike for the shrill shout 
of an onslaught of Highlanders. The four men joined a wild “ Jiulloo ! ” 
to the women’s yell, and rushing sword in hand on the rtjar of the 
dragoons, filled them with such terror, that they fled, panic stricken, 
and never drew rein till they reached the next town, filling it with 
alarm at the awful account they gave of a numerous detachment tliey 
encountered—of being betrayed into an ambuscade by a rascally land¬ 
lord, who had been bribed into their interest, as was believed,- but 
who had thus sold them to their enemies ; and the aforesaid rascally 
landlord” aftenvards suffered severely for.the consequences of this 
occurrence ; for nothing could clear him in the opinion of those whose 
gold he had taken. It may seem incredible that a troop of horse 
should thus be beaten by five men ; but the subsequent events of 1745 
exhibited still more glaring instances of the miserable cowardice of 
Gardiner’s dragoons.* 

The field beiitg won, “ the garrison” was ordered to open the gates, 
and out walked Mick with a cocked^ pistol, demanding from the dis¬ 
mounted dragoons, who could not run away, their carbines, which they 
gave up. 

* At Frew they permitted Charles’s force to pass the ford -without the slightest 
oppoeition, die first'splash of the Highlanders in the Forth being the. signal for 
thrir headlong At Colt bridge they ran again, the affair being jocularly 

known to this day as “the canter of Colt Brigg.” They galloped right through 
Edinburgh, and-not halt till the city was between them and the enemy. In 
the night, one of the men falling into a deep hole, and oallbg for help, alarmed the 
regiment They fatfhied the Highlanders were upon them, and fied, never stopping 
dU they arrived at Dunbar, under cover of Cope’s infantry—that same Cope who 





Mick'then marched them before him into tiie houie^ aikd shut them 
in durance. 

He then gratified himself by a little excsroifle tvith a 8tirmp4eather 
on the landlord, between every three or four whacks giving him moral 
advice as to his fatnre conduct respecting what hfick called ** tricks 
upon travellers.” , , 

“ This is a good dt^’s work,” said Ned, ** four horses,'accoutrements 
and arms—artides the Prince stands most in need of. One of the 
horses, however, I must take in default of myvown lost one.” 

“ Better take mine,” said Drummond. “ You need a sound steed 
on the enter{)rise you tell me you have undertaken ; and here is one 
that will never fail you.” 

He dismounted and handed'the rein to Ned, who hesitated for d 
moment to accept so valuable a gift. “ Tut, man,” said Drummond, 
but for you all our lives might have been lost—this is but a small 
return; besides, ’tis for the good of the noble cause in which we are all 
engaged. Take liim—if pursued, there is not a horse in Scotland cah 
catch liini, and there is no leap you can turn him to he will rei||se.' 
And inov one word more.before you go. It will be about evening 
wiu*n you rcacli Stirling, and I would counsel you to let the sun be 
well down before you cross the bridge, for it is right under the castle, 
and the Lion,” as the old keej» is called, has sharp eyes, and claws too 
—so keei) eh'ar t)f them. Croas the bridge in the dai-k, and get thrcn%h 
the city as soon as may be, and leave the strong-hold some miles 
behind you before you sleep.” * 

Ned promised to attend to the caution, and living got back his ** 
pistols, reloaded them, mounted his mettled horse and was abotit to 
leave, when he paused and requested Cdoncl Kelly, when he should 
see Captain Lynch, to tell him he had met bis daughter’s messenger, 
and that lie was so far ■well on his Avay. 

“ Is there anything more I can do for you ?” said Drummond. 

“ Favour me Avith your name, and for yom- good senrice this day cdl 
upon me at any time, and I will not fail you.” 

“Sir,” said Ned, “since you thinSc so well of my poor scrAdees, 
perhaps you will tell the Prince that Captain Fitzgendd, of his High¬ 
ness’s first regiment, had it in his poiver to bo usefuL”’ 

“I will,” said Drummond, “and more than that” 

“I fear. Sir, you are inclined to overrate my doings,” said Ncd 

was asleep off the field at Prestonpans, when' he should have been awake upon it, 
and whose memory ii- recorded in the song of “Hey, Johnnie Cope, areyewaakbl* 
yet?” At Prestonpans the disgrace of the dragoons was completed. Their Oolonel 
cotdd not induce them to charge. He died on the field, whfle they fied 
striking a blow, and, with General Cope at their head, never cried stop ttpfii they' 
reached Coldstream tlmt very night—a distance of upwards of fifty ujfies— apiettv 
good ran! • 



modestly; **but if ever you chance to speak of me so Xiord Tulh> 
bardine,” he added, while a waggish expression played across his face 
I don't care how highly you praise me.” 

“ Ho, ho,” returned Drummond, smilihg. “ Some fun, I see—^well. 
let me alone for helping a joke. 1 will play your trumpeter to the 
skies tlie frst time old Tullibardine falls in my way.” 

“ Do ; and you’ll see how fond he is of me! ” said Ned, laughing, 
and putting spurs to his steed, who ^answered the summons something 
in the way an arrow re^onds to the twang of the bowstring. 

“ That’s a mettlesome, sporting fellow,” said Drummond, looking 
down the road after him; “ how well he sits his horse! ” 

At such a pace Ked was soon out of sight, when his friends at thi' 
inngset about completing their work. The landlord, for the treiicherous 
part he played Ned, was threatened with hanging, a punishm^t only 
remitted at the prayers of the women, who were then set at liberty, 
and told they might release their master, which they had some trouble 
in doing, not understanding the mysteries of tlic scientific knots in 
wl^h Ned had bound him. 

It was at first intended to leave the dragoons at the inn; but as the 
borses were an objec^ and it might look suspicious to see them led by 
gentlemen, it was determined to make the dragoons mount and accom¬ 
pany them, while O’Kelly’s servant could ride one of the beasts and 
lead the other. 

The charges of the carbines being drawn, the inoffensive weapons 
Were returned to the troopers, who were made to appear like a guard 
of honour to the gentlemen. They, making a detour to avoid a 
neighbouring town, where they apprehended the presence of the 
military, soon struck into, a road which lay towards their friends, and 
thus the dragoons, seemingly the protectors, were led captive into 
Perth by tbc dashing Drummond, who made a creditable entry into 
Ibe Jacobite lines, not only bringing the service of his own sword to 
the cause, but bringing in prisoners. 

It was evening when Ned approached Stirling Castle, that most 
beautiful of embattled structurel. Tlic golden tints of sunset lit up its 
sculptured riebnes^ into bright relief; moulding, dripstone, corbelle 
and mulUon caught the glowing light; the fretted windows flashed 
back the red rays, till old Stirling glittered more like a castle of fairy 
tale than a creation of this'world. If all the beauty of its interior 
structure could not be seen by Ned from the road below, still there 
was enough to charm his eye; the very cliff whereon it is seated 
<^ires up so nobly, the guardian castle crowns its heights so fitly, 
and when, as at that hour, its embattled wall and eveiy ''Coign 
of vantage” glows in the flattering light of an autumnal sunset, where 
k the traveller who would not pause to gaze on Stirling Casde? 
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Thus paused Ned, according to order; but without such order tlius 
would he have paused to fea^t his eye with the picturesque enchant¬ 
ment of the scene. He waited till the glowing towers .had faded into 
grey, and shadow and mist were spreading below, before he dared to 
pass die Forth. When assured the keenest eye of “ the Lion* could 
not detect him, he dashed across the long and narrow bridge, and the 
stony streets of the roysil city rang to the hoofs of his mettled charger, 
w'hich soon bore him teyond the “ strong-hAd,” as Drummond recom¬ 
mended, and he passed on many a mile before he slept. The next 
morning, at an early hour, he was on the road, and travelled that bve- 
long day; the gallant horse behaved well, and enabled his rider to 
sleep at the foot «f the Cheviots that night. The next day he pushed * 
on for Tynemouth, where, in his smuggling days, lie had mad^ an 
acquaintance who could serve his turn on the present occasion. His 
friend was propitious. The horse was sold, and 'Ned’s purse conr 
sidcrably strengthened in consequence, which enabled him all the 
-ooner to get a cast over the hcrring-poiid, by the good price be 
-+Vored for that friendly office. In fine, Ned used such diligent in 
prosecution of his journey, that in ten days after his quittins' 

- in he ar.ired at Paris, 



chapter xxxjn> 


N&d lost no time in repairing to the quarters of the worthy* Father 
FltlEerty, to whose good offices he already stood in4ebted for getting 
him out of Bruges, and on whom he was now to depend for getting 
Idm on in Paris. The father was not at home, but, as Ned was 
given to understand, out attending a sick call; but Ned was invited 
to wait till his return. 

It was not to one of his regular communicants the priest was called 
to administer the last consolations of religion. He did not even know 
her name'; the messenger said a carriage was in waiting to bear him 
to the lady who besought his offices, and the priest obeyed the sum¬ 
mons. A beautiful woman lay within the chamber lie was invited to 
enter. Sickness had not wasted her noble form, for the attack under 
iffixich she was sinking was sudden ; and tlic approach of dealli did not 
mar the fine east of her countenance, whose paleness only indicated 
retreating life; and what the eye had lost in fire, was more than com¬ 
pensated by the shadowy thoughtfulness which filled it, and became 
the pallor better than a brighter look. With a low, sweet Voice she 
addressed the priest, and giving him an open letter, asked him, “ Did 
he recognise the handwriting ?” 

The Father knew it at once for Ellen Lynch’s. 

You see to whom it is written,” said the lady. 

He referred to tlie address, and found the direction was to “ Jhfa- 
demoisdle he Couvreur;" and then turned his eyes at once from the 
letter to the lady. 

“ Yes,” she said, “ you see poor Adrienne at her last hour. I am 
dying, father, and woulil have your holy offices before I depart. 
1 know my profession excludes me froin the benefits of thc*Cliurch 
—^tbat the ban of excommunication is upon me; but I am not an actress 
now—the tragic scene of fiction, and the sadder tragedy of real life is 
over with me; I am now but a dying woman, and your kijid heart 
will melt to the prayer of a repentant sinner; you will not refuse her 
confession this last hour, nor deny her the rites of the Church, so 
far as you can confer them:—I would not die like a dog, Father.” 

^ The Father knew how Adrienne had preserved Ellen from ruin, and 
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the remembrance of that goodness (Ai her part rose up in aU its Isriglil- 
ness before him, his heart was melted, and he said, Daughta*, m^ 
God be merciful to you! ” 

“ Amen!” piously ejaculated Adrienne; “that holy aspimtion 
from a holy man is comfort to me. Give me back that letter, Father; 
it has been my greatest consolation in these my last moments, for it 
contains thanks irom that sweet angelic girl for being preserved by 
me from ruin. ’Tis the evidence of the best act of my life, and is a 
comfort to me in death.” She laid the letter to her heart, and pressed 
it as she spoke:—“ Father, for the sake of that sweet girl whom yea 
value, give me the rites of the Church. If I have been a sinnear. 
myself, at least I preserved her virtue from pollution.” 

“ I will give you tlic comfort you seek, daughter,” said the kind- 
heartc,d Irishman, “and fortunate I hold myself that 1 can do so. 

I am not under the authority oi’ the diocese of Paris, otherwise I might 
not; but as it is, I can listen to the voice of a repentant sinner, and 
receive you into the bosom of the Church on your humble expression, 
of contrition for the past, and a promise of leading a regenerate life for 
the future.” 

“ I do acknowledge my sinfulness, and own my deep contrition for 
the past, and 1 promise all you ask me for the future; but, Father,” 
said the nohle-lieartcd woman, “ I can claim no credit for a promise 
1 can never he calle<l on to perform, for 1 feel 1 am dying.” 

Tlie Father leccived her genei’al confession, it therefoi-e needed not 
privacy, and her weeping attendant stood hy while she was shrived. 

A brighter and more composed expression beamed on' the face of 
Adrienne; and, as tlie. priest knelt and prayed beside her, and gave 
the last office, her fading eye was raised devotionally to heaven, while 
she still held Ellen’s letter to her heart, together with the rose die 
plucked aud divided with her at parting. The sacred duty of the 
priest being ended, lie rose from his knees, and sat beside the bed, and 
spoke of comfort to her. 

“ Fatlier,” she said, “ I die happy; and when your own spirit 
shall be passing away, the remembrance of’this goodness you have* 
shown .on erring woman, perhaps, will be a comfort to you, as this dear 
letter is to me. Marguerite,” she said to her attendant, who wept 
silently beside the bed, “ let'tliis letter, and this flower, be buried with 
me—place them over my heart:—it will soon cease to beat.” 

The attendant, struggling with her |obs, besought the priest ta 
obtain permission for her mistress to lie in consecrated ground; but 
this the Father said was impossible. 

“ It matters not,” said Adrienne, “ there is a spot I would rather 
rest in than in Notre Dame; it is the parterre before my country 
house—there, on the ^ot 1 parted from her —^by the rose-tree, Mar-|| 
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there it was t fdt and aaid, when her grai|iiul c^es beamed 
0SX me, that 1 could fancy a seraph had for once looked kindly on me ; 

and there let me lie. I think I see her angelic look now—now.- 

Harguerite^—^your hand—I am dying—farewclL Father—God bless 
you for your charity—die happy! ” 

Sh^ spoke no more; the voice of Adrienne was silent fpr ever, and 
in a few minutes her noble heart was pulseless : yet the lifeless hand 
still held the rose—that treasured memento of her happiest hour. 

The Father knelt beside her bed, and prayed for her passing spirit. 
BSs oraison conduded, he arose, and stepped, vnth silent tread, from 

,4he ehamber.-Why do we step so softlj* near the dead ? We 

need not fear to break their sleep. Alas, we cannot wake them! 


In a few days after, the mortal remains of the beautiful 
were consigned to the earth. Her grave was made, as hhc «i;i <jetp<i, 
near the rose-ti*ee in the parterre before her own house. The 
funeral was, at her own request, private, but Father Flalierty was 
present, and he obtained leave for Edward also to attend, who wished 
^'vp&y this tribute of respect to one who had preserved Ellen from 
destruction. The day was wet and stormy: it suited the occasion. 
But three months since the lively Adrienne and the merry June were 
acquainted, and now September wailed and wept above her grave. 
The bright parterre in which she had lived was colourless; the rose- 
Ivee, whence she^ plucked the flower now in her cofiin, was reft of its 
beauty, like the mistress who had reare'd it. The glories of,the 
garden had withered, and the beautiful Adrienne was dead. 

It was with saddened hearts that Edward Jind his reverend friend 
returned to Paris, after the Father had breathed a blessing over her 
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CHAPTER XXXIV, 


. 

The task is wearisome to wait on men in office, and seek the favdora 
of a government for a foreign state. Edward found this to his coat. 
With what weariness of body and vexation of spirit did h^ lie down, 
night after night, fatigued with profitless days of labour. There was 
an eternity of promises on the part of the French ekecutive; they 
dealt largely in the future tense, but it was impossible to screw them 
to the present. It was always “ We will.” 

The first accounts of Charles Edward’s success were received with 
lousiderablc distrust, as liable to the high colouring of interested 
partizans; but soon after Ned’s arrival the news of the battle of 
Preslonpans was received on undoubted authority, and then tlie 
frie.nds of the Stuarts, in Paris, vrere Igud in exclaiming the time had 
arrived to strike. But still the French government was in no hurry. 
If, in the former case, it would* be imprudent to build hope of succ^^ss 
u}>on such questionable information, in the latter they were inclined 
to trust the Prince would be the architect of his own fortnne Without 
tlieir aid ; the secret motive in both instances being their own^ rft&er 
than the. Stuart interest. Whatever embarrassed England was gain 
to them ; or, to use a phrase then in faihion, and which continued Iso 
down to the time of Buonaparte, “ whatever made a diversion in favour 
of France ” was enough. Later accounts brought intelligence of Edin> 
burgh being in quiet occupation of the Prince—next came news of his 
advance into England—the French cabiiiet pleased to consider the game 
won. Some trifling aid was now given ; a few troops, and many officers 
of the Irish brigade, were allowed to volunteer in the cause, and scramble 
over to Scotland in wretched transports; but nothing like effective 
assistance arrived at the right moment. Ten thousand men from Frimce 
would liave settled the question in the first instance. But no—they 
dallied—George had withdrawn his English troops and several thouiEisnds 
of his allicftrom the Low Countries, to defen^ his throne at home, and 
left France to reap her military harvest of success in the Netherlands, 
—sukI this was enough fmr France—^the " diversion ” was niadle^ and 
Charles Edward was left to do as best he might. AU throii^^^g||ui 



£ di 


fame .iow ^unestly did Ned exert himself! but in vain. He lived in 
^ one continued fever of excitement; he was scarcely sane. 

But now a change came over the forties of the Prince—the 
untoward retreat from Derby was heard of, hnd then France thought 
it necessary to keep up b**^he diversion” a little longer, and some 
money and arms were forwarded; but still the cry of the Stuart’s 
friends was for men—“ Send an army,” they said. 

At length something like such a movement was intimated, and 
Father Flaherty and Ned were in the beginning, middle, and end of 
all sorts of machinations; and finally an order was given to Edward 
to ^taxt for the Low Countries, where he was commissioned to com* 
municatc with the chiefs of brigade in all makers of information or 
assistance |hey should claim at his hands in coni^xion with an expedi¬ 
tion to S#^pd; and Ned, in a delirium of joy, set out on his 
mission, acco|^panied by Father Flaherty, than whom a stauncher 
adherent of tl^e^ Stuarts did not exist. They travelled day and night 
until they found themselves in Flanders, whef-e they undertook 
immediate communication with the military chiefs, who questioned 
much, and referred again and again to the capital for fresh instructions: 
but still no active measures were taken. 

And now, news of the battle of Falkirk had arrived;—still the 
Prinee, weakened as he was, had beaten his enemies, and Ned 
besought a timely aid—^but it was not granted, and the cliill of delay 
was ^working discouragement to the cause in all quarters. And now 
the duke of Cumberland, and his foreign brigades, had advanced on 
Scotland. The Prince could no longer hold Edinburgh—he fell back 
on the Highlands.—Alas! the star of Charles Edward had set I 

A fever had been in Ned’s blood for menths. Excitement on 
excitement had prevented it from being manifested in the shape of 
downright malady. It might be said one fever had driven another 
before it,. and preserved him from disease. As long as the chance of 
achieving good by his exertions was before him he kept up; but when 
he could do no more, the poison which had found vent in action 
became malignant, and a fierce fever set in. 

Fortunately the worthy Father Flaherty was in his company when 
it first made its appearance, and he hastened to have him conveyed co 
Bruges, where he got him put to bed; but not till he was in a state of 
high delirium. 

For weeks poor Ned lay in fever, quite despaired of. He raved 
alternately of love and war. Now he was boarding a ^p; he was 
calling on EUeii, iu phu^tive terms, to come and release him from 
prison. Sometimes'he fancied he was travelling speed to Paris* would 
gr^ .the p^ow suddenly and feel it, and, saying “ all was right,” put 
itjUper his head with much care. One day, however, when the 
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nurse wBo attended him left the room for a monent, as he sniifc . 
exhausted into a doze, he suddenly started upniutd .ge^ng ont.of hed '^ 
laid hold of a knife, and cm the nurse’s return she feond he zjj^jped 
open the pillow, the feidhers were about the room, »yWi he 

chasing them up and down, swearing all ihe,time his letters had bemii 
stolen, and that* he would shoot the landlord. Fatl^' Fiahmrty 
entering at the moment to inquire how the patient got on, Ned fell 
on him, accusing him of being the villain who had stolen his letters, 
beating him with thd pillow-case, and feathering tiie Father’s black 
garments in a most absurd manner. The priest ran out and shut the 
door, and raised the house” to help him to restore himself to a respect¬ 
able appearance. 

** I dorn’t show -mylelf in the streets in this fa 8 hion,”,^sa 78 the 
Father, “ sure man, woman, and child would be afther mp; ^d I with 
a sick call on me, and can’t go out in this figure. Maybp, nurse, you 
could get another brush—the divil sweep him—^with his piUow. God 
forgi’ me! the poor mnnnyac! Lord, look down on me !-— 
indeed; faith I’m as downy as a sw'an, or a goose, 1 may say. ’Pon my 
word I’m more like a goose than a raven ; raven, indeed, foix ifs he 
that’s the ramrC —that is the ravin’ mad man,” and the good-humoured 
Father laughed at his own bad joke. “ Hurry, hurry! pick me, brush 
iway ! vnusha. I’ll never be clone. 1 darn’t appear in this figure in the 
streets, they are so fond of scandal here; and, indeed, I could not 
ulame them if they said it. • Sure if I was rowl’d in a bed I could’nt 
be worse.” 


Thus went on the Father for half an hour, while half a dozen people 
vcrc trying to restore him to his sable state, which, by dint of great 
labour they did at last, and then the Father was hastening on his mis¬ 
sion—his “ sick call.” But here, after all his annoyance, tlie gentle 
spirit of the worthy man displayed itself. 

“ Stop,” he said, “ 1 forgot, the poor hoy is raving about letters; 
we must try and soothe him.” • 

He got some papers and made up a packet, wHich he sealed, and was 
returning to the chamber to give it to Npd, when, as he reached the 
door, he paused, and exclaimed, ** By the powers, maybe he’d feather 
me again—ow, ow! that would never do.—Here jewel,” said he, 
handing the paper to the nurse, “ take it to the crayture, and comfort 
him and away went the simple and benevolent priest. 

Tlie nurse on re-entering the chamber^ found her patient still 
greatly excited on the subject of his lost letters; hut when she handed 
the packet tJ^him, he became calm at once, Htumed to bed, placed the 


packet carefully under Lis head, and fell into a profound sleept ’ 
Perhaps that little thoughtful act of kindness' whidh' thOip^est exer¬ 
cised was the saving of Ned’s life; it may. have been the meaiMb^ 
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procuring immediate repose at the critical moment. Ned slept for 
c|ght-aud>fortj hours^|nd awoke free from fever. 

As it usually happens in such cases, he was quite unconscious of all 
that had occurred. The bed and room were strange to him—the view 
from the window was not familiar—^where was he ? As this question 
was suggested in his mind, he heard a peal of bells, and the well- 
remembered strain gave him the answer. He knew he was in Bruges: 
that sweet chime— 

Most musical, most melancholy”^ 

re<^ed the memory of Ellen, and, with her, link by link, the chain 
of circumstances was remembered, until the hour he fell sick. Here 
the chain was broken—what had brought him there ? He stretched 
forth his hand to draw the curtain of his bed, and the trifling action 
seemed an esertion. His hand, too, was emadated^the truth dawned 
upon him—he had been ill. 

His nurse now entered the room softly, but finding him awake, went 
briskly up to the bed smiling, and congratulated him on bis recovery. 
It was Ernestine, Ned’s friend on a former occasion; he recognised 
her, and asked many questions, but she told him he must be quiet, and 
giving him a drink, which he took eagerly, left him. He soon tel' 
into that soft, momentary slumber which convalescents enjoy, during 
which he dreamt of Ellen. He fancied they were in the Iligldumls, tliat 
he was helping her to climb the heather-crowned cliffs; his arm was round 
her waist to support her, until they gained the summit; then they sat 
down together, saying sweet things. He lay at her feet,^dmiring tl>c 
graceful outline of her reclining figure. She looked so kindly on him. 
and SQ lovely—oh, so wry lovely! He opened his eyes, and, in¬ 
stead of the form his vision pictured, there was fat Madame Ghahble- 
kramme, squatted beside the bed. 

He shut his eyes again, with a feeling of disgust. 

HaA-you be goot agen now !” said she, “ bote you foss ferra bat.” 

Ned made no answer. 

** Me clat for dis; fen youn bien goot, me bin clat; and fen yorai 
bin gooter, me bin clatter, clatter, clatter!” 

“Clatter, clatter, with a vengeance!” said Father'Flaherty, who 
entered in good time to save Ned from the old harridan’s persecution; 

“ Madame, what brought you here at all?” 

“ Min come to ’muse him.” 

“ Plretty amusement you are,” said the priest. 

“ Ya, Vader Flart, you know me ver grabble,” (agreeable, she 
would have' said.) 

“ D~1 grabble you,” said Father Flaherty, losing all patience, 

} out o* this, and don’t be disturbing the boy.” 
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“ Vadcr Flart, you bin alfays bat mans to me.” 

Go down stairs, and don’t make any mg|||^ noise here,” said the 
father, disregarding her displeasure; “youWbother a rookery, so 
you would.” With these words, he made her leave the room, slie 
;dmost crying with vexation, ejaculating alf the way down stairs, “ bat 
mans—Vader Flart—bat mans!” 

“ Wliat did you let that old bother up here for ?” said the Father 
to Ernestine, who came running up stairs. 

Ernestine said the old woman had taken advantage of her back being 
turned, and made her way to the young gentleman. 

“ Ay, indeed—the young gentleman,” echoed the priest —** you 
just said it. The young gentleman—bad luck to her, the ugly fat old 
divil! she is as great a fool about the young gentleman as if she wm 
eighteen years instead of eighteen stone—my heavy hathred to hor,l—- 
And now, Ned, my poor fellovr, how goes it with you—you’re wake^ 
I suppose ?” 

Nod gave a faint smile, as an answer to the question. 

“ Never mind that,” said the priest, “ now that you’re well, we’ll 
soon get up tlie strength; we’ll give you the jelly, and the fish, and 
the soup, and the nice white mate, and the dhrop o’ claret. Whool^f* 
by the powers, we’ll make you live like a fighting-cock !” 



CHAPTER XXXV. 


Fathkb Flaherty’s prophecy was fulfilled. Ned gathered strength 
Bven against the depressing influence of the evil tidings tliat soon 
eftme pouring in from Scotland. At last the tragic drama was brought 
to a close—the fatal field of Cullodcn was fought—and all that could 
now be done was to let friendly ships hover about the Scottish coast 
to pick up any stragglers who might escape the vengeance of the 
savage soldiery, stimulated to the* most sanguinary and revolting 
excesses by the “butcher”* who commanded them—the atrocious 
Duke of Cumberland,—whose memory is still execrated in the hills 
liid valleys he drenched with blood—not the hot blood of battle, but 
the cold blood shed in ravening vengeance aftcrwards.f Not even the 
blood of men would satisfy. Women and childreti were given up to 
carnage and to indignities still worse than death. { Nor age, nor sex, 
nor rank, was regarded. Every excess that could shock humanity 
was in open practice every day ;—a licentious soldiery, foreign and 
domestic, was let loose to do their worst—and not only do it with 
impunity, but win favour for their atrocities in the eyes of their 
merciless leader. ^ 

“ lie left behind him in Scotland the name of the BiUcJiei\ and the people of 
England, disgusted sooner than any other with cruelty, confirmed this title to the 
hero of (llploden.’*— Piet. Hist 

“It"was lately proposed in the city to present him with tfic freedom of some 
company ; one of the aldermen said aloud, ‘ then let it he of the Butchers.’ 
Horace Walpole. 

f “ In many places the dispersed clans were hunted down like wild beasts— 
tracked to their dens and holes in hill sides, and either burnt or smothered by 
combustible materials lighted at the moutlis of those crannies, or compelled to 
coAe out todall upon the bayonets and swords of their pursuers. The Dr»ke had 
declared that blood-letting was the best remedy, that every man that wore the tartan 
in those parts was a rebel and traitor, whose body, soul, and goods were forfeited." 
—Piet Hist Eng. 

X “As a last touch to the harrowing picture, we may meation, what is asserted 
on indisputable authority, that the Highland women were subjected to the last 
indignity and brutality, and that their children were frequently shot, stabbed, or 
thrown over the rocks .”—Piet Hist Eng. 



‘Phe instant his strength permitted, Ned embarked in a* Frenoh 
vessel employed in the charitable act of hovering about Scotland, and 
affording refuge to the fugitives who could esc|pe thmr hunters. Xn 
this duty, as he heard from time to time, from the Hps of eye-wit¬ 
nesses, the recitals of blood and depravity in course of constmt com¬ 
mission, how his heart was lacerated—^ho^ his iiuaginalion heaped 
horror on horror that might have befallen those who were so dear to 
him I Had Lynch fallen a victim to the cold-blooded carnage ? Or 

was Ellen?-Oh, horror!—^to think of her was to go distracted ; 

—he endeavoured to exclude such appalling imaginings from his mind, 
but still the feai*ful picture would intrude ;—he saw her flying from 
some pursuer whose hands were red with her father’s blood—he heard 
her screams as the murderer gains upon her—his rufilan arm is round 

her waist-jsshe writhes in the* grasp of the libertine-’twas 'too 

much for the mind to sustain. Thus excited, he would press his 
clenched hands to his burning forehead, gnash his teeth, and groan 
again with mental agony. He was on the very verge of madness. 

All the inquiries he made of every fugitive who reached the vessel 
were fruitless—he could hear no ceriain tidings of Lynch and his 
daughter, and his state of suspense became so insupportable, that he 
at one time proposed landing and seeking them himself; but this 
was T-epresented to him, by those who knew the state of the country, 
as only a wilful tlurowing away of his own life witl:^ut the 
remotest chance of serving ^is friends, and he abandoned so^ada 
j>rojccl. But the exertions he made to get off all fugitives from the 
land were prodigious. There was no risk he did not run with the 
boats, whenever tidings were heai’d of parties hanging about the shore 
for escape, in the hope that Ellen might be among them, but in vain. 

The vessel became crowded with refuses, and still had Ned to 
endure the agonies of suspense. The captain, finding his ship so full, 
proposed running to the Flemish coast, landing his passengers, and 
returning again to the service of humanity : but Ned prevailed on him 
to wait another day. Intelligence was ha^f some refugees t^o. pro¬ 
posed attempting their escape on boai’d the Frenchman the next n%ht, 
and as a lady' was reported to be amongst them, Ned would not give up 
the chance of finding in this fugitive his beloved Ellen. 

The point being ascertained where the attempt would be made, 
the vessel ran in under the land when it was dark, and Ned, with a 
boat well armed, pushed off. The signal-light was seen to glimmer on 
the shore; with mufiled oars they pulled silently into an inlet, and 
the hunted adherents of the ill-fated Stuarts came from their hiding? 
places among the rocks. Foremost of the party was a wounded man, 
supported by two companions towards the boat, aud passed along by 
the assistaijpe of the sailors to the stern sheets, where Ned had charge 
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of the helm; but how was he startled, when, in extending his hand to 
the wounded stranger, and placing him beside him, he recognised in 
his pale and haggard face the features of Kirwan! 

Ned’s heart bounded with expectancjl From Kirwan’s presence he 
was certain the reported lady of the party would turn out to be Ellen; 
but as yet no lady appeared, though several persons had entered the 
boot. 

“ I^ush off now,” said the last who embarked. 

Avast! ” said Ned, who turned to Kirwan, and asked, in a Toiee 
which quivered with anxiety, “ is not Miss Lynch of your party ?” 

** Yesterday,” replied Kirwan, faintly, and manifestly speaking with 
dfflculty, “ yesterday she was—but—but—” 

“ But what ?” cried Ned, “ ahswer—for God’s ^e, answer!” 

The answer was, the heavy fall V Kirwan’s lifeless^corse upon 
Xdward’s breast. 
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CHAPTER XXXVI. 


Edward’s feelings were wrought to the lalst pitch of excitement. 
His rival who, when last they met,>iha<l dared him to the deatli, was 
now lying lifeless in his arms ; and she for whom they fought, per¬ 
chance, was dead also. If not, her life was at least in peril; *a wanderer 
in the Highland wilds, separated from the party with whom she bad 
been seeking for escape, and hunted by merciless pursuers. The 
words of the dying man yet rang in Edward’s ear—“ She was 

yesterday, but-.” Oh,' fearful break, that death had made iii the 

sentence! What agonizing uncertainty left behind! And, as an 
appalling army of possibilities respecting Ellen rushed through Nec|s 
brain, he almost wished to exchange fates with his rival: his agony 
was over—he died, too, with her name on his lips ; under such cir¬ 
cumstances, far better was the fate of the dead than the living. 

** Rather would I die thus than live without her,” was the internal 
form of thought beneath which Edward groaned aloud, heedless of the 
calls of the sailors if they should push off, be being in command of the 
ooat. He heard them not—his thoughts were with his beloved one, 
and 80 hopeless seCmed her fate, that bis brain reeled under its over¬ 
wrought action, and he sank backwards, insensible as the corse under 
which he felL ^ 

Immediate assistance was offered; but the kindly offices w^ 
suddenly disturbed by the approaching ^tter of horses’ feet and the 
clank of arms, showing, too plainly, tl^t the dragoons wet^ upmL 
them, and no time was lost in shoving the boat from the shore and 
pulling vigorously out to sea; not, however, before the troop had time , 
to send a volley after the fugitives: but daricness favouring their retreat, 
the fire was ineffective, while, the flash of the guns from the beach 
betraying the position of the pursuers, the arms of the boat were em¬ 
ployed with more effi$ct in returning the compliment, while the soldier’s 
fire could not produce the same fatal result to them, as the boat was 
shifting her position every moment. The weU-plied oars, however, 
soon placed the enemies out of each other’s range, and the speed, 
urged by danger in the first instance, was now continued for 
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humamty’s sake, as they wished to reach the vessel as soon as 
possible, to obtain the ne^ul assistance for Ned, who still lay insen¬ 
sible in the bottom of the boat, a faint breathing being the only 
indication of life he retained. Consciousness soon returned, however, 
under the restoratives employed when he was placed aboard, and he 
began to gaze wildly robnd the cabin, whither he had been borne. 
After asking a few incoherent questions, he became fuUy sensible of 
all that had taken place, and inquired if lurwan were dead or had 
only fainted from loss of blood. On being answered that he wjs 
dead, he exclaimed, “ Then I shall never know her fate,” and hid his 
in his hands. It was with mnch persuasion he was prevailed' on 
to go to his berth ; but he could not sleep. All through the night he 
thought of notliing but scenes oi^outrage, and when, towards morning, 
exhausted «W'ith mental anguish, he sank into a doze, it was only to 
dream of darker horrors. He rose, with haggard cheek and sunken 
eye, and ascended to the deck, where, at so early an hour, none but 
those doing the duty of the ship wore present, therefore he might 
pursue his melancholy train of thouglits lUndisturbed. On casting a 
look astern, the Scottish shore was no longer visible, and a glance at 
the compass showed him they were running down for the FleTni^h 
iS^t. On exchanging a few words with the officer of the watch, he 
morned that the body of Kirwan had been committed to the deep at 
midnight; and Ned, even under an affliction which touched him 
nearer, could not resist the influence of the passing regret for the fate 
of the gallant, handsome fellow he had left in health and vigour a lew 
months ago. It flashed upon his memory, also, that two years before, 
in that very sea, he had snatched him from the watery grave to 
which he was now consigned; and there seemed to him a strange 
fatality in this coincidence. “He has beefa strangely mixed up,” 
thought Ned, “ in all that has influenced my destiny. He was w'ith 
the first night we met, and his last words were of her when he 
departed. He was my rival through life—^that thought was my terror 
and my torment. In death, his broken answer is a fresh agony; 
leaving mo in uncertainty, less endurable than the worst knowledge I 
could andve at. His rivaliy 1 have outlived,—^but, ah! dues the 
prize for which we contended still exist?” He groaned in mental 
anguish at the question, and turned from the lieutenant to pursue his 
widk in silence. The Captain soon after came on deck, and handed 
some papers, found on Sarwan's person, to Ned, as he seemed the only 
person on bo^d who knew anything of the deceased. Ned anxiously 
opened them, hoping be might discover some due to Hirwan’s recent 
movements, and thence be more able to infer so]mething of Ellen’s 
fate; as, from hjs dying words, it was clear be had borne her company 
but the day before be died. The first document was a commission in 
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the Irish brigade; but, on the fold of ^ letter wkhin iii) Edward 
recognised Ellen’s handwriting, and eagetiy^ opened ^e paper. He 
paused for an instant, the internal in(mitor---1io(DOiu^--^aggestittg the 
question if he were justified in reading it; but the dreunuctances of 
uncertainty in which he was placed, satisfied his conscience that he 
committed no violation of propriety by the act, and he read. 

“ You complsun of my recent coldness, and aj^teal to onr long 
friendship in your behalfj claiming, on that score, a gentler oonsidera* 
tion at my hands. Had you been content with me as a friend, you 
should have ever found me the same—unchanged and unchangefdde. 
Even when taking the extreme adva]jtage of the position in which my 
father’s favour placed you, you urged me by a question always painful 
to both of us, I never denied you the friendship beypnd which I could 
not go ; nay, I pardoned even importunity, and abated not my r^ord: 
but when you assumed the right to question others on the subject of 
their esteem for me, you committed an offence which you cannot 
wonder I feel deeply. 

“ To tell you all the pain I have endured at my name being made the 
subject of a brawl, would be to tire you with a repetition of my o^ 
daily suffering.. The circumstances under which it occurred, and 
liigh personage offended by it, have made it a matter of provoking 
notoriety ; such affairs as these tend to lessen the respect which the 
uiiobtj’usiveness, properly belonging to maidenhood, is sure to main¬ 
tain, and which, till now, I have never forfeited. I fancy I hear 
myself pointed out for observation, as “ the girl the two fellows fought 
aJ'ont” and shrink at the impertinent glances of the hot-headed 
mad-caps who are about us. Oh, how could you respect me so little 
as to reduce me to this ? 

« Nevertheless, I fojgive you,—for my father’s sake, and the sake 
of old friendship; but, remember, it is friendship onh/. Ask. me ho 
more questions of ang sort ,—if you do, siren the finend^p widch I 
still bear you must cease. For the future^ let there be kmdness, Imt, 
also, silence between us on one point. You understand me, and ought 
to know me wdl enough to be certain I Will hpld to my resolutisci. 
Once and for all, remember—^we are frienis; how long we *T«imain sa 
depends upon yourself. 

* Ellun.’* 

The information Ned sought was not here, and the thougl^lhat 
Ellen, in Ms absence, was true to Mm, wbOe it gave momentary plea¬ 
sure, but aggravatud the misery of losing a heart eo faithfuL ** Ofa, 
why was I net there to guard berl” thought Ned. A passing 
thopght of pity was ^ren, also, to Ms departed rivaL ** Foot fellow,” 
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he half muttered, “ poor %Ilow, these lines of her’s, even though they 
emidemned him to despair, he could not part with.” He now opened 
ihe second paper; let the reader judge how his heart sank as he read 
the terrible lines. 

“ Dear Kiewan, 

We will meet you at the pass to-morrow and run the risk of reach¬ 
ing tlie coast; better anything than this uncertainty of concealment. 
One thought alone oppresses me, too painful to speak of, even to you— 
almost too terrible for myself to think of—therefore I write my wish 
before we meet. In case of attack from the military our party will 
fight to the death, of course, ai^ Ellen must be under your especial 
care. For this purpose I enjoin you to keep where there is least 
of danger during the fight. If we prosper, (which God grant!) it is 
well; if not, (and the Divine will be done !) my lovely girl must not 
survive defeat. To your hand, then, 1 entrust this last and dreadful 
act of firiendship; as I would have given her to you for life, so do I 
for death, if needful—^the more difficult trust to discharge. But I 
enjoin you, by every tie of honour and humanity, set her pure spirit 
fiee. Were there no other hand to do it, I would emulate Virginius; 
ijlimit you will spare me so fearful a task: 1 know you.wiU. God help 
ns! we live in fearful times, when a father thinks it virtue to con¬ 
template the death of his own beloved child—and, oh, how I love 
her!-1 cannot venture to write another word. 

“ Kemember—I depend on you. 

“ Martin Lynch.” 

These dreadful lines scarcely left a hope. The father’s terrible 
injunction to Kirwan, in case of disaster, stood fearfully prominent, 
under existing circumstances, to the coldest conjecture; what, then, 
must the heated imagination of a lover have conjured up. Defeat was 
the signal for Mien’s death—and that defeat had manifestly ensued, 
Kirwan’s wounds were but too palpable evidence. Ned bur&t forth 
into a passion of grief, which he found it impossible to control. His 
aetions putook more of a madman than a reasonable being ; filnging 
himself on the deck, he gave himself up to the wildest despair, 
exclaiming, in the intervals of his wailing, “ She’s gone ! she’s gone ! 
gone fm* ever!” Then would he call upon her name; then accuse 
himsrif for having ever left her, and ask, why fate had not granted that 
, he i^uld have been with her in the moment of danger; and, finally, 
called on Heaven to grant him a speedy release fyotn his misery, by 
permitting him to iSnd an early grave. As this thought of existence 
being a burden passed through his mind, his eye rested on the deep 
waters around him, and, with an expression of so dark a meaDiDg,.that 
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the Captain, who had been seeking to soothe him for scAam .time, hud his 
hand emphatically on his shoulder, and bade him aummcm his fortitude, 
reminding him it had been well said, there was as much honour to be 
gained in sustaining the assaults of misfortune, as in standing undinch* 
ingly before an enemy’s fire. “ I know you^ would never desert your 
gun,” he said, “ nor must you strike your colours to evil fortune.” 

In addition to such good advice, however, the Captain ordered a 
sharp eye to be kept upon Ned, for his mind for a period seemed to 
have sunk under the weight of his grief, and hfe scarcely exchanged a 
word with one of his companions ; when he did, it was but to beWail 
his fate and wish himself dead. 

In the meantime the vessel made Ostend, and the fugitives who 
hud oscapj'd the slaughter debarked, and the ship prepared to return 
to the Scottish coast, further to pursue the cause of charity in which 
she had been engaged. The Captain proposed to £dward to continue 
in this service, Sugges^ng, that he might yet recover his apparently 
lost friends, and that, even in case of failure, the mere occupation 
would bo beneficial to him; but Edward refused ever again to approach 
the laud which laid proved so fatal to his hopes; for he had given 
hlinself up to the convictioi^that Ellen had perished, and, taking a 
sad farewell of the ship and his coTnpanions, he returned to Bru^^ 
and sought his old friend. Father Flalierty. 

Sad was the meeting between the jn-icst and tlie lover, for the 
venerable ecclesiastic loved Ellen with almost a father’s aflection, and, 
in the bitterness of his grief, Ned had ample communion of sorrow. 
But his sacred calling liad taught the priest to bow, in humbleness of 
iieart, to the decrees of Heaven, and Edward found, in the words and 
example of the ci^ristian minister, a consolation which soothed his 
spirit, and made grief, though not l<*ss deep, more tolerable. The 
Father bade him even not to despair; that though presumptive evidence 
was string of the fatal termination of the attempt to escape, on the 
part of Lynch and his daughter, yet it was not positively asoertained ; 
and, until then, it was but christia^likC to hope that lleaven might 
have shown its mercy to the fugitives, adbd interposed divine protec¬ 
tion between them and their mercilesi pursuers. But, while thd 
Father exhorted his young friend to hope, his manner showed that the 
•reed, on which he would have another lean, was too slender to support 
himself. Poor Fatlier Flalierty! he was too rimple to impose upon 
any ope. The imposition he would have practised on Ned was an 
amiable one; he would have turned his thoughts to the fi^re, to 
make him escape from the pain of the present. ** The poor wy will 
^et more used to the grief every day,” he would say to himsdf, “ and 
in his first bitter sorrow', sure anything that cau^cheat him out of it 
is a mercy.” ^ 
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Bat the Father’s manner eouM ipt hare cheated a child. It was 
too pbin he thought all hope was past; and Ned, when alone, would 
repeat to bhnself, “ Though he bids me hope, he thinks she is dead.” 
Then would he fall into a reverie, and ask, “ Could it so be ? Was 
indeed no more ? The beautiful and bright, in an instant snatched 
away-T^tlie object and motive of his life—^that for which he had dared, 
tnd hoped, and struggled, and achieved so much—^vanished like a 
dream? Could he be doomed to so wretched a fate?” His soul 
sh'runk from the bitter belief, and the faintest glimmer of hope 
would be welcome to his darkness :—she might yet live. Then would 
he- pursue that phantom, created of his wishes, till his exhausted 
heart sunk in the fruitless chase, and his reverie would end, as it had 
b^un, with the melancholy phrase, ** She is dead! ” 

This turmoil of the lieart and mind was sapping the very sources 
of his life ; yet to this, his dark reverie, must he daily go, and endure 
the chain and whip of that mental prison of tl^ afflicted soul. 

From such captivity the kindness of his reverend friend would 
often lead him forth. Father Flaherty would insist on having 
him for the companion of his walks, and making him join in 
the inquiries he instituted resj>ecting tip affairs in Scotland, They 
a^ed daily at the Convent of the Assumption, where Ellen had 
told Edward he would at all times be most likely to hear of her; but 
they could give no tidings. When fugitives from the devoted land 
arrived from time to time, they were closely questioned respecting all 
affairs most interesting to Edward, but no w'ord of promise was 
gathered. It was positively asserted that the Prince was yet in 
Scotland, hiding in the wilds, with a few devoted pdlierents—so few 
that they could tell their individual names, and Lynch was not among 
them. They said, besides, that very few more migltt he expected to 
reach Flanders, for few were left to make the attempt. This was sad 
news; but it was told, at the same time, that a good number of fj|gitivcs 
had succeeded in getting off to Ij^land, and this held out some slight 
hope to Edward. If Ellen and her father had been of those who 
escaped, the mountains of Galway would be the quarter where they 
would most likely have sought shelter, and there Edward determined 
to seek them; for, though he looked upon the search as almost hope¬ 
less, still he would not abandon the remotest chance of recovering hia 
lost loved one. Father Flaherty thought less of the chance than even 
Ned, but he kept that to himself; for, as he thought, if it did no other 
good, ^ would give “ the poor boy” sopnething to do, and divert 
tlie grief.” Ned, therefore, made his arrangements for crossing the 
<7hannel~—thet passage he had so often made in danger and diffietilty, 
butilOwmore'd^gerous than ever; and taking a sad, but afibetionate, 
leave of the fdnd-hearted priest, committed himself to the waves, 
followed, fey.thii-Ffther’s prayers and blessing. 
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CHAPTER XXXVII. 

j 

As our hero is on his w&y to Ireland, a brief glance at its political 
position, at that moment, is necessary. I think I hear the reader say, 
** The author forgets he had a chapter a little while ago on that very 
subject—all about the liberal Earl of Chesterfield.” Softly, gentle 
reader—so I had: but that was a year ago,—a year of tranquillity 
and justice in Ireland,—things too r.arc and precious to let Irdand 
have too much of, so the liberal Earl of Chesterfield was recalled, and 
poor Ireland fiung back into the state of brutalising thraldom, from 
M'hich Ills enlightened policy would have led her forth to take her 
place among the nations. ^ 

The word of an Irishman is naturally regarded witli suspicion 
when lie alludes to the wrongs under which his country has suffered ; 
it is well, therefore, to guarantee the statement with the voice of 
iiistory, and the historian who speaks is a Protestant pluralist clergy- 
man.* Prom such a quarter no one need apprehend a flattering 
colouring in favour of Irish affairs. AneUwhat says the Rev. James 
Gr -don when speaking of Chesterfield’s departure ?—The boon to 
Ireland of such a governor, as it had been extorted from the British 
Cabinet by the necessity of circumstances, was recalled as soon as that 
necessity ceased. Nine days after the total rout of the rebels in the 
buttle of Oullodcn, which was fought on the sixteenth of April, 1746, 
the amiable Stanhope departed from this kingdom, deeply regretted 
by the nation, who, as a mark of gratitude, placed his bust, at the 
public expense, in the castle of Dublin.^ 

On the Earl of Chesterfeld being withdrawn from the Irish ad¬ 
ministration, the foulest sluices of political rancour, pent up for a time 
and becoming more pestilent from their stagnancy, were reopened, 
and deluged society. The cry agaiiust the Catholics became fiercer 

* Rev, James Gordon. 

f In our own days a statue by public subscription was the deserved tributrpaid 
by the Irish people to the memory of Mr. Drummond—that sound stataman, who 
promulgated a large principle in a small sentence,—'* Property ha* it* ditties or well 
its right*.'’ , At the assertion of this undeniable fiict a great many Isadknds 
were angry,—of coiurse not the good ones. A bad cause is always .damaged \iy 
truth. 
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thwi-^Ter; and the ri^ng just quelled in Scotland having been indus¬ 
triously budded by the ministerialists in England as a popish rebellion, 
advantage was taken of the anti-popish prejudice thus excited, and 
evefy violence permitted by the penal laws was resorted to by the 
dominant party in Ireland. At the head of this party was the 
primate, George Stone, a man so utterly regardless of every moral and 
religious obligation, that nothing can be stronger proof of the pros- 
taration of public opinion in Ireland at that day, and the outrages on 
propriety a government might then commit, than the fact of such a 
man being at the head of the Irish church—a man in whose life, 
religion, moi’ality, and common decency were openly violated.* 

Indeed, the then government of Ireland exercised a nearly unlimited 
tyranny. So strong were they, that the Lord-Lieutenant ventured to 
refuse the Commons’ House of Pjwliament to forward to the King some 
resolutions they had passed, and an adjournment of the house and 
their declared determination to transact no more public business until 
their document was forwarded, were the only means l^ft them of 
reducing the viceroy to his duty. 

When government ventured to deal thus with the protestant par¬ 
liament, it may be supposed how tlicy trampled on the catholic 
people of Ireland. The tone of her rulers encouraged every petty 
tyrant to indulge in excess. Every brutal fellow who could only fancy 
his own elevation by the oppression he exercised, swaggered more than 
ever over ids catholic neighbour; and to those whose appetites were 
keen enough for something more, the amusement of priest hunting” 
offered even blood. 

Such was the state of the kingdom w'hen Ned returned to it. lie 
had been absent now for some years; and, while witnessing the 
freedom and prosperity of other lands, had forgotten the slavery and 
'vretchedness of his own. In thus saying “ forgotten,” it is not meant 

accuse Ned of being deficient in love of c5>untry,—^far from it, Hut 
he had left Ireland too young to know much about national affairs; 
and the vivid impressions he had received of all he had since seen in 
the world, were well calculated to fill theonind of a young man witli 
new ideas, whose freshness would be likely to throw the old into 
oblivion. He left his country when he had but just stepped out of 
boyhood, when sports formed the theme for thought: that age wdien. 
the mind cannot properly comprehend the nature of political de- 
f^rad^tion. He only knew that going to mass was a thing to be done 

* Ilegardless of his pastoral duties, and solely intent on politics, be sacrificed 
%ligion and morality to the gaining and confirming of adherents .... To depre¬ 
ciate the protestant religion in a country of catholics, hy. placing such a man at the 
nead of the church, and emplo} ing him as the engine of intrigue, was not con- 
sisten t wi th sound policy. —Rev. James Gordon’s Hist Ireland, 
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ill secret, as if it was some deed that honest people ought to be 
ashamed of. Still this hidden thing hd bad been taught to love, and it 
was mixed up with his eaxliest recollections of a motlier’s ibndness and 
gentleness, and, so far, had a hold upon his heart; but it may be 
remcmb<?red that Ned’s early love of gentUity made him recoil jfrom 
the “ low ’’ things of this world, and what could be lower than the 
position of a catholic in Ireland at that period ? And it was not 
until he had seen his religion in all its pomp and power abroad tliat 
be worshipped with satisfaction. In this lapse of time while he 
had been away he ceased to remember that a catholic in Ireland was a 
degraded being; at least, the fact held no prominent position in bis 
thoughts, and when he was approaching Galway no one idea respecting 
religious matters troubled Ned. His head and heart w'ere otherwise 
occupied ; the features of the neighbouring scenery recalled the 
mcnioi-ies of other days ; and these, the closer he got to his native 
town, became so multiplied, that ho forgot the business of the present 
hour and lived over again through the past. lie passed the gates, 
and prepared to meet his father,—that father to %vhom he had 
certainly not behaved well—whom he had left at a time when the 
old man might have expected a helping hand from his child; and Neil, 
suffering at the moment under wounded feelings of his own, was more 
calculated to sympathize with tin; griefs of another. “ Poor old man,” 
thought Ned ; “ 1 have not acted well by him, but I will ask his 
pai'don in humbleness of heart now. God knows how often he may 
have wanted the helping hand of a son.” 

The thought had scarcely birth, when his father suddenly appeared 
before him; but as be was crossing the street he did not see Ned, 
whose sudden surprise took away his self-possession for a moment, and 
left him undecided as to what he should do. His first impulse was to 
follow, and at once speak to him; but on second thoughts he paused. 

“ I cannot, nor ought not, embrace him until 1 have asked his pardon,” 
said Ned to himself; “ and as the street will not do for that, I bad 
better wait till I see him at home.” lie followed, however, at a dis¬ 
tance, and watched the old man as he plodded onwards towards the 
Kxcbaugc. He was a good deal altered since his son had seen him 
last. His hair had grown grey, and he had become more bent; his 
step, too, was slower, and less steady, and his ^hole Jispect had a 
subdued air about it, which spoke of suffering. The unpleasant 
question suggested itself to Ned, “ li he had any part in producing 
this and his heart smote him, and an inward promise was made that 
he would endeavour to make amends in the future for the past. 

Just then a burly, swaggering person, with a large gold-headed cane 
and a laced coat, going the same road as old Corkery, brushed rudely 
by liim, and made the old man stagger against the wall. 
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“ Whafe an inscdent ruffian,” tlM>ught Ned, “ to shove against an 
in that manner. I’d like to kick him.” 

Tbtf old man against whom the offence ^as committed seemed to 
take the affair as a matter of course, and plodded on as if nothing had 
happened. Indeed, so lost was he in some melancholy mueings re¬ 
specting the sad condition in which old age had overtaken him, 
without One of his own blood to aid him, that he forgot even the 
business of the Exchange, whither he was proceeding ; and this state 
of absence continued even after he had entered that place 

*( “ Where merchants most do congregate 

for he had forgotten to take off liis hat, wliich, as a catholic, he was 
bound to do: none but protestants having the privilege of remaining 
covered in this place of trade. 

He did not wait long, however, without some one “ refreshing his 
memoryfor the identical swaggering gentleman with the gold¬ 
headed cane came up to him, and, with a fanciful flourish of the afore¬ 
said cane, knocked off old Corkery’s hat. 

Ned, who had followed his father, arrived just in time to witness 
the act,. The same bully who had shoved the old man against the 
wall had committed a fresh and grosser offence ; and instantly the 
ind%nant son rushed upon him, and, shouting forth the words 

Insolent scoundrel I” he struck his clenched fist into the face of the 
offender, and upset laced coat, hat, wig, and dignitary, (for he was 
one of the great men of the corporation,) and the uproar that arose on 
his fall baffles description. 

Old Corkery had quietly stooped, without one word of remon 
strance, to take up his hat, 

“ For sufferance was the badge of all his tribe,” 

like the poor buffeted Jew in Venice; but, before he could recover it, 
he saw the bloated bully who had abused him struck down at his feet, 
and beheld his son in his avenger. But was the feeling one of justi¬ 
fiable triumph, as it ought to have been, that his grey hairs had found 
a protector in the vigorous arm of his athletic boy ? Ah, no! He 
only saw that his son had laid himself open to the vengeance of the 
powerful for daring to resent a paltry and senseless tyranny; the law 
of nature should give place before the l^w of Galway; he had no right 
to protect his father from insult:-^because he was a catholic. 

Here, again, we find the|parallel to the persecuted Jew of Venice, 
who, smarting under the wrongs and indignities heaped upon him, in 
passionate pleading, asks, after enumerating them— 

“ Aad for what ?—Because I am a Jew! ” 

If the Jews first persecuted the Christians, the Christians certainly 
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returned the complijnent with a vengeance, and it wnuid seem that the 
practice of it engendered an enduring love for the article,* for they 
have been exchanging it amongithemselves at various times ever sinoe. 

But to return to the uproar on the ’Change. Several ^on to the 
assistance of the fallen corpoi'ator, while otlt^rs attempted to lay hold 
of Ned, amidst cries of, “ Down with him ! ” “ Seize him! ” But be, 
whose thews and sinews were braced by hardy service, knocked down 
the lumbering merchants “ like nine-pins,” and strewed the pave¬ 
ment of the Exchange with wigs and cocked hats; but, observing the 
approach of some liveried gentlemen, carrying long j^oles of office, 
Ned saw further fight was impossible, so he turned to the right about 
and showed them a fast pair of heels for it. The hue and cry waa 
raised after him—a regular “ Pliillilew ! ” but, intimate as he was with 
every lane and alley of tlie town, h<i lei‘t his pursuers far behind him., 
and soon had perfect choice to go unobserved whither he would. At 
first he tliought of his fiither’s house; but it was likely that would be 
searched: for Ned by this time remembered where he was, and the 
consequences'attendant on his act. He turned in an opposite direc¬ 
tion, therefore, and walked smartly into the fish-market, where, by the 
quay side, he could find some boat to take him over to the Cladagh, 
that sure sanctuary for any gentleman in his circumstances. 

Wliilc he was tlius providing for his safety, the ferment on ’Change 
increasetl; and, as is usual in such matters, was increased bj' the very 
people who had least to do with it—the timid, talking foUv, who, 
M'hile the active ones were trying to ca}>ture Ned, called out lustily to 
encoui’age thenf, shouted, Down with liim !” and inquired, “ Who is 
ue?” But neither ejaculation nor question were successful, for Ned 
had got off in triumph, and nobody could tell who he w^as. 

Nobody hut one, and he, of course, w^ould not. This was his 
father, who, in the first glance he caught of him, knew his hoy, 
improved in appearance as he wa.s, almost beyond recognition. The 
blusterers crowded round old Corkery, and desired him to tell who 
the scoundrel was who dared to raise his hand against a Protestant 
gentleman, but the father pleaded ignorance. 

“ you’re a lying old crawthumper !” cried one. 

“ Not a one o’ me knows, indeed, gentlemen,” said Corkery. 

I’d make him tell! ” cried another, “ I’d give him some holy 
water under the pump.” 

“ Sure, you are all witness 1 made no complaint when my hat was 
knocked off.” 

** D—n your impudence ! ” exclaimed a third speaker. “ Complaint, 
indeed! 'l^at right have you to complain ? Of course it was 
knocked off, when you dared to show your Papist face here with your 
liat on.” 
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** I beg your pardon, gentlemen—I quite forgot—^my poor owld 
head was* thinking of one thing or another, and it was a forget, and 
nothing else, that kept the hat on me.” 

** But ypu can tell who the rufhan is who knocked down Mister 
Simcox?” 

Not a one o’ me knows—’deed and ’deed! ” 

‘‘ Some o’ them Jackybites,” cided another, “them ignorant Jacky- 
bites, that would support arbitherary power and uphold tyeranny. 
I tell you what it is, we’U have no justice, nor right, nor law, nor 
freedom in the land until every thieving papist in it is hanged.” 

“ I b’licve you I” cried several voices. 

“ Hats, indeed ! ” continued the orator. “ By the holy-” 

“ Don't sweai*, brother,” interposed a merchant, who was of a 
puritanical turn. 

“ Brother,” returned the orator, “ one must relieve their mind with 
an oath now and then, and by this and that: talking of hats, 1 say, 
that ns long as them Papists is left heads we’ll have no pace ; God 
forgive you, Oliver Cromwell, for that saying of yours, when you tould 
thciu to go to hell or Connaught. Sure they preferred Connaught, 
and signs on it—its full o’ them—as full as a tick—and, until we weetl 
them out, there will be no pace. Down with them, I say.” 

Tlic ciy was echoed by the bystanders, who were now all Protest¬ 
ants ; for any Catholics who had been on ’Change thought it wiser to 
retire. Corkery alone was left among the knot of corporators, who, 
inflamed by their own words, looked upon him witli evil eyes, the 
orator in particular, who at last snatched liis hat*from him and 
trampled it under his feet, crying, “ That’s the way I’d sarve you! 
that’s tlie way I’d trample them undher my feet, all the d—d Papists 
in Ireland. Down with them ! ” 

He danced on the hat while he spoke, or rather foamed his words, 
and, influenced by his brutal example, some of the must violent of his 
way of thinking began to hustle the unoffending old man, and it i-s 
hard to say how the affair might have terminated, had not the mayca* 
chanced to come on the ’Change during the commotion, and inter¬ 
fered to prevent a breach of the peace. 

As soon as he had succeeded in preventing further personal vio¬ 
lence to poor Corkery, he called him to a severe account for his 
“ outrageous conduct,” as he was pleased to call it. 

The old man opened his eyes in amazement at such an address, 
after his being cuffed and buffeted by others, wh& were not blamed in 
tlie least, and this he humbly put ibrvrard to his worship. 

To this the mayor answered, that whatever had occurred he hod no 
otte to blame for it but himself, and that he should summon him 
regularly before him to answer for his conduct, in having provoked a 



TREASURE TROVE. 


301 


riot and breach of the peace on the high ’Change of the ancient and 
loyal town of Galwiay, by a gross and daring violation of its laws and 
privileges, as he was determined to uphold the same, mid let the 
Papists see that they should *not display their insolence within his 
jurisdiction. The ’Change was then cleareUby the mayor’s order, 
the party of the upper hand talking in knots, as they retired, of the 
necessity of some strong measures to keep down the demon of popery, 
while poor old Dennis Corkery took his course home, trembling for the 
fate of Ned, in case he should be taken, Many a prayer he put up 
for his escape, and when he reached his home, he did not know whether 
to sorrow or rejoice—^his son was "hot there. Soon, however, he had 
reason to be glad, for a search was made by the mayor’s orders, and 
the myrmidons of office did it as rudely as they could, with^plenty of 
insolent words to the old man. 

Yet while Ireland was in the state this chapter indicates, l^gland 
would not admit that she had cause for discontent. The phrase of the 
time was, that “ the discontent the face of Ireland wore was coloured 
by caprice and faction.” 

How capricious I 
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dfcAPTEE xxxvni. 

Ned, in the mean time, had made his way ovefthe nver and 
went to the cottage of the fisherman, where Lynch had sheltered 
on that eventful night which witnessed the initiatory step of Ned info 
the r^idns of romance. The fisl^rman was not at home; but his 
wife, who was mending a net at the door, told Edward she soon 
esqs^ted his return, and, Ned proposing to wait for him, the woman 
rose, and” inviting our hero to enter, dusted a rude chair with her 
apron, and requested him to be seated. A fine little boy was tying a 
piece cf rag on a skewer, which he had stuck into a fiat piece of wood, 
the whole representing boat, mast, and sail to his juvenile fancy; the 
toy of the cliild indicating the future occupation of the man. The 
little fisherman in embryo paused in his work on the entrance of the 
stranger, whom he eyed with a furtive sidelong glance undgr his little 
brow. 

The mother resumed her work at the door, but '■oon laid it down 
and went away. She turned into a neighbour's cottage and a-ked 
her, would she “just run up to the corner, and watch fa her 
husband coming home, and give him the ‘ hard word’ that tiierc 
was a strange gentlem|n waiting -for him at home; for sure there was 
no knowing whether he would like to see him or not—because they 
were queer times, and hard times.” After this precaution she 
returned to the door and resumed her work. In a few minutes one 
neighbour after another came up to where she sat, and looked keenly 
into the house at Ned while they spoke to the mistress, and having 
reconnoitred, passed on. Ned knew too much of the habits of the 
people not to see he was an object of observation, if not of suspicion ; 
bul^ aware that to betray such a knowledge on his part would be to 
confirm their had opiniem of him, he waited his opportunity for letting 
them understand him. This occurred ere long, for a large-boned, 
dark-browed man soon came up to the door, and, after giving the 
civil word to the woman of the bouse, strode into it, with the words, 
“ God save all here!” 

Ned frankly returned the accustomed response of “ God save you 
kindly I” at which the aspect of the man became softened, and, after 
exchanging a few words wifib Ned, he walked out again. 

At last the man of the house himself returned, and Ned rose to 
meet him. The fisherman did not recognise him, but a few words 
v#*/! rf>cailed him to his memorv. On the mention of Lynch’s 



THEASURE TAOVE 


SU3 

name, the fisherman cast a searching look at hu ms^dden guest, and 
said, in an under tone, ** Arrah, then, do you know where the Cap¬ 
tain is ?” * 

“ No," said Ned, eagerly; ♦do yon T* 

« Me ?” said the man, as if he wondered ho\|. any one could adc hini 
the question. “ Musha! how would I know?* 

Ned made no observation; but it struck him there was sometMng 
in the fisherman’s manner that indicated the knowledge he disclaimed. 
Eager^as he was for knowledge on that point, however, he wisely 
forbore to urge it, well knowing it would be of no use, and fearing it 
might damage what little interest he might have in that quarter, and 
which he needed to employ. Leaving, therefore, the matter as it 
stood, he related his adventure on the Exchange, and for the d^^pid 
time requested the fisherman’s good offices in going to his fhther/ and 
telling Wm where he was; adding, that, as it might be unwise for 
Ned to go into the town, he hoped Ms father w'ould ctune over to the 
Cladagh. 

The message was carried, as Ned wished; and an hour did not 
elapse until he had the satisfaction of receiving the old man’s welcome 
and blessing. As for all the pardon he expected he should have to 
ask, Lis father cm it short. He admitted Ned had behaved like an 
“uudutiful young blackguard,"’ but he hoped he knew better now; and 
“ ’poi, his soul, J)c was mighty well grown, so he was.” The fact was, 
oil’ C'oi-kery felt proud of the handsome person of his^on; and, though 
ht* was rather uneasy as to the consequences of the affair of tl)e 
Exchange, yet in his heart he could not help likiug Ned the better for 
k ■locking down the bully who had insulted liim. ** 

The fisherman and his wif^ had the politeness to make a deu* house 
of it; and father and son being left together, an account Ned’s ad¬ 
ventures since he quitted Galway filled old Corkery wilh immeasurable 
wt)nder; but most of all he wondered how Ned could have the 
assurance to make love to a rale lady. At this brightest and darkest 
portion of the story, Ned was much ex<fited, and caxdidly told his 
father that the chance of finding her, id case she had escaped the 
Highland massacre, was his chief busmess^u Galway. 

Faix, then, he has as great a.chanbe of being massacrajd in 
Galway, I can tell you, as in Scotland; fi>r they ase liot afther any 
one they suspect of having anything to do with the zihig; and the 
divil a much they senqile doing anything. As for you, Ned, what 
with your smuggling, and privi^ring, and having to do with the 
rebels, there^s as much on your head as would hang fifty, and I 
advise you to lave Galway * while your shoes is g:ood.’” 

** Not until I have sought for her V* 

\ « Very well,—-you’ll have your 1 sec. But, if I was you 
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I*d zmdce off to Spain as hard as I could to the uncle.**—Wow—ow !— 
and there’s more of the wondhcr!—-Who’d think of brother Jerry 
turning out a great Spanish lord?—^Faix, I’d like to go to Spain 
myself and see him, only maybe he wogldn’t speak to a body now that 
he’s BO grate a man.” 

“ Ah, sir, you know little of my uncle!” 

** To be sure I do, when 1 never see him since he was a boy.” 

He has a noble heart.” 

“ And plenty of money, you say. Faix, that’s where I’d go, Ned.” 

Surely, sir,” said Ned, somewhat excited, “ you would not have 
me desert-” ' 

“ Oh, the young lady, you mane. 'Pon my word, Ned,—not that 
I tlfish to make you onaisy or wound your feelin’s,' but I think that 
young lady is in ‘ kingdom, come '” 

Ned buried his face in Ids hands, and sighed heavily. His father's 
bluntncss was revolting, and the eonversation after this slackened con¬ 
siderably. The little there was of it treated of immediate affairs; for 
Ndd seemed to shut himself up, as it were, respecting the past, and his 
father urged him to remove, for the present, from the neighbourhood 
of the town, however he might be determined to remain in the county; 
for he assured him the affair of the Exchange had produced a strong 
sensation in the high places of Galway, and that if he should fall into 
the hands of those in power, it might be as much as his life was 
worth. ^ 

“ My life ?” returned Ned, with an incredulous smile. “ What!— 
for knocking a man down ? No, no,—there’s no law for that.” 

** Who said there was ?—^that is, no regular law. But, God help 
your head! it is little they care for any law but what they have power 
to do themselves.” 

** Come, come, father. I know they are arbitrary enough, but 
I cannot believe my life is in danger.” 

Can’t you, indeed?—Oh,—^your servant, sir,—may be not. See now, 
Ned.—You have come back from furrin parts, and may know a grate 
dale more nor me about imperors, and sultans, and the kings o’ Bohaymi, 
and all to that—and about ginteel manners, and counts, and countisscs, 
—and indeed I hope the young woman's alive, —^but in the regard to 
a knowledge of the town o’ Galway Til give in to no man; and I tell 
you my owld heart would grieve to see you in the power o’ the 
high people o’ Galway this night. God help your head! its little you 
know of it. It was bad enough when you left it, but it was a paradise 
on earth compared to what it is now. * We could go tor mass then, in 
a sly way with a little care,—but now—oh, jewel!—^by my sowl, it’s 
^ dangerous to tell your beads beside your own bed for fear the bedpost 
would inform on you. It’s little you know what Galway is come to. 
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The wind of a word is onongli to condemn a less .tnnAiwg 

downoneo* themselves, YonrlifeisnotwortJiae^tftWjii^lrad^^inaida 
Galway gates, and that’s a thruth. Th^’d hang yott as soon as look 
at yon, and no one to call them to account for it afther. A few 
montlis ago, indeed, they were afraid a bit of the Lord Laftinnint; but 
now, as we say in Galway, what have we to depind on but the heart 
of a Stone''* ' 

Thus went on old Corkery, giving, in his own quaint, di^ointed way, 
a melancholy account of the utter prostration of the bulk of the 
people beneath the savage will of the dominant few.. Edward listened 
heedlessly^ as far as he himself was concerned, but grieved to 
hear that the place of refuge, where he fancied his darling Ellen 
might have escaped, was scarcely less dangerous than the den c§. 
murder in Scotland. But the recital rather stimulated than depressed 
him; he would remain, and seek for tidings of his beloved one, in 
detiance of the tyranny which his recent life of freedom taught him to 
detest and despise; but it was dear, from what his father said, that he 
must quit the neighbourhood of Galway, and the fisherman was then 
summoned to take part in their council. He suggested that the 
readiest mode of patting a good distance between Ned and the town, 
suddenly and safely, would be to row up the riVer and cross Lough 
Corrib, on whose opposite shore he would be perfectly beyond the 
chance of recognition or reach of capture. For this manoeuvre the 
fisherman prepared, by going above bridge, and from a friend on the 
wood quay borrowing a small boat, which he rowed to a convenient 
spot, beyond reach ^of observation from any of the ramparts or 
batteries, and securing the boat to the bank, tmder the shelter of 
some flaggers, he returned to the cottage, whence, at nightfal, N^ 
and he left the Cladaghf and,>making a detour to escape all chance of 
observation from any of the guards of the gates, the boat was reached in 
safety, and they embarked. Lustily they pulled at their oars, and 
headed well against the rapid stream; the towers of Menlo and the 
castle of the Bed Earl were passed, looming darkly over the waters.. 
Soon after, as the stream widened, they lo^t sight gradually of the 
bonks, and the deep broad waters of the loittly Corrib opened before 
them. The ripple on the boat’s side, and the measured stroke 
of the oar were the only sounds that broke the silence, save when, 
a brief question and answer wei'e exchanged between Ned and 
his companion. After pulling vigorously for about an hour, they 
approached the eastern shore, and crept along it towards the north¬ 
ward until a small creek offered a landing-place, and they jumped 
to the bank, and made fast the boat. The. ruins of a small 
castle were on one side of Ike creek, uad of an ancient church on the 
* * The name the Primat^ tbw tDr-poweriol. 
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ether. To the fonner the fisherman led the waj, and said he sup- 
peeed Ned knew where he was now. 

“ No,” said Ned ; ** I have never been on this side of the lake 
before. What castle is tiiis ?” 

*< Aughnadoon, your honour. It*s right a gentleman should know 
the house he sleeps in, for it’s here yoif must sleep to-night, barrin’ you 
know road to some village or town nigh hand.” 

« That I don’t,” said Ned. 

, “ Then you had betther wait till morning will give you the use of 
your eyes; so shut them up in the mane time here, till you want 
them.” He entered the castle as he spoke, followed by Ned, who 
groped his way after him. The fisherman threw down a- couple of 
laa^e boat coats, idling Ned these were the only feather-beds the 
castle could boast of; “ for you pcrsaive,” added he, with a chuckle, 
“ that they keep open house here for want of a hall door.” Ned 
assimed him he knew what it was to lie hard betimes, and he would 
not find him a discontented guest in the halls of Aughnadoon. 

“ If you’re particular,” said the fellow, “you can put a lump of a 
stone undher your head for a pillow.” 

“ Thank you,” said Ned, “ I am not fond of luxury.” 

“ Long life to youi!” said the fisherman ; “ you have got what is 
betther than beds and pillows and all the luxuries of the world,—you 
have a merry heart.” 

“ Not very meriy, if you knew but all,” said Ned. 

“ Well, you’re not afraid to look danger, or hardship, or sorrow in 
the face, and that’s the right sort,” said the fisherman. “ I hope 
you’ll sleep, sir. Good night, and God be with you.” He lay down, 
and soon liis heavy breathing told Ned he was fast asleep, and ere long 
he slutabered as soundly. 
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CHAPTER XXXIX. 

r It was a few weeks previous to the events recorded in the last 
chapter, that a man, bey<Hid middle age and of saddened aspect, 
pacing up and down in a closely shaded alley of trees, forming part ef 
the ornamental woods of a noble domain. His arms were folded upon 
his breast, and his eyes cast upon the ground. The sun was settmg, 
and a beautiful and gently-winding river, reflecting his beams, could 
be seen glittering in The distance through the trees. The aspect of 
Nature was calm and bright, but seemed to have no charm for the 
stranger pacing beneath the trees, for he turned from the glittering 
]>ortion of the scene, and looked more congenially into the deep ‘ 
shadows of the wood. At times he would glance up the long alley fer 
awhil *, as if expecting some one from that quarter, and, as the 
shadows of evening deepened, a man was seen to cross a close pstii 
through a tangled brake, and entering the alley approach the stranger, 
who advanced to meet him. J'he new comer extended his hand and 
grasped that of his frigid warmly. | 

‘ I find you the same as ever, my Lord,” said he who had been 
waiting. . “ Fast and true to friendship in the worst of times.” 

“ And worse they could not be,” returned the nobleman; ** onr lot 
is cast in gloomy times.” 

All!” exclaimed the other, shaking his head sadly, and looking 
his companion earnestly in the face, and why did you not listen to 
my exhortation, and give the bright lustre of your house’s name to 
dispel the gloom, when it might have been dlspellod?” 

’Tis vain to regret the past,” was the answer. 

“ Yes, but one cannot h^ r^etting,” siid the other, “ and what 
we regret in the past should warn for the future. I told you, you 
were deceiving yourself in your hopes df justice to our country.”. 

You must admit that Chesterfield’s govemmemt was «aough to 
make one trust; to engender the hope that the dawn of better days 
had broken, and that a noontide of just and wise poli^ was about to 
shine out at last.” 

“ It did not make me trust. I idd yon, what hm slnoe come to 
pass, that they had granted us that gentle and sennble statesman 
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duoQ^ necessilyp 8ot dioice ; fear, not love, was at the bottom of it. 
The moment they can assert their tyrannous sway—^it is resumed-* 
Chesterfield is recalled, and the country given up to a darker domina¬ 
tion than ever. There m no hope, but in breaking our chains.” 

** But can they be bnd:en ?” 

** If slaves always a&ed that question, they would never be free.” 

Come, come, my friend, slave is a harsh word. You know 1 love 
liberty; I c(nne of a race whose Hood has stained the scatfold in the 
eanse of liberty.” 

** 'Say not stained,” exclaimed the other, call not blood that is 
died for liberty a stain—it is a glorious offering!” 

Well, glorious offering let it be—that offering has been made by 
oar house, and would again, if needful—and when it would not, may 
it perish! But see, my friend, it is unwise to strike for liberty, unless 
you have cause to believe the blow will be successful; for failure 
leads but to fiercer tyranny.” 

I defy them to make us worse than we are now. It is but the 
•ther day a priest was^butchered in cold blood; that miscreant, Nevil, 
regularly amuses himself'with priest-hunting, and his atrocities but 
win him favour in the eyes of those in power. He is a constant 
sharer in the orgies of my Lord Primate, is the pet of Lord Geergc 
Sackville, and so forth, and his scandalous embezzlement of }>ublic 
money is connived at by the government, for the welcome worlc he 
does in his bloodthirsty lawlessness. Are these tilings to be .borne 
tamely?” 

** Certmnly not; I have reason to believe the. various petitions and 
memorials to the King have been suppressed by lus ministers, while 
His Majesty’s ear is abused on the subject of Ireland: but 1 myself 
will present to the King a memorial, now in course of preparation, 
representing tlie true aspect of affairs, and 1 cannot believe he will 
permit such a state of things to exist longer in this oppressed land.” 

“ And are you yet so hopeful?” said the other, with a sarcastic 
curl upon his lip. “ Ho you forget that your loyal offer of raising a 
regiment in his service was spumed ?” 

The nobleman’s blood mounted to his face at the rememuered 
insnlt, and tiie speaker pursued his advantage. 

** Do you forget the patent of a dukedom I offered you, by command 
of our true King, while the false one withholds the dignity '/ Do you 
forget Chesterfield recalled, the remonstrances of Parliament despised, 
the dmiy abuses before your eyes ? James, Karl of Kildare, if I know 
yonr henurt, you bitterly regret at this hour you did not take my offer 
a year ago, and, emulating the ancient glories of your house, unfurl 
the banner of independence, and lead your countrymen to liberty.” 

The Earl made no reptyi and his companion took silence for con- 
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sent, and the knitted brow and bitten nether lip of his friend wdre 
witnesses in his favour. 

It may even yet be done.* 

‘‘ No,—the time is past,* said Kildare, with a sigh. 

Oh, for a ^ Silken Thomas!’ exclaimed his companion. " With 
a Geraldine to lead them, the people of this'countzy would shM the 
last drop of their blood to achieve their freedom.” 

“ They would be slaughtered unavailingly,” replied the EarL 
’ “ Better that, were it even so, than live the life of a hunted beast, 
and die In the end,” said the other. But we shall have help,— 
believe me we shall. The Prince will return with aid from France 
or Spain, and then a simultaneous movement in Scotland and Ir^nd 
must be successful.” 

Tempt me not against my better reason,” said the Eaxlf much 
moved,—tempt me not. The time is not yet come. When it doesy 
1 hope the Geraldine will be found where he ought.” 

“ Remember, a dukedom is yours at your own word.” 

I need not the fruit of temptation that l^es beneath g<dden straw¬ 
berry leaves to make me do what I think right. The love of country, 
I hope, will always suffice to stimulate a Geraldine.—Say no more on 
this dangerous subject. 1 will not give tbo harpies the plunder of my 
estttes; for murder and confiscation must be the inevitable result of 
any movement at present.” 

“ I .see you are resolved, therefore I will bid you farewell.” 

“ Lt« me conjure you to abandon all thoughts of violence.” 

“ That’s as it may be,” 

“ It cannot succeed.” 

“ I am not yet sure of that. Without a prospect of success I would 
not strike.” ^ ■ 

** In the meantime what ri^ you run. Remember, a price is on 
your head, and they seek you out with a deadly hate.” 

“ I know it.” 

** The world goes hard with you, my friend: would that I could aid 
you as I wish. To offer you shelter here I think useless; we are'too 
near the seat of power.” 

** 1 would not involve yon eitberin so dimgerous a matter,” said the 
other. ** Besides, I shall be safer in the wilds of the west, every 
comer of which 1 know. It would puzzle them to catch me there.” 

“ I wish you were safe back in France.” 

** The Channel is so swept now that it is difficult to pass it; and to 
be candid with you, I have not money enough to tempt a boat to run 
the risk.” 

“ I thought as much,” said the Earl, “ and came provided to help 
you so far. ^ Here is ajrouleau at yota? sendee.” 
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« Thanks, my lord,—^mykind friend, I will say,—^it may be useful, 
and 1 accept it: and now tliere is no need to expose you to greater 
risk; for to be seen in my company might be the price of your 
fair broad lands; therefore let us part now for the road. Once 
more, adieu I” 

Farewell,” said the Earl, as he bore him company down the alley, 
now wraj^ in darkness. “ I wonder,” he continued, “ at your daring 
to tempt the lughway.” 

/‘I trust in God and the right.” 

. good trust for the next world,” said the Earl; “but as for this, 
light has but small chance in it, and God sometimes permits the evil 
doers to triumph. Are you well found for your journey?” 

“ A kout horse is at ^e little gate you left open for me.” 

“ Be swift and circumspect, my friend.” 

“ It is needful, on this side of the Shannon, but once across that 
boundary 1 shall feel tol#ably secure.” 

They proceeded in silence for some time through tangled wood, and 
at length opened upon clear space, under the cover of large trees, 
through whose foliage the last streak of twilight gliqamered. As 
they approached the wall of the domain, some withered branches that 
strewed the ground crackled under their feet, and a voice in advance 
of them demanded, “ Who’s there ?” 

The Earl grasped the arm of his friend in alarm, and stopped. 

His companion reassured him in a whisper, and returned to the 
challenge the word “ Sarsfield.” 

The challenger then gave the countersign of “ Limerick,” and the 
Earl and his friend advanced to the wicket, where a stout peasant was 
standing. The Earl hung back a little, out of observation, while the 
stranger whispered some few words to the peasant; then grasping the 
hand of his noble friend in silence, he disappeared through the wicket, 
fmd the Earl heard the retiring footsteps of more than one horse. In 
a few seconds he looked through the gate, to see who .bore his friend 
company, and, as well as the uncertain light would permit, he thought 
it was a lady. The Earl locked the wicket, and wa&ed slowly home-* 
ward through the woods, his thoughts occupied with the melancholy 
muttugs that such &arful times w'ere calculated to insf^e in a patriot. 
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CHAPTER XL. 

Mornikg had not lox^ dawned on the Castle of Anghnadona wiw|IR 
Ned and the friendly fisherman woke from their atumbers, the naifcre 
of their beds not being calculated to induce over-sleeping. The 
crman remarked that he feared, from Ned’s ai^earance, hiS'zes|iii:^<i^ 
place had not agreed with him; the fact was, thet the ihfhmnce of 
painful dreams produced a mental d^ression upon Ned, against 
which he could not contend. The visions of the night had oon* 
jured up forms and words fearfully real and of woful import; and 
though he endeavoured to account for this nightly visiting of iasxey as. 
the consequence of the conversation held with his father on the pre¬ 
ceding evening, still he could not shake off the infiuence whidi dreams, 
despfte the best efforts of waking reason, will sometimes impose upon 
us. He thought that Ellen had ap{>eared to him, telling him she was 
dead, that she had lovingly remembered him in the hour of death, and 
visited him thus to relieve him from the raek of imcertainty in which 
he lived—that she was at rest and happj^, and thwefore he should 
g.ieve no more. The dream was so vivid that he started from Ida 
sleep, and, even when wide awake, was stiB csdJang upon her naime. 

It was under this strong mental impression that his brow was sad¬ 
dened, and-his cheek so pale, as to induce the r^nark of Ms ocan- 
panioD, who, immediately after rising, busied himself in preparing 
breakfast. Unfolding a piece of sailclotfa, he drew forth some dried 
fish, a loaf of coarse bread, and a mug. (^reading the sailcloth over 
a large stone, it served for table-doth, and'having laid the bread and 
fish upon it he went to the lake and filled Ms mug, and called upon 
Ned, cm his return, to partake of the fare, for whose huxdfieness ha 
apolo^ed. Ned thanked him for his kind Ihoughtfulneas in providing 
any refreshment whatsoever, and partook of it xaiher to gratify the 
fisherman than Ms own hunger, for, in truth, be felt little indumd to 
the meal, and ate so sparingly, that his host said he feared such hard 
fare was unwelcome to a young gentleman. • 

The repast being ended, Ned inquired tlie ** lie of the country,” and 
what were the neighbouring towns, and his ^de pMnted out to hhn 
all he required. Right before you,” said he, *4s Headford-^Shrule 
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a little on the left of it. Toaro you can go to by crossing tne country 
over there; and up to the nortti lies Cong—or you can make orer by 
'Boss Abbey towards Lough Mask, and so on to Ballinrobe.** 

« Well, you have given me choice enough,” said Ned, " so I may 
, as well start at onoe» and let you go back to Galway. And now, my 
IHend, here’s a trifle in return for the service you have done me.” 

Tut, tut, sir,—do you think I’d take money from you ?” 
i A^d why not ?—have taken you from your occupation, and you 

.Ahould be paid for it.” 

<< Why if you came to me for pleasuring, sir, and wanted my boat 
roa the lough, or my hodeeron the b^, then, well and good, you might 
ps^^e; but when a gentleman in trouble comes to my house and puts 
hia trust in me, then all must be done in honour, and the stain of 
. lucre musn’t be on it.” 

** Well, I wiU not ofiend you, then,” said Ned, returning the money 
into his purse, well knowing the high spirit of the humbler classes of 
his countrymen, “ and I hope you pardon me for the offer; and since 
what you have done for me is not to be a paid service, but one of 
friendship, give me your hand before I say good-bye.” 

He shook the offered palm of the gratifled fisherman heartily, and, 
leaving the castle, they walked down to the boat, which soon w'as 
bearing the honest fellow of the Ctada-gk back to Galway. Ned stood 
on the beach looking after him, and thought how rare, in any other 
country, is the noble spirit found among the Irish people, whom 
poverty cannot teach to be mean or sordid, nor oppression grind into 
bmtality. No I—despite ^all their sufferings, there is a generous 
blood amongst them that remains untainted. 

Ned, as the boat lessened into distance,'turned from the shore, and 
struck across the country. He had not made up his mind whither he 
would go, but the day was before him, and he had time enough to 
choose; so pushing over towards the blue line of hills that bound 
Lough Mask, he wended his way, filled with melancholy thoughts, 
which the stillness and desolation through which he passed were not 
calculate to dispel He did not meet a human being, and, save the 
cry of wild birds that sometimes swept above bis head towards the 
long waste of Corrib’s waters, stretching far away to the dark high 
mountains in the north-west, he did not hear a sound. A more lonely 
walk could not betaken, and the unbroken monotony of the stony flats 
over which he passed was wearisome. It was a relief to his eye when 
after some hours he saw the ruins of an abbey rising in the distance, and 
to thispoint be bent liissteps. On reaching it he could not help noticing 
much of architectural beauty tl^t was Attached to the spot; and he 
wandered abont the ruins for some time, insensibly attracted by their 
picturesqueness. Many tombs were within, as well as without; some 
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whose elaborate sculpture showed the place had once been of impovt-* 
ance. Many of these bore inseript&>ns, and he employed himself in 
that occupation, so common uhder such mrcnrastances, of reading these 
records of the dead. The scene, and his immediate occupation, were 
in singular accordance with his frame of mind and the spirit ^ his 
last night’s d^eam. He was amongst graves, and he sat down and 
mused, and his musings were very sad. His eye rested on a mflp'aL 
tablet of blade marble, richly ornamented, whose andent letters still 
bore, in their antique catting, remains of former gilding. 

After a curiously scrolled followed the name of her to 

whose memory the tablet was inscribed, with an elaborate statement 
of whose wife she had been, his titles and possesions; next, her 
own family descent; and, lastly, her beauties and virtues were recorded 
in these quaint words— a 

fobottr^ of ISohQe tutte tnon teautifane of 
Sbonit. 9* Casluttr of s* hatH bpne 

J^tolo bj) . o* trggbt* jpetoclle.st 
(Slontastirh batbe bsne courttdie bse fit 
ftorhe of f^osteo for Srtooiru of f^rabsn. 

' The description was one that suited HUbn Lynch~>“ well favoured 
of body, hut more beautiful of soul;” and Edward thought of her as he 
rerd it, and then he pursued the thought—had death stolen the 
casket of that bright jewel, too ?” His eyes were yet fixed on the 
tablet while thus he thought, and as he saw its mouldings fallen away, 
its emblazonry defaqpd, its gilding tarnished, and the very sanctuary, 
where it had been placed, open to the rude visitings of the elements, * 
a sickening feding of the nothingness of all human things came over 
him. In truth, the scene was a sad one; the tomb, with its broken 
tracery and faded gilding, was a mockery to the words it bore. This 
lady of beauty and worth—^this rare pieq^ of mortality, “ coveted by 
Heaven,” was utterly forgotten, as if she.had never existed. He ii^ho 
loved her and raised this tomb, all that eared for her memory, had 
passed away; the consecrated temple, where her remains were Imd 
with honour, was a ruin, and the very faith in which she died, then in 
its “ pride of power,” was trampled in fibe dust—dared nd! show its 
head in the land covered with its fanes, and, having preached life 
eternal to others, was present death to avow. 

Edward quitted his seat before the tomb, and paced slowly across 
the chancel, thoroughly saddened in spirit, subdued to the lowest key* 
note of melancholy, when, as he was about to pass through a shattered 
porch, he saw a figure, darkly draped, slowly rising from a tomb, and 
he stood riveted to the ground, struck with amazemen^ his eyes fixed 
on the apparition, and almost doubting the evidence of his own 
senses, thinking an overheated imagination might deceive him. But 
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np-*4t moved—rose etill liigiier^firam Hie gravo—he staggered amcmg 
wOfm rablnsh agunsfe the archway wfaiidi he grasped for support—the 
l^inrition turned its head—and, oh Heavois! what words could tell 
Itki sensations, when he saw the pale features of Ellen X<ynch !—A 
wild, half-suffocated, exclamation escaped his lips, and he sank sense¬ 
less to th^ earth. • 

it was some time before returning consciousness restored Ned to 
action. When he awoke from his trance all was lone and silent; nor 
,, sight nor sound was thei*e to startle his living senses, as, awe-struck, 
he cast timid glances around, and listened with painfid eagerness. His 
own embarrassed breathing was all he heard, and that almost fright¬ 
ened Hm. After ^ime effort he was enabled to gain his feet, but his 
knees trembled, and it was by an extraordinary effort he succeeded in 
getting clear of the abbey walls, and, without once looking behind 
him, he made what speed he might fixMn the precincts of a spot where 
he witnessed a sight so appalling; and, when his strength permitted, 
(and it increased with increasing distance from the point of terror,) 
he ran till he gained a road, and the sight* of a beaten track was most 
welcome, as associating ideas of human beings and things of this 
world. He pushed on rapidly, the body keeping pace with the wild 
rush of strange thoughts that coursed through his brain. How he 
would have welcomed the sight of a fellow-creature to bear him 
company, were he the poorest beggar in Galway! but miles were 
passed without lus seeing any one, a cliilling loneliness was the 
jcharacteristic of the entire country he passed tbrotgh. On gaining a 
slight elevation, on whose summit he perceived that from the road, 
descending immediately at the other side, he should be shut out from 
the view of the country he had passed, he cbuld not resist looking 
back towards the abbey—the first time he had daied to do so. He 
saw it standing, in stern solitude, in the dreary flat he had crossed ; 
it seemed the very place to be haunted by mysterious terrors, and he 
shuddered to remember what he had witnessed within its walLs. He 
turned and descended the acclivity, and pursued the road before him, 
a prey to ^perstitious wonder and sad thoughts, and, after journeying 
for a couple of hours, it was a relief to him to see a town in the dis¬ 
tance before him. He supposed it to be Tuam, and on reaching it, 
found Ms conjecture to be right, as he inquired from a woman his 
way to the nearest inn. 

i “ Faix, there’s not -so many o* them, but you may find’ out when 
you turn into the high sthreet,” said the woman, pointing the way, 
^which Ned pursuing, a huge sign, swinging from a scrolled iron 
^bracket in front^f a straggling whitewashed builddng, indicated where 
the traveller might find accommodation. As Ned was approaching 
the..houBe, a aligned at the door and entered, and, from the 
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ghmpse ne «augh^ he £utcied he should know nun. He hurried to 
the inn, followed the horseman to the parlour, and exdiumed, on seeing 
the tnnrdler, “ It is he! Fineh, by all that’s wonderful!” 

The surprise of Finch was equal at this unexpected rencontre ; and 
rapid inquiries pMsed between them touching the why and wherefore 
of their meeting in that remote spot. 

“ I am right glad to see you, Ned, my lad,” said Finch,not only 
for the regard I bear you, but for my own especial good; for of all 
the men in the world you are the one for my purpose at this moment 
1 say, how’s the lady?” 

Ned grew ghastly, pale at the question. 

“ Hillo, how ill yon look,—nothing wrong, I hope. Ned, me 
lad, pardon me if I’ve asked an awkward question: women are queer 
creatures, but I thought that was all right.” 

Ned still continued ^ent and looking miserable. 

“ Come, come !” said Finch, slapping him on the shoulder; ** don’t 
be so downJieartcd about it. There’s as good fish in the sea as ever 
was caught, if she has proved false.” 

"False!” said Ned, reproachfully. “No, no. Finch; there was 
no falsehood in her nature,—she was an angel!” 

“ Then what the deuce is the matter ?” returned Finch. 

“ kShe’s dead,” replied Edward. 

“ Dead!” exclaimed Finch, in utter amazement. “ Then that con¬ 
founded piper told me a lie!” 

“ What piper ?” said Ned, elderly. 

“ That Phaidrig fellow.” 

' “ What!—-Phaidrig na-pib ?” 

“Yes.” 

: “When?” 

“ Yesterday.” 

“ Then she is alive!” exclaimed Ned, nearly convulsed with 
emotion. ' 

“ Why, Ned, what’s all this ?—first dead, and then alive. Are you 
in your eenses, lad ?” 

“ Scarcely, indeed. Finch. Tm half mad, and no wonder. I have 
been on the rack of uncertainty so long that my pomr head is 
bewildered, ray brain is Bedlam.” 

“ Softly, Ned, softly,” said Finch, kindly. 

“ But of Phaidrig,—tell me, Finch, where did you see him ?— 
Whatever he says is true,—-Ac must know.” 

“ I saw him in Athlone, two days ago.” 

“ I would give the world to find him I—Was he stopping in 
Athlone?” 

__ “ That’s more than I can tell. I saw him in the street, and ^k^ 
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to him. Asked after 7 <hi first, and he said jou were in France ; then 
after the lady, and he said she was well. I inquired were you married 
, yet,—he shook his head; and on my attempting some further ques¬ 
tions, said, in his own significant way, * the less was siud about people 
in these times the better;’ and altogether seemed disinclined to 
pursue conversation when he found I knew nothing about you,” ^ 

“ But he said sh£ was well ?” 

“ Decidedly.” 

“ Thank God !” said Ned, fervently. 

“ But wherefore did you imagine she was dead ?” 

** It would take too long to tell you now. Strong presumptive evi- 
denee and my own terrible imaginings convinced me: but Phaidrig 
must know the truth, and 1 will seek him.” 

“ Remember, it is two days since I saw him in Athlonc; and it 
will cost you two days to reach it; and after that lapse of time is it 
likely you will find one of so erratic a life?” 

“ A piper is a traceable person,” said Ned. 

“ Yes, if they would let you trace him,” said Finch: “ but all 
I can say is, that since I have come into the country I never was in a 
place where you can get so little information. I have heard much 
of the intelligence of the Irish, but in my experience every body seems 
anxious to impress you with the belief that he knows nothing.” 

Oppression has taught tliem the use of equivocation,” said Ned. 
“ I can imagine their not giving a straight answer to an Englishman; 
but I would get the truth out of them.” 

“ Well, you know your own countrymen best. Perhaps it U 
oppression has done it. On thM score, I, as an Englishman, can bear 
witness that so wretched a state of things I never saw. If you have 
not some one to stand godfather for you as to who you are and what 
you are doing, and where you are going, you are suspected and bullied 
by the upper ranks,—as badly off as a man without a passport abroad : 
while among the lower, there seems so wide-spread a distrust, that it 
is difiicult to get an answer on any subject.” 

“ You are certain Phaidrig said sJus was alive,” interrupted Ned, 
heedless of Finch’s observations. 

Certain.” 

“ Then I don’t care about anything else,” said Ned. “ I’ll start 
for Athlone at once, and get on Phaidrig’s track.” 

“ And I must bear you company, lad; for I am engaged on a 
venture in which I will secure your cooperation, now that I have 
found you; and though a trip to Athlone will turn my back on the 
I>oint I want to reach, yet your object is a more pressing one than . 
mine, and I will wait your convenience.” 

{ ** You may assist ;me, too, perhaps,” siud Ned,^ At all events 
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your company will be most welcome. A lively fellow like you is a 
treasure to a poor devil like me, t^ho has been grieved nearly to 
death.** 

1 have had my own share of grievances, too, 1 can tril yon,** 
replied Finch. “ I have been in troubled waters since I saw you.** 

I notice you don’t look quite so smooth and spruce as usuaL** 

“ No, i’ faith. The world has used me scurvily o’ late, Ned, as you 
shall hear and Finch thus commenced a recital of his adventures 
since his separation from his friend. 

“ You left me in London, Ned, full of joy for past luck, and high 
in hope of more. While I was waiting for our prizes being turned 
into cash and ready for delivery by the prize-agent,*! dashed away 
in pursuit of town pleasure, as you know is my wont, and ran 
my purse pretty low. Well, I went to the agent for a supply of 
rhino for immediate use, but the scurvy rascal said it was irregular 
until the accounts were made out, at which time I should have all my 
money at once. I stormed and swore at the rascal, but it was no use $ 
he stuck to his text that it was irregular, and he worild not do it.” 

“ Wliy, he advanced me a hundred pieces,” said Ned, “ at your 
request.” 

“ Yes, and glad I am you had the luck to get them, for ’tis more 
than any body else got out of him.” 

“ What!—^no return from your prize ?” 

Not a rap, except the coined treasure, which had been at once 
divided amongst ourselves; but the cobs of gold, and silver bars, and 
chests of plate from the Spaniard, and the price of the brig and her 
cargo, which we picked up coming home, all were swallowed by 
that land sliark prize-agent. I went the day after he refused me to 
remonstrate, and to threaten I would certainly expose this unusual 
sliabbiness on his part, and take good care it should be known 
wherever I could trumpet it, and that he might find his agencies not 
so plenty if that was the way he used the free-heai‘ted lads of the 
ocean. In short, I had made up a fine speech on the occasion, Ned, 
fit for a member of pai'liament in the opposition, when, judge of my 
astonishment on walking up to his house to find it shut.’* 

“ Had he failed, then ?” 

“ Smashed, Ned; scuttled, filled, and went down: sunk with all 
our treasure aboard, lad. The rascal had been insolvent for a long! 
while, but contrived to keep liis head above water until such time us 
he could make a good haul, and be off with it; and we had the luck 
of it, Ned. I^es, the rascal pouched the bulk of our prizes, and made 
a clean start of it, and we never could trace his retreat.” 

“ That was hard, indeed, Finch.” 

i ** The shabby scoundrel, to leave me on the fiags of X^ondon, 
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withcmt even a rouleau in my pocket; if he had even given the 
hundred I asfced^him for—but without a guinea—*twas hard. Master 
Ned. Lord, how I cursed him! Well, sir, when the thing got wind, 
a mob of sailors, towards the end of the day, got round the house, 
and the wicked speeches tjiey passed one through the other acted like 
fire on gunpowder, and a pretty explosion it made at last. They 
determined to gut the house, and to it they set, and were not long 
about it either. Smash went the windows, which, though well bar¬ 
ricaded, were no more than cobwebs before Jacks. Bang! 
scramble they went through them, just as if they were boarding a 
ship—such boarding was never seen in that lodging before—and, in 
two minutes after they were in, out came—^flying—tables and chairs, 
beds," sofas, looking-glasses, and lustres. ‘ Heavc-o ! ’ was the word 
from above; ‘ Take care of your hats,’ they cried to tlie crowd below, 
which, at a respectful distance, cheered the work of destruction, and 
raised shout upon shout as the pile of demolished furniture iucrea.sed 
in the street. At last they began to pull the house to pieces; the 
sfishes were demolished, wdndow-shutters and doors draggt-d from 
their hinges, and smashed into splinters; and, when all had been 
demolished that w'as breakable, tiny came marching out with b< d- 
posts in their hands, waving the curtains, like so many banners, in 
triumph, and shouting like thunder. Just then the authorities 
arrived, in time to see they were too late, and attempted to ari’e.st the 
rioters : but you may suppose what a chance they had against the tars 
armed with hed-posts. They soon cleared the street of the constables, 
to tlie infinite delight, and amidst the acclamations, of the populace. 
Well, that was small satisfaction to me, with all my money gone. F 
must set to work and make more, and a wild thing I did, Ned, very 
soon. Somehow, talking with you, and seeing the cursed illiberal 
things they were doing at head-quarters, gave me a great disgust to 
those Hanoverian rats, and, by Jove! I thought I would make some; 
money for myself, and do the young Pretender a good turn too—and 
what do you think I did, Ned ?”^ 

** How should I know ? ” 

“ I’ll tell you, then. Tou know there were many seizures of arms 
made by government, and these cases and casks of |^ms were stowed 
away in some old warehouses on the river-side. Now what did 1 do, 
think you, but compass the getting hold of these arms, and shipping 
them off to Scotland, where I knew the insurgents would be rightt^lad 
to bay them up—a good speculation—eh, Ned?” 

*' But a dangerous trick.” ^ 

“ Not at all. Never dreaming of such an attempt, the authorities 
^ok no particular care of these stores, so I started the plan to some 
wild dogs I knew down on the river, and a small craft was got ready 
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for the venture, and lay just below Greenwich, in a quiet part of the 
stream. We then got a lighter barge, and having pvi^red ourselves 
with ladders and boring materials ht for effecting an entrance to the 
store, chose a dark night and a favouring tide for our feat; and with 
most perfect ease, and free from interruption, we transferred a large 
quantity of arms from die store to the lighter, and dropped down with 
the tide to our cutter below Greenwich, where we shipped our dan¬ 
gerous cargo; and then it was slip cable, up gaff, and away. At 
dawn we were paa^g Gravesend, and we were at sea before the trick 
We played ashore wns discovered. An English craft, and under our 
own colours, we held our course uninterrupted without the smallest 
suspicion from the cruisers and privateers that swarmed in the 
channel, and got on right well until we approached the Scottish 
coast; but there our movements were suspected, and we were chased 
by a king’s ship, and run asliore. Wc had barely time to avoid being 
nabbed by his majesty’s blue jackets, who got into their boats and 
seize<l the cutter, and most likely would liave pursued us, but that it 
iJvvah nightfall, and a chase would have been hopeless. In half au hour 
after we saw our cutter blazing away at a furious rate, and tlmt was 
the i-esult of our adventure so fai*.” 

A badk?nding, Finch.” 

“ Not (!ndod yet.—The cutter being seized, and her name known, 
w'ould lead to a discovery of the ])ersons engaged in this affair, so 
Loudon was no place to go back to, and Scotland was not a handy 
place to stay in neither, as we could not give a good account of 
ouvsclves, and ‘look sliarp’ was the word among King George’s 
friends; so, hearing tliat they were fitting out some privateers in 
Dublin, we thought it best to malce our way to Ireland and volunteer 
for a fighting sliip again.” 

“ I wonder you left it ofl^ when your first cruise had been so suc¬ 
cessful.” 

“ ’Twas all very well at first, Ned, but there were soon too many 
privale(;rs; besides whid), the king’s ships were thicker on the sea, 
and left less for privateers to take. Well, to return to my story.—^To 
Dublin I repaired, an^ there”— 

“ Hold, Finch!” said Ned, abruptly arresting the narrative. 

“What now 

Did not Phaidrig’s manner imply that l^nch was in ti’ouble ?” 

“ Most decidedly—it looked very like as if the Captain was playing 
least in sight.” 

“ Then it was herself I saw!” exclaimed Ned, starting up and 
pacing the room—“ Oh, what a fool I have been through superstitious 
terror!” 

“ How is that 



& 8. d. 


3 ^ 

Findi, I am ashamed of myself, and you will laugh at me.—But 
indeed the cu^umstances were so appalling—^the timo~-my frame q£ 
mind—^that"— 

“ Hollo !’* cried Finch; “what is it you’re talking of?* 

“ In diort,” cried Ned;—“ I thought I saw her ghost '* 

“ Her ghost ?* echoed Finch, in amazement. 

“ Yes,” said Ned, who then related his adventure in the abbey. 

“ I own it was enough to shidee one’s nerves,** said his friend. * ■ 
“ Oh, to what miserable straits th^ have been^duced,” cried Ned, 
** when a noisome vault under a ruin is their hi4ffiig-place.—She who 
has graced a court, ^rced to shelter in a grave*yard—Oh, horrible I** 

“ Is it not strange she did not recognise you ?’* 

“ I know I uttered an exclamation of terror when I saw her, and 
she, most likely, at the sound of human voice so near tlicir }dding> 
place, was influenced by fear, more justifiable than mine, and re¬ 
treated.** 

“ Then, when you recovered from your swoon, you did not attempt 
to solve the mystery.**, ^ • 

“ No: I confess I fled in horror. But now I will not lose a 
moment in returning to the place. Heaven grant I may find her!” 

“ That is not likely, my friend. They would scarcely ftmaiu after 
what you tell me.” I 

“ True,** said Ned, sadly. “ Oh, what a coward idiot I have 
been! When I might have clasped her to my heart! When I might 

have joined her, never to be separated!-^But I waste time in 

words.—To horse—to horse. Finch! ” 

They were both soon mounted, and rode at a rapid pace to the 
abbey. Ned was hastening to the spot where he had seen Ellen 
appear, when Finch warned him not to enter too suddenly. “ You 
may produce alarm,” said he ; “ or, maybe, get a pistol-shot. Give 
some signal of a friend being here.” 

Edward ^called upon her name, at the mouth uf the tomb, but no 
answer was returned. Finch and he then descended, and, through 
what had once been a charnel vault, an opening was made to a sort of 
crypt, beneath the abbey. It was dimly lighted from narrow loop¬ 
holes a little above the ground; some rude seats,||nd a plank resting 
on stones, by way of table, indicated that it had served for a habita¬ 
tion, and the yet warm ashes of a turf fire showed it had not been 
long deserted. 
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CHAPTER XLl. 

The evidence which the vault afforded of beiug recently inhabited, 
coupled with the few words which Finch had exchanged with Phaidrig, 
having satisfied Ned that Ellen was living,—^that 4 was b®r real pre¬ 
sence and nut a spectral appearance he had witnessed,'—hia mind was 
relieved from the harassing doubt which so long had preyed upon it- 
but with that craving of the human heai*t for the possession of 
whole enjoyment, never contented with an instalment, he now was 
be&et with a desire to see the living object of his wishes, almost as 
distracting as his former uncertainty. In the morning he would have 
said he should be content if any one could assure him Ellen was in 
existence ;,,but having, in the course of pursuit, satisfied hinuself, by 
his o.vn means, she was so, the spirit of the chase was still warm, and 
he felt disappointment at being checked at the point so near tho 
completion of his happiness. He examined every crevice and cranny 
of the V ault with vexatious impatience; repeatedly he placed his hand 
cFver the decaying embers of the fire, and ventured to calculate by the 
Ik at how long itw-^as since it bad been fed. He stood in the midst of 
the vault, and looked around him as if lie would have questioned the 
very stones, to tell him of those whoiu they had lately sheltered; and, 
thrown hopelessly hack upon his disappointed desires, he turned to 
Finch a dejected look, and. asked wliat was to be done. 

Finch, whose tact and experience told him there was no use in 
trying to persuade a lover to be reasonable, had looked on patiently at 
all Ned had been doing in the vault, and had not mode one word of 
comment; but when he was appealed to for his opinion, he said’he did 
not see any use in staying there, and recommended a return to the 
town. If 

Ned, after some little more lingering in die place where his beloved 

one had been, complied; and as they retraced the road to their inn, 

nothing was spoken of but the possibilities of discovering her retreat, 

and plan after plan was suggested by both for putting in train a likely 

course of inquiry. Ned revetted, after all, to his first suggestion of 

finding Phaidrig, who would eertainly be possessed of any secret 

connected with Lynch and his daughter; and Finch, not seeing 

¥ 

Y 



^ 8. a. 


M2 

anything better to be done, agreed to go back as far as Athlone, 
where the piper had last been seen, and try to get on his trail and 
hunt him up. 

The day was now far spent; it was evening when they regained 
their inn at Tuam, and they retired early to rest, that they might be 
the better prepared for' an early start and long journey on sthe 
morrow. At dawn they were mounted,^ and nothing of particular 
interest occurred for two days, during which they made what haste 
they might for the shore of the Shannon. On the evening of the 
second, they crossed tlie long bridge which leads over the ample 
river to that old town of so much historic interest, and the scene of 
many a well fought day; and having secured a lodging for the night 
in their hostel, they sallied forth, before they retired to rest, to 
commence the inquiry for which they had travelled so many weary 
miles; and success so far crowned Ned’s efforts, that he ascertained the 
road PhfSdrig took on leaving the town, and Finch rejoiced it >vas 
to the west, for in that direction he wished to journey. So far 
both were pleased, and sat down to their supper with more con¬ 
tentment than hitherto; and once fairly put on the track of the 
Ned's spirits rallied, and then, for the first time, he inquinjd of 
Finch the particulars, of the circumstance which had made him a 
traveller in these western wilds, and which led to a meeting in which 
he so much rejoiced. 

“ The case was this,” said Finch. “ When I had cut an*l run from 
Scotland, and made my way to Dublin, one day, as I was strolling 
about, looking at whatever was to be seen in the city, 1 saw, lying 
beside the Custom-house, a knowing looking craft that I thought 
r should aot be unacquainted wdth. On inquiry, I found it was a 
smuggler, which had been rec^tly seized, whose crew were thrown 
into prison until their trial should come on; and, as T calculated the 
commander of the craft was an old acquaintance, I could not resist the 
temptation of paying him a visit in prison.” 

“ Under* your peculiar circumstances, that was not over wise,” 
said Ned. 

“ True,” said Finch;—“ and yet, when you say ‘ not over wise,’ it 
is not tfuit exactly, either. You and I, Ned, and those who, like us, 
have known adyenture, often do rash things, not from want of 
wisdom, but from carelessness of consequences, which becomes at last 
so habitual, that we do, with our eyes open, things that people in 
ordinary might fairly set down to want of perception rather than 
want of fear. And, after all, I don’t know if we are much worse off, 
in the long run, than the most cautious. Your cautious fellow is 
nibbling away, bit by bit, his enjoyment, in calculating how far he 
go, while your bold-face attempts whatever comes in his way by 
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assault, and takes his chance ibr success or defeat. They say a 
* brave man dies but once, while a coward dies every dayand so it 
is possible your cautious gentleman endures more mental torment in 
imagining the many predicaments he is to avoid, than the headlong 
fellow who falls into his one scrape, and pays the penalty of it.” 

! ** It is not impossible,” said Ned ; “ at least you have made out a 

very plausible case for rashness, and, unlike many, your practice 
coincides with your preaching. But now to your fact. You visited 
your friend in prison ?” 

“ I did, and, as he was suffering from a w'ound, he was in the sick 
ward. As I passed along between the rows of beds with which it .was 
croAvded, a pair of dark and anxious eyes were cast upon me from 
beneath the coverlid of one of those couches of double misery,—the 
bondage of a j)rison and the thraldom of sicRness. Oh, God, what a 
Avri'tcliedncss to be reduced to!—though perhaps, after all, it may be 
a relief. I'he poor devil has a chance of release,—death may become 
lioad-turnkey, and set bim free!” * 

“ You ai-e getting too discursive and eloquent, Finch,” said Ned, 
fsmiling. 

“ Ah, Ned, by Jove you would not smile had you witnessed what 
1 saw. 'riiat sick ward,—Lord, I shall never forget it!—I think, 
were I its inmate I should go mad.—But these eyes I was telling 
yon of- " 

“ Well.” 

“ I jlissed on, and went to the upper end, where my respectable 
acquaintance, the smuggler, lay; and after I had a few words with 
him, an attendant of the ward addressed me, sajdng one of the 
patients wished to speak with me. I followed him, and he led me to 
that bed whence those anxious eyes li0 gleamed out upon me. The 
sick man was a Spaniard, one Avhom I had met in a foreign port; he 
recognised me as I passed his bed, and in his dying need was fain to 
entrust to me, a casual acquaintance, a secret of which it required a 
trusty fiiend to be the depository. To the end of my life I shall 
never forget the anxious look of that haggard face, as he confided to 
me his tale, and enjoined me, by hopes of the blessings, or fears of the 
curses of a dying man, to be true to my trust.” 

“ What was it ?” said Nod, groAvn anxious by the romantic nature 
of Finch’s preamble. 

“ Briefly this,” said Finch. “ His ship was wrecked on the 
western coast; a large amount of treasure Avas saved, and to preserve 
it, was buried close to the shore, after which th» surviv'ors of the 
crcAV gftve themselves up as prisoners, the Spanish captain intending, 
whenever peace should procure him his liberty, to raise his treasure, 
and remove it to Spain. As prisoners of war, they wei'e forwarded 
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to 'DabUn, w he fell sick from injuries sustmned in the wreck, oi 
which he wls dying when he spoke to me. It was the fear tliis money 
should be lost to his family Which gave that psdnfully anxious look to 
his countenance. As soon as I promised to undertake the trust he 
became calmer, and 1 had the satisfaction of smoothing that dying 
8tranger*s pillow. He was liberal, too, in the condition he made with 
me, giving me one-third of the treasure as the price of conveying the 
I’emmnder to his family in Spain.” 

“ That was but fair,” said Ned ; “ for it is a task of difficulty, 
danger, and anxiety.” 

Greater than I thought, Ned; for I did not know the state Ireland 
is in, and witliout the aid of an Irishman I am certain 1 could never 
achieve it; and of all Irisluneu, you are the man for my turn, and 
I thank Heaven for having thrown you in my way.” 

“ I will do ray best for you.” 

“ For though I am not superstitious in my nature, I confess I 
should not likef to be under the fearful vengeance with which that 
dying man vowed his spirit would pursue me, were I false to or 
neglectful of my trust. ’Pon my soul, Ned, I almost shudder w'hen 
I remember that man’s dying Ijed,—the anxious thoughts of his far- 
distant home, and wife and children, and his only hope of Iheinsbcing 
placed. beyond want resting on a comparative stranger, whom he 
sought to bind by alternate hopes and fears to the interests of those 
who were so near to his heart when its last pulses were beating. Oh, 
’twas a fearful scene!” • 

** One I should not like to have been engaged in,” said Ned. 

** And which I regret,” said Finch. “ But I could not resist those' 
dying entreaties.” 

“ Which, w'ith all your gqpl intentions, you may not be able to 
fulfiL Fancy the difficulty of finding a given sjwt such as you seek, 
however accurately described.” 

“ So far I am as well provided as any man but lie who buried it 
could be. The place is laid down for me by the points of the compass, 
and with bearings that can scarcely fail to discover it.” 

“ But on such a coast how difficult, abounding as it does with bay, 
creek, and inlet, so similar in detail however varied in their general 
form ; cliffs and rocks are hard to be distinguished from each other, 
and the sea in one night might alter the features of the place so as to 
render it untraceable.” 

** All true, Ned ; but I liave a landmark more distinguishable than 
any you have naiyed,—a castle, on the shores of a bay, and in the 
neighbourhood of mountains and headlands that furnish such bearings 
as tho storms of centuries could not destroy.” 

“ If buried in a castle, take care some one is not before you in 
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lifting your treasure, for the peasnntry here have such a general faith 
that the ruins of antiquity are full of hidden money, liiey ore ever¬ 
lastingly digging in such places.” **' 

“ Well, ’tis not in —but outside the castle mine is buried; so the 
fears you would waken may slumber, and you shan’t frighten me, 
Ned. liut come, we have talked enough of this,—let’s to bed. We 
will take the road together for the west to-morrow, eaeh in search of 
his treasure.” 

“Ah, what’s your treasure to mine?” said Ned, with a* lover’s 
enthusiasm. 

“ There’s great similarity between them,” returned Finch. 

« How?” 

Mine is buiied, so was yours,—wasn’t she in a tomb?” 

“ Yes, but, thank Heaven, though entombed, alive.” 

“ Not .1 ghost 't/ct, Ned—eh?” said Finch, laughing at him. 

“ be too sure you wouldn’t have been frightened yourself, 

Finch.” 

“ Then tlierc’s another point of resemblance. I have to take my 
treasure to Spain; I fancy you would like to bear yours to the same 
pl.acc ?” 

“ That I would,” said Ned, “ safe out of this unhappy country!” 

“ Then go a-head, lad ! To-morrow we’ll make sail together in 
chase, and good luck to us 1” 



CHAPTER XLH. 


The country through which the road of our travellers lay on the 
following morning, is perhaps the most unpicturesque in all Ireland. 
Except the Shannon, which is, throughout its long course, always 
Ane, there is little even now, for many a weary mile, but dead 
uncultivated Hats, presenting nothing to interest the w'uyfarer in his 
daily toil, and making the road seem twice its real length, not to 
speak of our longer Irish miles. There is little to imlicatc, as 
you look across the Shannon, that anything in the shape of temptation 
lies beyond the monotonous level before you: no one could siipj)ose 
that such charms as those which abound in the Western Higlilimds of 
Ireland lie beyond these forbidding flats, whicli, duenna-like, scowl 
upon you but to scare you away from beauty. Over this road Iiad Finch 
to travel, retracing a whole day’s jonrney, at no time a ])h‘{isant thing 
unless you have a very chsirming companion, but particularly ob¬ 
jectionable when the road is such as wc have described. It is nearly 
as bad as eating one's words, to swallow such miles over again. So 
Finch thought, and could not forbear telling' Ned it was unfortunate 
they did not know, the; day before, the course Piiaidrig had taken, 
which would have spared them such annoyance,; but Ned, Avbo knew 
the scenery of tlie west, tf)Id his fj*iend to be patient, and a few days 
would reward liim in the display of n.atural beauty, in which the 
Atlantic side of Ireland abounds. 

For some days they pursued the road to the w^estward, picking up 
intelligence here and there about Phaidrig, whom they traced farther 
and farther in the same direction at each remove. They crossed the 
borders of Galway and entered Mayo,’ and found then^selvcs the 
succeeding evening in Ballinrobe, where the piper had been the day 
before, and left, still pursuing, lu)wcv(3r, a westerly course. Ned and 
Finch pushed onward on his trail, and soon Finch admitted the truth of 
• all his friend said respecting the beauty of the country, when tlie bold 
yet graceful forms of the mountains which bound Lough Mask burst 
on lus view, with the fair expanse of waters they embrace, its woods 
sweeping down to the indented shore, and its picturesque old castle 
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cirowning a commanding height above the lake. It was a truly 
lovely scene, and Finch paid it the tribute of the wazm^ admiration. 

What a lovely country!” exclaim^ the stranger. 

“ Yet how wretched!” returned the native, who knew it. “ Oh, Finch, 
It makes an Irishman’s heart ache to see all ^at God has done for his 
land marred, I may say annihilated, by man. Its natural resources 
are matchless, or at least unsurpassed by any in the world, yet it is 
poor and powerless under an iron tjrranny. When will it end ?” 

“ Not in our time,” returned Finch. “ But I feel I am prophetic 
in saying that half a century will produce a mighty change over the 
fa<‘e of all Europe, and in the general emancipation of mankind from 
the present ascendency of despotism, Ireland must have a^ share. 
Her remote position will retard her progress in the march of freedom 
perhaps another half century ; but in 1846, Ned, your native country, 
1 predict, will hold her proper place among the nations.” 

“ Heaven grant it!” exclaimed the young Irishman, with enthu- 
sijism. “ Oh, how the men of that day will look ba$^k on these 
times with wonder that such tilings could be as are now enacted ! 
When a son, for repelling a brutal assault upon his father, is obliged to 
fly his native town,—^when a pc(»ple cannot bow their knee to their 
God but in secret and in danger, and the price set on the bead of a 
wolf and priest is the same.” ^ 

“ Great Heaven ! and is that the case?” inquired Finch. 

‘ It is,—such is the law.” 

‘ Ay, but is it ever put in force ?” 

' Priests are sometimes hunted for their lives, even now,” answered. 
Ned. 

“ Well,” said f'inch, setting his teeth hard, and clenching his hand 
d<jterralnatcly, “ il’ 1 won' an Irishman, I would never submit to such 
infamous tyranny. All Ireland should rise to a man, and fight against 
it to tile death!” 

While thus they were conversing of the iniscrable condition of the 
fine country through which they passed, another charming view 
opened upon them. A large mass of picturesque ruins appeared,, 
seated on the banka of an exquisitely beautiful river, whose clear and 
rapid waters swept round the base of the mouldering walls, reflecting 
arch and giablc and pointed window on its limpid surface, mid gushing 
over an ancient weif, which had been constructed dose iK'side the 
abbey, that its original^ inmates might not have far to go for their 
salmon. Of a verity the fast days of Cong in the olden time must 
have been the feasts of the year, with such fish as its river could 
furnish; but as our travellei’S saw it, there were neither feasts nor 
fasts; its walls were desolate, its beautiful sculpture falling to decay; 
the place which had been a refuge and a home to the last king m 
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Ireland, was now itself, like the king it sheltered, robbed of its rights, 
its honours were no more, its revenues were transfei^d to others,— 
revenues which hod fed and taught the poor, and reared the elaborate 
architecture which increased the beauty of the scene in which it rose. 
And where were those revenues now?—Did they feed?—did they 
teach?—did they build? Yes, they fed one man,—the Protestant 
holder of the living. They taught, through him, the nominal pastor 
of a parish to be at deadly feud with all his parishioners. They built 
up an insuperable barrier between a people and their rulers, lie 
who received the tithes of that district had not one single soul within 
his cure, and of course did not live there—^there was no need; 
could s^end his revenues more plesisantly in England. Why should 
he live in a parish w'here there was no church ? An answer quite 
sufficient to satisfy the conscience of any man who makes religion 
merely tlie means of getting money, and in proportion as he gives no 
value for liis pay, makes it up in abuse of those from whom it is 
derived. Bji such a rule of reckoning the people of Cong must have 
been very well abused by tlieir Protestant rector.* 

While our travellers paused to bait tbeir horses, they strolled into 
the ruins, having the proprietor of the little hostelry for their riceruve, 
who pointed out the objects most worthy of attention, and dwelt with 
considerable pride on the fact that llodorick O’Connor. Ireland’s last 
king, was interred there. Having touched on this, he launched forth 
enthusiastically in praise of the ill-fated Roderick, enumerating his 
hei’oic depds in the gallant stand he made against the invader, cursing 
the treachery that betrayed him, and mourning his untimely fall 
But still there uras more of triumph than mourning in the tone of the 
peasant; and while his eye gleamed as he spoke of the glories of the 
past, Finch looked on with a quiet smile. 

• This ma}' seem an exaggerated picture of a hundred years ago, but it cannot 
he, inasmuch as it would serve for a' faithful description of many parts of Ireland 
in the present day. I have been for two consecutive Sundays at a place in Ireland 
where I could not go to church, hecavse flut church 'was never opened, —there was 
no service whatever, though the tithes were paid. I know a case of a clergyman 
holding a living whose parish church is a small ruin standing in his own lawn, 
where, 1 need not add, service is never performed. In the far west 1 know of a 
anion of parishes where there is no church at all; the service I haw seen per¬ 
formed in the parlour of a resident prntestaiit gentleman^*and 1 hear^fac clergy¬ 
man say of one parish whence he derived tithes, (lying in the islands off the 
coast,) that not only had he never visited this, his pari|h, but he did not even knout 
where it was. His tithe, 1 believe, was derivable from fish; so that, as far as that 
parish was concerned, he was more interested in the cure tffherri^ than the cure 
of souls. Is such a state of things consistent with common sense or jnstice, or can 
it tend to the honour of Gnd ? Or can it be expected a nation will not murmur 
against such flagrant imposition P The wonder is they have submittcMl to i» 
so long.— Author. 
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Ned, observing it, addressed liim. “ You tiiink it odd,” he said, 

“ that this poor felk>w, in the midst of want, and in a land of wretched¬ 
ness, bowed down by oppression, talks of bygone glories as familiar 
things.” 

“ By no means,” replied Finch. “ It is because the present is so 
wretched that these people refer to the past, tftid under the pressure of 
reality tly to whatever datters the imagination. But the time will 
(^omo, Ned, when they will have a present to be proud of—1846—a 
century will do it. You stare, Ned,—^you wonder to hear me talk 
thus of political events. You tliink a dar^-devil like me, who has 
liv(id on the current stream of the times, is not the person to talk of 
the large interests of mankind and the destinies of nations. But, 
Ned, my lad, in my erratic life I have seen much, and I think you 
do not believe me to be a man who lives with his eyes shut.” 

“ Certainly I do not, nor with his mouth open. I don’t think 
1 ever heard you talk so * right an end’ before.” 

“ "W'hy, no,—I am an Englishman. We are not so excitable as 
you Irish fellows, who, once fairly on the back of a subject, go very 
jnueli like a ‘ beggar on horseback,’ and you know where he rides to. 
lint get an Englishman screwed up to speak out, and he’ll say it,— 
siud, by Jove, this Ireland is a place that has stirred my blood 
strangely.” 

But, quitting the affairs of Ireland, they turned to the consideration 
■of tbeir own; and after consulting with their host on the point they 
wished to reach, he recommended them to leave their horses with him, 
and j)u.‘-h across Lough Corrib, whereby the pass of Mam Turc would 
be readied with moi‘e ease and speed. Acting on his advice, they pro- 
emed a boat of very rough construction, and a boatman to match, 
an<l Ned was once more on the waters of Corrib. As they stretched 
away towards the head of the lake a small island lay upon their left; 
as they passed, the boatman bowed his head reverentially. 

Find), noticing the action, inquired the oausc. 

Sure an isn’t that Inch a Guila^ your honour, where there is the 
remains of a church that StsPatrick built himself, and called afther his 
own name, Tenvpul Phaidrig^ and no one hereabouts ever passes that 
blessed spot without bowin’ the head to it” 

Finch from his pocket a small telescope, and directing his 
view to the island, observed some ruins ; the only ascertainable form 
amon’ist them being a little Roman arch, which stood out in distinct 
relief against the sky. 

As they passed along,. Ihe boatman had legend and tradUion of 
many a spot in the ndghbourhood, and bid them “ just wait a bit 
till th^ came to the upper lake, where Caistla na Kirka, or the 
Tien’s Castle, stood; and it was called the Hen’s Castle because a 
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lAother, in the ould times, built that same in tlie middle of the lake, to 
keep her boy beyant the grab of a wicked uncle Ibat wanted to lay 
howlt of him.” 

“ Like the children ip the wood,” said Finch. 

** Not a bit like it,” said the man; “ for the divil a bit o* wood is on 
that same rock, only stone, and not mneh of that same.” 

“ You give but a poor account of the lady^a territory.” 

** And great territory she was in, sure enough; and no wondher she 
was frekened, with that tliievin* uncle afither the babby.” 

The lake now began to narrow, bounded on each side by hills of 
considerable height and beautiful form, increasing in loftiness and 
Alpine character as the boat advanced; while farther still in the distance 
the water seemed bounded by a mass of mountains, forming a perfect 
labyrinth of beautiful forms, as their outlines interlaced one with an¬ 
other, and peak after peak spired into the clouds. 

The scene was of that snrpassiug beauty which imposes sllciu'c on 
the beholder, and mutely Finch and Ned cast their eyes around tlu rn, 
the exclamation only of “ How beautiful ! ” escaping at intcjrval.-«; for 
Ned had never seen this portion nf the lake before, and was in no h ss 
admiring wonder than his friend. From time to time they asked tlio 
boatman to rest on Itis oars, that they might dwell on sonic fresh- 
opened point of view, which became more and more beautii'ul as they 
advanced. The autumn had shed her varied tints on the scene; and 
the long wild grass, the ferns, and the licathcr, which clad the liills on 
either side, were enriched by the contrast of grand masses of limestone 
rock, which seemed to form the frame-work of the structure whereon 
all this enrichment had been w'rought; and the blue tint of that laby¬ 
rinth of hills, still in the distance, made the golden hues of the fore¬ 
ground more vivid. Finch thought nothing could surpass in hcjauty 
what he had already seen, but there was 9. crowning loveliness yet in 
store. Where the lake seemed to terminate, up rose from its tranquil 
bosom a conical hill of considerable height, crowned at its summit, and 
fringed to its very edge, with clustering woods of oaks, whose sturdier 
forms and thicker foliage Averc occasionally relieved by the graceful 
line and silvery glitter, and waving sprays of the bright-harked birch. 

It-was a view to surfeit one with loveliness—to make one gaze 
* 

“ TUI the sense aches;”— 

and it was with such a feeling Finch declared it the moat beautiful 
scene he had ever beheld. And now they approached the base of the 
wood-crowned hill» whose leafy beauty was multiplied by reflection in 
the calm waters at its feet—and here a fresh surpri^ was in reserve. 
A narrow piwsage between this wooded hill and an adjacent overhanging 
height foimed an inlet to the upper lake, whose stern grandeur was 
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startling—^in anch sudden contr^wt to the softness of the recent view. 
The inlet was paa^sd, and a region of desolate loneliness struck a cMll 
to the heart. Stark sterility was there, and a silence that was oppres" 
sive; the scene would have been repellant but for the noble outline of 
the overhanging mountains, which blended bikuty with awe in a sin¬ 
gular degree; but awe predominated. A vast sheet of dark deep water 
lay imprisoned within these giant hills; and,, standing in the midsf^ 
was a small castle perched on a rock barely above the water’s edge, and 
merely afibrding foundation for the building. It was Caistla na 
Kirka. The thougiit was painful, that any one could have been so 
driven by fear as to 

“ Dwell in that desolate place 

for, truly, to continue tlie poet’s words, who so dwelt might have said, 

“ I am out of humanity's reach.” 

The only living thing whose dwelling it might legitimately be, was the 
<iagle, that ^litiU'y lord of mountain wilds, who, in llie true spirit of a 
marauder, seeks the valley and the plain but for plunder, and makes 
Ms home in the hills. 

The place might be deemed the very sanctuary of Silence ; so muca 
so, that it appeared a sort of sacrilege to disturb its waters with the 
oar. The very boatman, the uncultured hind, relaxed his vigour] 
and pulled more gently. 

While tlms they glided over the dark w'aters, a boat suddenly shot 
forth from the castellated ro(;k, and pulled hp the lake in advance of 
our trav(;llers. The circumstance attracted the attention of all, and it 
seemed the l)oat ahead was urged with considerable sf>eed, so much so, 
hs to suggest the notion of escape. Finch at onco made use of his 
telescope, and tlie fugitives s(^enled to bti a male and female peasant; 
but, as lie observed moj’e intently, it struck him that, in tlicse apparent 
peasants, he disco\cred the featuriis of Lynch and KUen. 

“ What do you make them out?” said Ned. 

“ Look,” ri'plied Finch, handing him.the glass. 

In an instant there was a shout of surprise from Ned, who exclaimed, 

“’Tis she! 'tis she!—Give way, there!—pull for your life!” He 
•stood up in the boat, waved Ids hat, and shouted at the top of Ids voice, 
but this only seemed to urge the headmost boat to greater speed. 

“ Jjct us take the oars, h''incb!” exclaimed Ned, suiting the action to 
the word, and seizing one of them. Finch followed his example, and 
the boatman was r-Meved of his toil by the powerful hands that now 
made the frail boat treir^le under their strokes, and bound through 
the water. The effort on hoard the chase seemed also to increase; 
fast dashed the water around her, but still the rearward boat was 
gaming. Ned was in a state of painful excitement. “ They fear us. 
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manifestly^” he said; “but if we could only gain upon them sufficiently 
to let them see us, what liappiness it would bd for all parties! Full, 
Finch!—pull for your life, man!” 

By dad, you*ll pull tjje side out of her betune you, if you pull any 
|Sthrongei‘!” said the boatman; and indeed the crazy craft strained und 
shook under each stroke of the oars, and seemed likely to fulfil the 
boatman’s prophecy—^but still tlie rowers relaxed not. 

Thus, for about half an hour, the chase continued, when the boat of 
the fugitives suddenly doubled round some rocks at the upper end of 
the lake, and disappeared. Ned’s excitement increased at losing sight 
of her, and he employed greater exertion himself, and urged his friend 
to the same, amidst exclamations of disappointment, fear, and hope. 
The lapse of time was short between tlie doubling of the boats round 
the point. That in pursuit came rushing to the shore, and ran high 
jpon it with her own force. Out jumped Ned—^but the poor fellow 
had the mortification of seeing, a few paces further on, pulled ashore 
under the shelter of an overhanging rock, the boat that had contained 
his treasure, lying empty, Ned was almost frantic, and enacted those 
absurdities which men will be guilty of under great excitement; be 
stamped, and ground his teeth, and tore his hair; and, clenching his 
uplifted hand, and casting a look of bitter vexation upon the deserted 
boa^ swore, in no very measured terms, that—“ it was too bad! ” 
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CHAPTER Xmi. 


While Ned was lamenting his hard fate, Lynch and his daughter 
were making their utmost endeavours to ascend the mountain aide by 
a steep and rugged path, known but to few, leading to a deep Imd not 
very perceptible ravine, where a small crevice in the cliff afibrded 
temporary <;oncealmcnt; which, having reached, they sat down to 
rc'covcr breath after their toilsome and rapid run. Neither could speak 
for SOUK* minutes; Lynch was the first to break the silence. 

“ Nell,” be said—and the affection which beamed in his eye was the 
more touching from the sadness with which it was blended—“ this is 
a hard life for you, my girl; would to God you Avere anywhere else!” 

“ Thank God, I am here!” was the answer, as she grasped his hand, 
and pressed it to her heart. ” Do you think I could be happy away 
from you ?— the anxiety and uncertainty I should then endure would 
be worse than the toil and privation Ave sometimes are forced to 
undergo together.” 

“You are a brave girl, Nell, and Heaven wiil reAvard you some 
day, I trust, for all your heroic and tender devotion ; but if this lasts 
much longer I fear vou Avill sink under it—and thTm what should I 
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do without you?” 

“ Indeed, father, I never felt better in health in all my life ; T often 
remember that beautiful phrase—“ The Lord tempereth the wind to 
the shorn lamh,”—and I feel as if I had preternatural power bestowed 
upon me to sustain me through our trials, which, with God’s help, will 
soon be over, I trust.” 

“ Amen ! But I am so beset, ray girl,—watched so narroAvIy, and 
hunted so closely, that it is hard indeed to avoid the toils. Driven 
but the other day from the abbey, and now, when I thought we 
might reckon on quiet for a few days in that lonely lake, again 
disturbed. I may soon be driven to sword and pistol for personal 
defence, and in that case your presence would but embarrass me 
Would to Heaven you were in a place of safety ! ” 

“ Think of anything, dear father, but n separation ! Even if you 
coramandijd, I think, in that case, I should he disobedient, and Avould 
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"’Mot leave you—I say, wotild not—I had better say, could not! ” And 
she wound her nrm gently round the soldier’s neck. 

A slight quivering of his lip was &e only evidence of Lynch’s 
mdtion, which ww deep nevertheless. 

“ Darling Nell, you inust lie down and sleep; you need to be fresh 
for the long walk we must take to-night.” 

<< Indeed, father, 1 need it not.” 

Nell, this is not separation ; you must obey me. I insist on your 
sleeping.” ' 

** I have taken that walk before, father, and think nothing of it.” 

" Nell, you’ll make me angry!” 

There was a teme in his voice which Ellen understood so well, tiat 
she m^e nc^further remonstrance. The truth was, she did want rest, 
but lil^ not the idea of her father being left to his own gloomy thoughts; 
for her principal object in being with him was to endeavour to divert 
the melancholy which began to settle on him. Now, however, in 
obedience to his will, she went forth, and plucked the long, seared 
grass, and fern, and heather, which-grew at the entrance of their rocky 
hiding-place, and, spreading this simple provision at the inmost corner 
of the narrow nook, she drew the large blue cloak of the peasant garb, 
in which she was disguised, around her—and she who had been used 
to the downy couches of Paris, lay down patiently on this humble bed. 
She could not sleep for some time, but, to please her father, protended 
to do so. This feigning, made for so amiable a purpose, soon induced 
the reality; and the father found alleviation of his troubles in kneeling 
beside his sleeping girl, in prayer. 

_ • --- 

Ned, after looking up and down in the neighbourhood of the boat, 
was fain to give*up the chase as lost, and yielded, per force, to the 
advice of Finch, to continue their course to the landing, which would 
place them on the path to the pass of Mam Turc. Once more they 
pushed off on the lake, and half an hour brought them to the end of 
their water journey, where, after amj^ directions were given by the 
boatman for pursuing the right road, ho assured them the natural for¬ 
mation of the pass would sufficiently “ direct them without any direction 
at alland after losing full ten minutes on this pro^tlcss harangue, 
Ned and his friend started on the double pursuit of the piper, if he 
should fall in their way; or the treasure, if they got nearer to that 
before tliey met with Phaidrig. After they had toiled over a preci¬ 
pitous mountain, for three or four hours, and the shadows of evening 
were overtaking them without tmy visible shelter for the night within 
view, though they had already achieved more than the distance at 
which the boatman promised them some shepherds’ huts; when, in 
fact, they began to feel ralher uncomfortable at the prospect of passing 
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the night in an unknown mountain rt^ion, with notiung over Uielr 
heads but the “canopy of heaven,” (which^ Uiough beaatifalij' spangled, 
is none of the warmest in the nights of autumn,) just then 'tiieir attention 
was attracted by the approach of a deg, which came running towserds 
them at speed, and made a Circuit round them, sniffing in tliat peculiar 
manner by which the animal makes his acqfialntanoei^ and retains « 
recollection of them. He sniffed first at Finch, and then at.Ned; ptitt, 
in the latter case, one sniff was not enough—he repeated the action 
again and again, and uttered an impatient whine, which spoke as plainly 
as dog could speak—“ Bless my heart, where have 1 met you before?** 

“ The dog knows you,” said Finch. 

seems so,” said Ned; “ and yet I do not remember him.” 

A louder yelp escaped the animal. 

“ You sec, he takes no notice of me,” said Finch. “You are his. 
obj(',ct of recognition: if his master be iieiur, you are closer to a friend 
than you think.” 

“ It might be an enemy,' said Ned. “.How are we to know he is 
the dog of a friend?” 

“ Like master, like dogy said Finch; “ and that dog entertains amity.” 

The dog gave two or three snorts, as if to dear his ducts of scent 
of all impression they had already imbibc^l, took a fresh sniff at Ned, 
and a >liort bark followed. 

“ By fJove!” exclaimed Ned, on sudden recollection,—“Could it be 
the pip(‘r’s dog?” 

“ That would he luck indeed!” said Finch. 

“ I’ll ascertain in a moment,” said Ned. “ I remember his name 

was-. Confound it!—why can’t I remeitifber? - His 

name was- What the deuce is this li« was called?” 

Finch came to his aid, and ran through a head-roll of dogs* names, 
to wliich Ned as constantly returned “ N<».” 

“ Ctesar?” 

“ No.” 

“ Buffer?” 

“ No.” 

“ Fomney ? 

“ No.” 

“Prince?” 

“ No-r-none of tliose common names—and yet it was the name ol 
an Irish prince, too, I remember—one of the O’Connors! ” 

“ Paddy ?” said Finch, with a smile. 

“ Confoimd you !” returned Ned; though he could not help joining 
in the laugh; “what a name for a prince!— Paddy O'Connor—Stop 
—I have it!” ciied Ned, clapping his hands—*“ ‘ that’s 

the name 1 ” ■ ' 



The moment the word escaped his lips the dog bounded towards 
him, and testified extreme joy; while Ned, stiU calling him by his 
. name, with all the usual praises of ** good fellow,’* and so forth, almost 
hugged him with delight. ‘*Yes, Finch!” he, exclaimed, “ Phaidrig 
cannot be far off.” Then, turning to the dog, he ran through several 
aporting phrases, such as, Where is he, boy?—To him, lad!—Phai¬ 
drig, Phaidrig !—-Where is he?~^Pind him out, b(^!” 

The intelligent brute seemed to understand his meaning pei-fectly, 
answering his calls by expressive looks and short barks—bounding 
forward in advance, then turning round, wagging his tail, and bark¬ 
ing, as much as to say—“ Follow me!” Tlie travellers accepted his 
invitation; and, while they followed, Ned expatiated on the extra¬ 
ordinary intelligence of tliis animal. “ He only saw me once before,” 
said he; *^and that, some years ago; but the occasion was a remai’kablo 
one, certainly.” 

** And yet you did not remember him,” said Finch. 

That may be readily accounted for,” replied Ned, “ by its having 
been night when we met; and sight fails in the dark, though scent 
does not.” 

“ Showing the superior power of that faculty, in some cases,” rctni-iied 
Finch; though we speak so contemptuously of people being led by the 
nose.” 

While thus they conversed, lauding Turhvgh's intelligence, he, 
like a modest dog, held his tongue; for the moment he found himself 
followed he w'cnt on silently. Suddenly they lost sight of him, but 
pushed on nevertheless, fancying he had passed some turn in advance. 
At this moment they were engaged in a narrow defile, with a waJK 
like barrier of rqpk on each side,* so perfectly inaccessible as to call 
forth the notice of the travellers upon its qualities for defence. They 
turfied on angle in the path, but thay could not see the dog before 
them; at that moment, however, they heard his voice, and the next 
instant he came running after, headed them, and barked, as if to turn 
them back, 'fhey paused, and T^lough retraced his road, and 
stopping before a large mass of rocK?*shivered as if with lightning, he 
entered one of the crevices, whence a small rill was trickling. They 
followed, and soon began to ascend a little water-course, and ere long 
the sound of a large stream was heard.* Still onward plashed Tur~ 
lough through the water, which it soon appeared was but a small 
escapement from a mountain stream, which the dog soon after crossed, 
clambered up tlie Opposite side, and stood on the summit, barking his 
invitation to his friends below. They were obliged to strip oiT their 
shoes and stockings before they could follow; and wading the stream, 
whose slippery bottom of smooth round stones needed careful treading, 
they got safely over, raambered the opposite bank, and continued to 
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ascend a sharp acclivity, partly morass, or, where, the ground was 
firm, (covered with long grass, so slippery, from the constant drainage 
of the hill, as to render ascent a work of labour. At length a small 
table-land was gained, crowned by a noble group of rocks, .wkich 
bore a fortress-like aspect^ and to this placc^the dog nm at hi9 utmost 
8[)ecd, .sprang up its side, and disappeared, though his hark<coald;.be 
heard when he was no longer visible. Ned and Finch contjNined 
their course cowards llie rocks, but before they had reached t^ir 
base they perceived tAvo figures on the summit, one of whom was 
Phaidrig. Ned shouted Avith delight at sight of him, and called on 
his name blithely; the piper clapped his hands for joy. Tut- 
hnghy barking, rushed down the rocks and jumped round Ned, 
Avliile Phaidi’ig aa'us hastening toAvards him, assisted by his com¬ 
panion, and, AA’hen Avithin reach of Ned, the warm-hearted piper coidtf 
not resist, in the impulse of his joy, hugging Ned to bis heart, while 
ho poured out blessings on tlic happy minute that brought him back, 
mingling liis piou% ejaculations with a wild hurroo” and a fantastic 
caper now and then. 

“ Muslia, hut you’re Avelkim!—hurroo!—What the divil k^’ you 
so long aAvay ?—the Lord be praised for liis mercies,—sure I knew 
you’d turn up some; day;—and Avon’t siw be glad of it, the darlin’. Oh, 
murther, Maslher Ned, but I’m the happy blackguard this minit!— 
hurroo ! Only it’s too late, I’d be off and bring you there ; but wmt 
till to-morrow ;—Ave’ll rise Avith tbc lark, go as sthrait as the crow, 
take the wathcr like the duck, see the fair swan, and then you may coo 
li'.e the dove. - Hurroo!—AVhere’s iny pipes? By.Jakcrs, I’ll play 
this night till I split the. bag ! And how .lu’C you,^Captain Finch ?” 

“ llow do you know I’m here ?” 

Don’t I hear you laughing at me ?—Laugh away—^my heart is 
as full as a barn with joy, and by the powers wee’ll thrash it out to 
night. Come in wid j'^ou,—I suppose you are tired and hungry,— 
come in. And how did you find me out 2” 

“ We’ve been tracing you frdtoa place tp place fot many days,” said 
Ned, “ but at last had the good fortune to meet Turlot^hf and he 
remembered me, aud led us here.” * 

*• Signs on him!” said Phaidrig. “ Turlougkt ma bouchalf come to 
me!” The dog sprang to him, and Phraidrig, stooping, patted his 
head^while the dog licked his face. Don’t be shocked, ladies, at the 
coarseness of this fact; it is an author’s business to tell truth. 
“ Turhmghf my jewel, you’ve more gumption than a counsellor, and 
a betther heart than most o’ them. Hurroo !•—Come in, and have 
something to ate, and make haste, or there will be oone lefty” end he 
dragged Ned along. 



** Btit how came Turloit^h to be 00 far awaj from 70 U?” m- 
^rii«d Ned. 

“ For the rajscm I want you to come in,-*->becaufie we’re abort of 
tbniigb the dhrink is plenty; and so 1 tovrld Turlough to 
go and pidiL up a bit for bimmlf, and it was maraudin’ about he was, 
lookin’^or a rablat or a hare when he seen you; but the sinsible 
ecnythur, he knew betther than go huntin’ and lave his friends on the 
fond. Where is he ?” 

“ He’s gone off now,” said Phaidrig’s comrade of the rock. 

** Bee 'ttiat!” said Phaidrig. Now that he has done his duty to 
othmv he thinks of himself. Oh, 1 wish all the Christians was like 
him ! Come in,'—come in now, Masther Ned,—«nd you, too, Captain 
Finch, are heartily welcome.” 

- With these words Finch and Ned were conducted up the pile of 
ro(^s, and when near tlie summit an ample opening, downwards, ap¬ 
peared, into which they descended; this naturah chasm, spanned 
across with boughs of birch and thatched with heather, forming 
a rude but not uncomfortable habitation. 

It was a wildly picturesque i*etreat. In the recesses of the (‘ii\ e 
arms were piled, which the flickering light of a turf fire brought out 
-in bright tonches, sparkling through the shadowy depth witli a 
Beintnundtish {dquancy. Trophies and implements of the chase were 
suspended from the roof, or rested here and there along the sides of 
the cavern. Feathers and skins of bird and beast made a motley sort 
of tapestry, which hung fantastically around, and gave a barbaric air 
to the plao^ which some of the costumes of the inmates tended to 
inc^sasfi. The i^r of the hare contributed ^ps and w^aistcoats to not 
a few, and other cuts and materials of costume would have astonished 
a fashionable tailor. 

Some eight or ten persons were just beginning a meal, in a 
remarkably unomemonious fashion. A jutting rock of tabular form 
served for about five of them to cut their mutton ” on, while the 
imnainder sat where they could, and rested their trenchers on their 
knees. The fOTmer rejoiced in the lofty title of the “ board of gi-een 
doth,” being covered with a* rude matting of fresh rushes, while the 
stragglers wme named the boys of the side table.” One in a faded 
nnifotm was called “ cook,” and was engaged in serving out broth 
from an iron pot, his ladle being formed of a large scallop shell, tied 
on the end of a peeled hazel twig. 

The par^ who conducted the new comers called a halt to those 
within. I Bi^, lads, hme are two hungry reenuts come to join our 
mess, and, as the commons are short, start fmr.” 

Finch and Ned were received with a merry welcirnuu and seats at 
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the board^of green cloth were given up to the vhdtors, with an 
expression of regret that they chanced to call when the larder was 
so ill provided. ♦ 

Ned requested they would make no apologies, and reminded them 
it was Friday, on which day it was fit to fact. 

“ And pretty catholics you find us here,” said one of the? paity^ 
“ eating meat nevertheless.” 

“ Hold your tongue, Donovan!” replied the cook, heljnng the 
broth. “ I’ll swear this is lasting fare ; for whatever comes out ot 
a scallop shell must be fish. Isn’t that good th^fiogy ?” 

** The doctors of the Sorhonne could not make bettm*,” said one of 
the boys of the side table. 

“ Couldn’t better ?” repeated the cook. “ Is it the theology 
or the broth you mean.” 

“ Both,” replied the other. 

“ Good l*iy, Dillon !” said the cook. Hold out your pannikin, 
and I’ll helf: y'>u for that.” 

Dillon obeyed; and as the cook ladled him his portion, he said, 
“ There’s some theology for you !” 

“ I wish there was a little more meat' in it,” said Dillon. 

“ Tliat would be divinity,” returned the cook,—“ you confuse your 
terms, Masicir Dillon.—Allow me, sir,” he said, addressing Finch, “ to 
help you to some of this infusion; T think^ can fish you up a bit of 
solid,—obsex*ve, I said/ZsA.” 

“ Thank you, sir,” replied Finch, “ but I have no scruple of 
cmiseience on the subject, as I happen to be a protestant.” 

“ A protestant!” exclaimed the cook. ** Oh, tl^n, sii*,” said he, 
with an air of buidesque politeness, “pray take the ladle and 
yourself, for that’s the protestant fasliion in Ireland.” 

Finch heartily joined in the laugh wliich the comicality of the 
rejoinder excited, while he admired the address of the man who could 
utter so bitter a sarcasm without giving offence ; for the tact and good 
humour with which it was done renderei| it innoxious,—the point 
only tickled, it did not sting. 

“ I think it is time you stopped your mouth,” said one of his 
comrades, when the laughter subsided. 

“ Faith, I think so too,” replied he, helping himself. “ I’ll atop 
my mouth like the rest o’ ye.” 

Thus they w’ent on, cracking their jokes about the slendeFnC.ss of 
their meal and poverty of tl^ir accommodation. Many a sumptuous 
board had not such mirth and wit about it; and all this occurring an 
a wild mountain hiding-place, amongst a set of men whose lives 
were in daily jeopardy, struck Finch with surprise and admiration. 
They tsilked of sudhi aqd such a hunt; reminisoences were made. 

2 2 _____ 
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i?ueh as ** The time I was living at the hall,”—*' The night of Lady 
Lucy’s rout,”—“ When the Prince went to the opera,”—*^he day we 
dined Avith the Marshal,”—all th€Se things were remembered in their 
present privation without an apparent regret: they seemed to be just 
as merry, as light and, bold-hearted, Jia if their hunts and halls, and 
Lady"Lucies and Mar^als, were theirs as much as ever. They took 
their present condition as a part of life’s drama they must go through, 
with ns much nonrfialance as an actor assumes the character (;f a 
king or an outcast on the stage, and leaves it off when the curtain is 
down. Just so these daring fellows looked forward to getting their 
own again, and resuming their proper place in society; but in the 
meantime avotc just as jolly as ever. Many of them were fugitiv^n 
from Scotland, after the fatal day of CuUoden ; but though the 
cause they loved was at a Ioav ehb for the present, they hoped for fre.'h 
aiil from France and Spain, and were willing to “ bide their time” in 
th(“ir present difficulties. ^ ' 

The cook’s functions having ceased, another comra'^e under the tith* 
of “celiarman,” was called upon,‘'aTul his department was in a more 
palmy state than that of his brother offiex;r. A keg of whisky—tlu' 
right “ mountain-dew”-—wSs placed in the midst; the broth erhoo«l 
gathered round, and, basking in the blaze of a turf fire, v/hicli gave, at 
once, light and warmth to the cave, the theological cook nicommended 
a dram after their fish. ^ 

The celiarman requested he would confine himself to liis own 
business, and not interfere with his department; and indulged in somi; 
sportfve exposition of the intimate relation between soul and spirit as 
he served a draip to each of the party. 

“ By-the-byc,” said Finch, “ I am surprised that there should hi* 
any Avant &r fish, in reality, here. I should have expected there was 
salmon in plenty.” 

“ Oh, the'salmon is plenty enoagh, sir,” replied the cook; “ the matter 
is, to catch it; and Ave have only one fisherman amongst us—Master 
Blake over there is our Izaak Walton, and he came home empty 
handed.” 

** I had but little luck to-day, I own,” said Blake. 

“ Little luck!” repeated he of the ladle; your fisherman’s language 
always needs translation—and ‘little luck’ means ‘no fish!’” 

“ They would not rise!” said Blake. 

“ As for rising—^fhey are waiting for the Spaniards, maybe, to do 
tkaty like ourselves:—try a Spanish next time, Blake.” 

“ That would be a blister!” said the fisherman. 

“ Well, a blister rises—^maybe ’twould rise the salmon—and that’s 
more than you can do.” 

A laugh rewarded the cook for this successful hit at the angler, who 
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took it most good-hmsouredly, and only threw back a sportive ** Bad 
luck to you!”—^with wishing him “ a blister on his tongue.” 

“ Tongues are only blistered when people tell lies—and that’s truth 
I told now.” 

“ lie has you again, Blake!” was the cry. 

“Como Ffrench!” said Blake—for Ffrenclwwas the name of the 
tcinjtorary head of the culinary department—“ Jt I can’t alwaysf rise a 
salmon, you can always raise the song; and, better than the fish, your 
songs are always in season.” 

“ Songs are not unlike fishes,” replied Ffrench. A song is the 
spawn of a poet; and, when healthy, a thing of life and feeling, that 
increase luid multiply, and become food for the world! Here 
is f'lje, that all Ireland, at least, will heartily digest.” 


jpag an aSealatj^,* 


I. 

Fill the cup, my brothers, 

'Fo pledge a toast, 

Which, beyond all others. 

We prize the most: 

As yet ’tie but a notion 
We dare not name 
But soon o’er land and ocean 
'Twill fly with fauic! 
Thenigive the game before us 
One view holla. 

Hip! hurra! in chorus, 

.iFag ail Bealacl^! 
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We our hearts can fling, boys. 
O’er this notion. 

As the sea-bird’s wing, boys, 

Hips the ocean. 

'Tis too deep for words, btQrs, 

The thought we know— 

So, like the ocean-bird, boys, 

We touch and go: 

For dangers deep, surrounding 
Our hopes might swallow •, 

So, through <he tempest bounding, 

dg an IScaUuti i 


• Pronounced, Faug a lioUa^ meaning “ leave the road,” or “clear (h® 
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rhis taongnt with glory 
Did brooding dwell, 

Till time did give it life, bojS, 

To break the shell: 

Tis in our hearts yet lying, 

Jbn unfledg’d thing; 

But soon, an eaglet flying,' 

’Twill take the wing! 

For ’tis 09 timeling frail, boys— 
hTo summer swallow— 

’Twill live through winter's gale, boy 

;^ag on : 
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lawyers may indict ns 
By crooked laws, 

Soldiers strive to fright us 
From country’s cause; 

But we will sustain it 
Living—dying— 

Point of law or bay’net 
'Still defying 1 

Let their parchment rattle— 
Drums are hollow: 

So is lawyer’s prattle— 

ifig air 


Belter early graves, boys— 

Dark locks gory. 

Than bow the bead as slaves, boys,' 

When they’re hoary. 

Fight it out we must, boys, 

Hit or miss it— 

Better bite the dust, boys, 

Than to kiss it! 

For, dust to dust, at last, boys. 

Death wiU swallow— 

Hark!—the trumpet’s blast, boys, 

dfag an ISealac^! 

ine song iras received with rapture, and the chorus went with a 
shout. The inuendo of the early verses pleased every man, who 
translated it to his own taste;—the very cause why inuendo is always 
BO successful in pleasing or annoying:—the individual imagination of 
every hearer docs more than the most elaborate endeavours of the poet 
could "adtieve. 
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Aven after the song was ended, the men were huimning snatches of 
it, and the refrain of Fa^ an Bealach” was echoed from mouth to 
moutli. Tlie theme stirred their blood, and Phaidrig traa caUed on to 
play the “ Blackbird” in his tip-top style. 

It was an unusual thing for Phaidrig to be left so long idle; one 
cause of it, perhaps, was that he kept in the back-ground, 
with Ned in earnest discourse about Ellen, while the rest were 
ployed on more stormy subjects; but, once being enlisted in the bt^* 
ncSsS of the evening, (and after Faff anBealacAt) he knew" they would, 
make a roaring night of it, so giving Ned a hint *^to take care of his 
head,” which Ned took occasion to repeat to Finch, Phaidrig ‘‘yoked” 
his pipes, and there was no patriotic strain on record which was 
left uncalled for. 

Meanwhile the cellarman*s keg was getting lights fveiy moment, 
and, along with it, the heads of the company, till at last there was such 
an exuberance of patriotism, that several gentlemen were singing 
different songs at the same time; wliile Phaidrig, under the special 
patronage of Ffrench, was lilting particularly wicked tunes above 
them all. 

At last, the noise, by degrees, died off; the dry lairs of fern and 
heather, which surrounded the cave, were occupied by those who were 
able to find their way to them, and the silence of sleep succeeded the 
loud wassail which had startled the night wind as it swept the summit 
nf that lonelv mountain. 



CHAPTER XLIV. 


The next morning the guests of the mountain retreat hade adic :i 
to their entertainers, and started under Phaidrig's guidance. On tlui 
road the piper %ad been put into possession of the business which 
.brought Finch to the west, and arranged, in consequence, a double 
plan of action. He promised Finch a guide, who should loa<i him to 
a certain point in the neighbourhood where his venture lay, promising 
that he and Ned would join him after having seen Ellen. Their moun¬ 
tain track was beguiled of its length and toil by the interchange of 
intelligence between Ned and the piper respecting the various fortunes 
which had befallen Lynch and his daughter in Scotland, and Ned in 
.his pursuit of them. Those of the former were of painful interest; 
their numerous hair-breadth escapes—their wanderings, concealments, 
privations, and final escape fi’om Scotland, formed a romance of more 
terrible reality than was ever conjured up by fiction; and their sub¬ 
sequent sufferings in Ireland were not less deplorable, though of a 
more monotonous bharacter;—it was an unbroken series of anxious 
watchings and hidings to escape detection; fbr Lynch had rendered 
himself so obnoxious to the authorities, by the extent and fr(!quen(ry 
of his former enlistments in Ireland, and subsequent endeavours to 
foment a rising in the young Pretender’s favour, tliat a large reward 
was offered for his apprehension; but th? cupidity of meaner enemies, 
thus excited, he had less cause to dread than the personal rancour 
entertained by some, high in power, who wiire straining every nerve 
to discover and arrest him. 

“ Why docs he not fly the country?” said Ned, ^^nstead of living 
within this circle of entrapment you describe.” 

** That’s no such aisy matter,” said Phaidrig. ** All the passes out 
o’ Galway are watched; and as for getting off by the coast, it is so 
lined with cruizers, that it would be madness to attempt it, unless one 
had some fast boat that could go like the wind; and you knoW^e 
could get nothiqg fiere but a heavy fishing boat.” 

Wait till I have a talk with the captain,” said Ned. * I think 
1 see a way of 'stealing a inarch on the enemy.” 
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“ Musha, how?** 

If we could get him further down to the south, where he does not 
enjoy so dangerous a celebrity, an escape might be managed thence.** 
Ay, there’s the matter! — but how to get out of Galway is the 
murther—^for every pass in it is watched! ** 

My plan is this,** said Ned: ** let a boat be in readiness on the 
west bank of the Shannon at a given place; we must get a first-rate 
horse for the captain; in one night he could cross the county, get on 
board, and drop down the river to Limerick, where an embarkation cm 
board some ship bound to an English port, could be efiepted ; and, 
once safe in England, I’ll engage to manage a flitting to France— 
that’s a road I know well. What think you, Finch ?” 

“ It looks well; but I don’t know the nature of the country on the 
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river. i 

“ It is admirably suited to the purpose—sufficiently wide to give 
the opportunity, in ease of being threatened from the shore, to take the 
choice of either bank for a landing; and pursuit by water need not be 
dreaded, for boats are far from plenty on the river.” 

I think you hit it off well,” said Phaidrig. “ Well talk to tlie 
masther about it; and now. Captain Finch, we must soon part com¬ 
pany ; you ought to be seeing some huts soon, fominst you, high-up 
a little to the right.” 

Ned and Finch, on looktUg in the direction indicated, saw some 
smoke rising from a little dingle in the hill side ; and there, Phaidrig 
told them, lived tlie guide to whose care he intended to confide the 
captain. Half an Hour brought them to the hut; the goatheisd under-^"' 
took tlie trust requested; a place was appointed for their reunion in a 
few days, and the friends separated. 

As Ned and Phaidrig now pursued their journey, they could talk 
uninterruptedly of Ellen, and she, therefore, formed the theme of their 
div^course for some hours, as they bent their way back^aiu towards 
Corrib’s upper lake. Ned inquired of the piper how he could tell 
where Lynch had retreated after leaving castle. Phaidrig, with a 
chuckle, answered, “By away of my o^—aisy enough when you 
see it.” 

“ But you are going bac^ now direct for the place you have left?” 

“ Ay, I must ^rst go there, before I can tell where they are. You’ll 
see all about it soon.” 

As Phaidrig said, the means were simple enough whereby he ascer¬ 
tained the course the fugitives bad pursued. On reaching the spot 
wheren Lynch and Ellen landed, the boat was still lying there; on 
hearing this, Phaidrig said Lynch must have considered himself 
dosely pressed, or be would have placed the boat in its regular secret 
haven. “ But now to find out where they are gone!” Saying which, be. 
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grc^d for a fissure in the rock, and putting in his arm to its utanost 
length, drew foiidi a little twig of birch. Phaidrig held out the branch 
in a theatrical manner before him, and assuming an air of great import¬ 
ance, uttered, in a measured, pompous manner, the following words, 
which he addressed to the stick:— 

I command you, upon the vartue of yoijr oath, to tell me where 
. them you know is gone!” He then applied the stick to his ear, and 
gave a nod of satisfaction, and told Ned it was all Hght; that Lynch 
and Ellen were about five hours’ journey out of that spot. 

Ned laughed at this piece of mock magic, in which the piper’s 
sportive humour had indulged,^ acknowledging his trick was a good 
one, and the means of communication simple indeed. 

“ Simple enough,” said Phaidrig, presenting the twig to Ned ; 

look at that,—do you see anything on it ?” 

** Yes, several small nicks.” 

“ Count them.” 

“ Seven.” 

That’s the whole art and mystery of it,” said Phaidrig. “ Ton 
persaive that manes they are gone to No. 7. There are many 
hiding-places throughout these mountains, such as you saw last tiight, 
wheffc some hundreds of people are concealed, and they are all numbered. 
The numbers are got off by heart, like C, by these gentlemen 

in throuble and their followers. The principal leaders have each some 
sign of their own to distinguish them. This twig, you see, has a forked 
end to it,—^that’s Lynch’s sign. There are other signals in there.” 
He pulled forth a straight stick, notched as the other; a twig twisted 
into a ring, and marked; a bunch of five twigs, tied tc^ether with a 
piece of grass. “ Now all these show that'certain men have been 
hiding in the castle yondher, and have gone to each of these different 
coverts. That twisted twig is O’Kelly,—the straight one Burke,—^the 
bundi is D’Any.—So I could tell where all o’ them went after leaving 
this, and so from place to place follow tliem.” 

** But suppose,” inquired Ned, “ that Lynch bad landed on the other 
aide of the lake, how cojald he have made his signal ?” 

“ There is another signal rock at the other side.” 

“ But how can you tell if they have left long ago or lately ?” 

** By the freshness of the cut. You see the sticks are all cut at the 
end. Now Lynch’s is ' fresh, O’Kelly’s is lying here some time, 
Burke’s is an owld date,—quite dry, you see.” He handed them to 
Ned as he spoke, he himself telling by touch and smell what Ned’s 
eyes convinced him to be true. 

" Cleverly contrived,” he said. 

And so simple,” said the piper. ** A notch on a stiidc is as 
readable to a blind man as to them who see: and up and down through 
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these mountaina tiiere are signal rocks appointed to each hiding-plao» 
for patting the sticks in. We call them our post-offices.’’ 

“ A good nam^ Phaidrig.” *' 

But stop,—we mustn’t rob the mail,” said the piper; and he 
restored all the sticks to the crevice in the rock after which they 
left the place, and pushed on for number seven. 

“ You’ll see one of the quarest divils you ever see,” said Phaidrig, 
“ to-night. He’s a sturdy owld chap, that always lives in the saymrct 
place the masther is fone to, and there’s but one tune in the world he 
cares for, and my heart is broke playing it to him whenever he lays 
howld o’ me.” 

“ It is to be hoped the tune is a pretty one.” 

‘ Not it, in throtb,—its only that quare thing, Mee Raw. I sup¬ 
pose you know it ?” • 

“ 1 do. It is a sort of half drony, half lilting, monotonous thing,” 
nnd Ned commenced whistling. ? 

“ That’s it,” said Phaidrig. “ That’s a nice thing to play for hours 
together.” 

“ For hours!” echoed Ned. 

“ Ay, faith. He would not let me cat, drink, nor sleep, if he 
could help it, but keep me evermore blowing away at that 
Ree Raw.” 

They had been walking for about three hours, when they reached 
some very broken ground, where the blind man’s footing seemed more 
insecure tlian usual. “ I wish I could get on faster, for your sake, 
Masther Ned. I know you are burning with impatience to see the 
darlin’ lady; and no wondher, and right glad she’ll bo to you, and 
here you are hampered wdth the tardiness of a blind man.” He had 
hardly uttered the words when he made a false step, tripped, and fdtt 
down an abrupt bank. Ned ran to his assistance, and attempted 
to lift him, but a sharp cry from Phaidrig made him desist. 

“ Don’t stir me—don’t stir me, Masthw Ned,—^my leg is broke.” 

“ Oh, my dear Phaidrig, I hope noV* said Ned, kneeling down 
beside him, and supporting him in his arms, whUe Turlough ran up, 
as if he understood something untoward had happened, and began to 
whine. 

“ This is a cross thing to happen at this present,” said the piper. 

* At any time it is dreadful, Phaidrig, Are you in much pain ?” 

* Yes; when you stirred me 1 gpt a sharp twinge. Straighten the 
leg for me, Mastlier Ned, and lay me quiet, with my back to the bank 
—that’s it; now I have a plan to enable you to make your road good 
to Miss Ndtty.” 

“ I will not leave you, Phiudrig.” 

“ Sure YOU most leave me, if it was for nothing but to get me 



£ Sm (L 


S48 

help. See now,—hope Turhugh will undherstand me, end if he 
does, ell will be rights—just untie the pipes, and take them out and 
, yoke them to me, and I’ll thry a plan.— Turlough! Turlot^h!—here 
boy!” He began to talk to the dog in his own peculiar style, telling 
him he should “ go and find himthen he would point to Ned, 
and tell the dog to “ take* him to him.” After this he began to 
play Mee Raw at a most tremendous rate, and cheer on the dog with 
the cry of “ To him, boy—^fetch him there!” ^ 

The sagacious creature became much excited, looked up eagerly to 
his master, as if endeavouring to catch his meaning, and Ned regarded 
with admiration the heroic disregard to his own suficring the blind 
man displayed, while struck with surprise at hLs readiness of inven¬ 
tion to supply, through the intelligence of his dog, the guidance his 
mishap interrupted. ^ 

His opinion of the dog’s intell|p;ence was not overrated ; the animal 
nttered a few low short barks, as if to express understanding of his 
meaning, and, first fixing his eyes on Ned, ran forward some twenty 
yards, and looked back, as if waiting for him. 

“ He’s off,” said Phaidrig-— 

The dog barked— 

** He’s calling you,” said the piper ; “ I know every bark in him; 
1 m undherstauds my meaning, and will lade you clever and clane to 
the place.” 

“ I am loth to leave you, Phaidrig.” 

“ Sure you must lave me to get help for me, if for nothing else ; 
and, os it happens, the owld fellow I towld you of where you arc going 
is the best bone-setter* in the counthry ; an^ some o’ the boys in the 
hiding-place will come over and bring a door with them to carry me. 
There, now, be off—^put your tendher-beartedness in yonr pocket, 
and start, for the sooner you go the sooner I will have help,—there, 
Twlough is barking again ;—go, and God speed you.” 

** My dear Phaidrig, for your sake I will urge my utmost speed. 
You are satisfied the dog understands ?” 

“ Depend your life on Turlougli^ I tell you—^good bye!” 

Farewell!” said Ned, running after the dog, which dashed on in 
advance, while the wild lilt of Ree Raw from Phaidrig’s pipes pur¬ 
sued them as long as they were within hearing. 

The ground'which it would have taken the sightless Phaidrig two 
hours to traverse, from the diflicubty of progress its roughness pre¬ 
sented, wa4 crossed by the hawk-eyed and swift-footed Ned in half 
the time. The dog led the way to a rocky rift in the side of a steep 
mountain, where some goats were feeding. At the upper end of this 
dell a hut was reared against the face of the cliff, which formed, in 

* The nam Ibr a rural mender of fractured Umlw among the peassutiy. 
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fact, its back wall; its roof was of fern and heather, and its chimney 
of sods, held together by rude wattles woven through them. More 
care seemed to be bestowed on this portion of the structure than, 
is generally the case in such a hovel, where a hole in the roof mostly 
answers the purpose of chimney and window—letting the light in and 
smoke out; but in this case not only the outward but in#ard c(m- 
trivance of the fire-place seemed io have been attended to, for a wide- 
mouthed flue stood out from the rock inside the hut, and carried up 
the blue smoke merrily, which, curling along the side of the clitf as it 
escaped, was scarcely perceptible at a distance, from the similarity o£ 
its colour to the heights which towered above. ^ 

So elaborate a description of a chimney would be unnecessary but 
that it was the most important part of this hut,-*—in fact, the hut was 
for no other purpose than a screen to an opening in the diff, which 
led to an extensive cave, to which tlys wide flue formed the entrance, 
while it also concealed it; and the chimney-top outside served to 
carry off smoke from the principal fire within the cave, as well as from 
the bit of fuel burnt for deception without. The thing was altogether 
so well masked that an ordinary observer wduld never have suspected 
the ti’ick. 

The door was shut when the dog approached the hut ; he scraped 
for admittance without being attended to, and on Ned’s arrival his 
tapping was equally disregarded, therefore he raised the latdh and 
made his entrance. Turlough rushed in after him; and Ned’s 
amazement may be guessed when he saw him run up the chimney. 
Much as his doings had previously surprised him, this last touch ap¬ 
peared the strangest of all; and after a short pause, which the oddl^ 
of the feat produced, Ned looked up the chimney after his friend, but he 
was gone. He then went outside, expecting to see him on the roof—but 
he was not there either. He looked up and down, and whistled for him, 
and at length called lustily oil his nam^but in vain. Tvrlough was 
nowhere to be seen. While thinking looked very like witchcraft, , 
a man issued from the house, which Ned had found empty, and he 
became still more puzzled. Where flbe deuce could he have come 
from ? While he was thinking this, the mysterious person asked him 
the same question in so many words, giving a sort of grunt at the end 
of the sentence, which was his habit; and Ned replied, he had come 
from Phaidrig-na-pi&. ^ * 

“ And why did* not Phaidrig-»wi-jpt6 come himself ?—>hegh!” 

** Because his leg is broken.'* ' * 

“ HumphI—What broke it?** - , 

** Accident.” 

** I didn’t think it was iutinshin!—-hegh! An* is it fartinfJtin 

ax’dent brings you?—humphl” 
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** Intebtion,** ssid Ned, wL. aroused witih the fellow’s gruff pecu< 
go-ve answers as short as the questions. 

There's bad and good intin^ins—^hegh!” 

“ Well—mine are good,” said Ned; “ and with such intentions 
I come to see Captain Lynch.” 

“ Faix, then, you won’t see him.here—^humph!” 

I must!" returned Ned, anxiously. “ I am his trusty friend!” 

1 dunna sitch a person.” 

Yes, you do — he come here last night. You need not fear 
one!” 

♦ “ Fear you?” returned he, with a surly look, that scanned Ned from 
top to toe, before he gave his grunt. 

** I mean, you may trust me. I wish Phaidrig was here to vouch 
for me, and to play yonjiee Mam.” 

The fellow gave a very interrogatory growl, and^ a searching look 
at the words. ^ 

** You see I know something about you. Let me see the captain.” 

I don’t know him, I tell you—^liegh!” 

Wliile he was in the act of denial. Lynch emerged from the hut, 
and hurried up to Ned, holding forth his hand. A hearty grasp, and 
a few words of warm welcome followed. 

“ Miss Lynch?” said Ned, inquirihgly. 

Is welli and here. You shall see her in a moment. "Vniere’s 
Phaidrig ?” 

Ned briefly related the accident; and Lynch, turning to the 
gruff old Cerberus, said no time should he lost in hurrying to his 
assistance. ' 

The fellow thrust his fingers into his mouth, and gave a piercing 
whistle, and, in a fenr seconds after, several men came from the hut. 

Come with me,” said Lynch, addressing Ned. “ You will make 
all right about Phaidrig,” he added—turning to the old "warder. 

A grunt of assent followed. 

“ Xiet me see Miss Lynch for a few minutes,” said Ned, “ and I will 
return with them, and show the way.” 

“ You needn't mind,” replied the growler; “ them that brought 
you here will lead us hack—go in w id you—I tomld you 1 didn’t know 
the caj^tain—heghl” ^ 

“ Come,” said Lyndi, leading Ned into the hut, and showing liim 
the mode of ascent to the qave within the chimney—a strltoge rood to 
a love-mpeting—though, after all, it is most appropriote-r-Cupid is a 
‘climbing boy. ' ‘ 

Si^h a meeting between friends, after so long an absence and inter- 
-vening" anxiety, as that which followed between Bllen, her father, and 
Ned can better be imagined than described. Hours passed by 
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unheeded, in their varied and affiactionate commtuuou; there was so 
much to tell and so much to inquire, of the past so full of painful 
interest, and the present ao fraught with dimgmr. 

Ned ventured, however, to prophesy hopefully of the’ future, holding 
out, in their flight to Spain, a prospect of security and repose. Lyndi 
here, with an enthusiasm in the Stuart cause which all his sufTering 
could not tame, declared he would remain in Ireland as long as there 
was a chance of a blow being struck in their favour. ** But yon,** he 
said, addressing Ned,—“ you must not attach yourself to my desperate 
fortunes—for desperate they are, though I am determined to dare 
them.” 


” I will never desert you,” exclaimed Ned, fervently. * 

A look, beaming with aSection, from EUen’s sweet eyes —looking 
sweeter for the sadness which partly shaded their lustre—^was Ned’s 
reward for this expression of hearty devoti^ to her father. He, 
grasi)ing the youn§ man’s hand, eaiid,— 

“ 1 know yqu are attached to me—and I know the cause. You 

liave often served my daughter and myself at need-and —” 

He was suddenly interrupted by a loud tapping at the outside 
door, and he rose and left the cave. In a few minutes he returned, 
supi>orting a grounded man ; on beholding whom, Ellen rushed forward, 
exclaiming, “ Father Flaherty !—Oh—dear father—^you bleed! ” • 

“ I do, my chil<l—but ’tis only a flesh-wound. Lynch, prepare for 
defence ;—they have hunted me close, and are not far ofll” 

“ Are there many ?” 

“ More than I could wish. Where are the rest of our compani<»is:? ” 
“ They are absent.” 

A look of agony passed across the price’s features as he exdaiinad« 
“ Then God have mercy on us !” 

“ Are you still able to fight?” 


“ Yes.” 

“ Here is one who will give us brave %6lp,’* 
to Ned. } 



“ What, you here!” said the father; “ I wish we hod hapj^er times 
for our meeting, Ned; but I am glad to' see you—^make haste—let 
' us stand by the door and defend it.” 

“ Ellen, go into your hiding-place in case of the worst,” said 
Lynch, as he took from her hands several weapons she had brought 
from a recess in tlie cave, and distributed them to Ned and the priest. 

Thus aimed, they descended from the <^ve to the hut, and piling 
several logs against the door, rendering it capable of resistance,- they 
stood in wait for the approach'of the priest-huntera, in case they had 
trai;ked liim to the retreat. They soon heard the tramp of hot^emen, 
and looking Out through the loops with which the place was pnovided. 
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iiwaited their coining with deadlj determination to sell their lives 
dearly. 

“ Hold your fire till they are closer,” said Lynch, ** we can’t throw 
away a shot—’tis well our powder and ball are in cartoidges; we can 
load in the dark.” 

The hunters were now so close as to be visible, and surrounded the 
hut, swearing violent oaths, and calling for the priest with a profanity 
of expression unfit to be recorded. Tlie answer was a well-directed fire 
from the hut, which caused other yells than those of triumph from the 
assailants. ' 

“Force the door!” was the cry from without. Some men 
descended 'from their saddles at the command, while others came 
down at the leaden invitation sent out to them from the hut. A rush 
was made at the door—the logs inside resisted those without, while 
Lynch, as they pres* d close to the entrance, plunged the bayonet 
with which his gun was armed through a chin* in the door, and a 
shriek of agony succeeded, with a heavy fall. 

“ He has it!” exclaimed the captain, with savage exultation. 

A fre^ shout was raised outside. “Burn the vermin in their 
nest,” was the cry. 

It was scarcely uttered, when several fiambeaux, with which such 
hunting parties were provided, were lighted, and thrown on the 
thatch of tlie hut, after which, the assailants rode swiftly out of rca(;h 
of gunshot, to which the light exposed them with more certainty— 
a result not thrown away on those inside, who sent telling shots ai'tcr 
the incendiaries. When quite out of range, the merciless party 
tuened round to enjoy the sight of the 'blazing hut, tvhich they bar¬ 
barously imagined was the fiery tomb of their victims; little dreaming 
of the safe retreat the cave afforded those whom tliey would have 
sacrificed to the fiames. Their shouts rose high in proportion to the 
height of the blaze, as in fiery tqngue-like form it licked the grey cliff 
which stood out in ghastly r^ief against the dark sky.' 

The glare soon passed—and as the fire was nearly out, the hunters 
I'ode off; but they had not paid the full reckoning of their adventure. 
The party who had gone for Phaidrig, was a strong one and well armed, 
and was entering the dingle as the first fiash of the blazing hut told 
them what had taken place. Laying the piper in a place of security, 
tliey distributed themselves at the mouth of the pass, in the most 
advantageous order, awaiting the exit of their enemies, who, as they 
urere retiring in high glee after their supposed triumph, received a 
murderous ^ along their whole Hne. Taken thus by surprise they 
were p&mc stricken,-—they fancied', they were entra|q»ed into an 
and **imuve gtti was the cry, while droppiDgidiotg after 
additional yigour io 
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CHAPTER XLV. 

When Phaidrig neara the nut was urea, ana the gien in possession ot 
^jnemies, he forgot all bodily pain in the agony of mind he endured lest 
the few left behind in the hiding-place had fallen victims to the attack; 
and when, after the flight of the priest-hunters, his friends came to 
eany him to the cave, he besought some of them, to run forward and 
ascertain the truth. 

“ Sliout, if they’re safe,” said he, “ for my heart is on the rack till 
1 know— run, boys, run, if you love me ! ” 

Several complied with his request, and dashed onward, while 
Phaidrig was slowly borne along by the rest. The nature of their 
br..’den, the darkness, and roughness of the ground, retarded their pro- 
giHiss, so that they had not half reached the end of the gien b^ore their 
i-onipanions in front had ascertained the safety of the inmates of the 
cave, and gave the signal-shout. It was returned by those who were 
advancing, and by none more vigorously- than the disablfid*piper, wbe. 
mingled thanks to Heaven with his transport. 

As it was impossible to remove Phaidrig into the cavd without 
I'unuing the risk of disturbing the setting of his leg, wliich had heem- 
elFocted by the old growler before he was shifted from the spot where 
the accident occurred; a shelter was msde near the warm embers * 
the burnt hut, where, under care of one of the brotherhood, he 
remained while the rest entered the cavct and were so<m engaged in 
active council as to the course most fitting to pursue, under existing 
circumstanoes. It was to be looked fof^ard to that the discomfited 
hunters would return in greater strength, to recover their dead, whom 
they were forced to abandon ; in which case the present post would be 
untenable, and the sooner it was deserted the better. Some advoeatedv. 
an immediate removal to another of their haunts, but the m^oxi4:yi>' 
seemed to consider morning would be sufficiently early for their 
flitting. While such matters were discussed wifliin the cave, 
and !^en visited the piper, who found comfort in the gentle phj^ng 
voice of his “ darling Bliss Nellyand when she had retired for the 
night to an innermost nook of the retreal^ which formed a p^s^tly 
separate apartment, Ned insisted on repiaiuiiig without, to keep^ioom* 
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gany with his friend Phaidrig, whose requests to the coutrai y were in 
vain ; and thus passed the night. 

At the earliest peep of dawn the inmates of the cave were in motion. 
Packing up the few conveniences the retreat could boast of, they pre¬ 
pared for a march; but before tliey started, endeavoured, by rolling 
some large stones, and plhcing a quantity of heather, naturally dis¬ 
posed, in front of the entrance to the cavern, to conceal from their 
enemies, who might return to the spot, the existence of so safe a 
hiding-place, to which, after the lapse of some time, they might again 
resort with security. To be certain of this asylum remainifig undis¬ 
covered, it was agreed that one scout should remain b^ind and watch 
frenn an overhanging eminence the proceedings of the party which 
should retnra for their dead. Lots were cast for tlie fulfilment of this 
duty; he on whom it fell took it merrily, and having obtained three 
days’ rations for his subsistence, and an extra supply of ball-cartridge, 
he bade his friends good-bye, and mounted to his eyrie, while they 
commenced their descent. The sentinel of the clift* tracked liis depart¬ 
ing companions with his eyes as long as they remained in sight, and 
when leil; in sole possession of the mountmn solitude, lie occupied 
himself in selecting the best and safest point for the fuUilm<*.nt of his 
duty, and then engaged in making it as comfortable as luountaiii- 
bivouac might be, and, when completed, he threw himself down within 
his lair, close and watchful as a hare in her form. 

Meanwhile his companions were pursuing their route to another of 
their hill hiding-places, the burden of bearing Phaidrig bding changed 
every half-hour among the party, while the nroundt‘.d pri(«t leaned on 
Lynch, Ned having the more precious cliarge of Ellen. It was the 
most delightful day they had known for a long and weary time; even 
thus surrounded with dif&culties, flying from per.secution, the presence 
of the lovers to each otliejr had a charm superior to external dangers. 
What dart .or dismal thought could be entertained by him who now 
loek^idotn .flBe gladdened eyes of^thc lovely girl he supported over 
ecs^ nu^'iareent; xn<H% lovely, he thought, even in her simple ^>easaut 
giflne, l^ian in the fashionable frippery of courts, in whidi he had 
adored her i besides, he now looked upon her more securely as his 
own—there was that in Lynch’s manner which implied consent, and 
for some hours of their journey Ned had uninterrupted care of Ellen. 
At length a halt was called. A smdJPdefile was approadied, in which, 
should they be attacked, the party must hove engaged to disad¬ 
vantage, tberefoi« seouts were thrown out to the right and left, yrho, 
hscending the heights en either side, reconnoitred the pass, and ascer¬ 
tained its safety before the main body ventured on passing. This 
having been aoWved Ned and Ellen were again permitted to lag in 
the rearj -nnd enje^ distinct companionship; and not the least of their 
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pleasure was tbe conunun^n of adulation produoed by tbe grandeur 
of the scenery through which they passed. «rhe lonely labyrinlhs of 
the wilds they traversed presented eternal changes of the most 
picturesque form; that noble group of mountains, Imown as the 
Twelve Pins of Bunabola,” whose lofty peaks are amoi^ the first 
landmarks seen by the Atlantic navigatofc, rose right brfore them ; 
and the intricate interlacing of thmr bold yet graceful lines, called 
fresh admiration as each advance of the travelers presented them la 
some novel combination. , Lake after lake, too, they passed; tranquH^ 
&liunberii% in their mountain-cradles, but at Imigth one burst upcm 
their view of surpassing beauty—^its waters, reflecting the dork ridk 
tones of the hills above, gave more brilliant efiect to an uninterrupted 
belt of lilies that lay upon, or rather round its bosom, girdling it with 
floral loveliness. Ellen an^ Edward paused; they thought they had 
never seen anything half so beautiful in all their lives, they gazed and 
gazed upon it in silence for some minutes, and looked rather than spoke 
their admiration. He stole his arm round her waist, and whispered, 
Here, darling one, here—could not we dwell for ever, and wish no 
liappiness beyond?” He seemed to feel by anticipation all that the 
bard of his eountiy, then unborn, so beautifully exnresses of some 
place 

“ - ■ . eaohanting 

Wh^e all is flowery, wild, and sweet, 

. And nonght but love is waiting; 

We think how bleat had been our lot 
If Heaven had but assign'd us. 

To live and die in that aweet spot 

But no—^they might not live, whatever chance there was oi dyisg 
there; and Ned, as he held his beloved one to his heai% sigh^ to 
think tliat in their native land there was'no safely for them, and that 
liberty and security were only to be found in exile. 

A shout from the party in advance r^i^alled them from their fond 
reverie, and they hastened to follow their friends; bn^ as they were 
losing sight of the lily>girdled lake, 

* They cast a longing,* Imgeimg look bdiiad.” 

Their course now tended upwards towards the innermost recesses of 
the pins,” within whose labJlHntha lay the retreat to which tltdr 
steps were directed, and the scene of loveliness they had just quitted 
rendered the savage nature of the region they b^an to ascend more 
startling. Bugged and precipitous were the paths,^ often intersected 
by deep guUies, through which the mountain*tcffrentB foamed and 
roared, overhung by toppling clifis whose projecting crags seeaied 
almost poised in air-*-^ delicately balanced, that fancy might suggeat 
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iiie towib of a diild sufficient t^cast thenffrom their misty heights. 
I^metimes the echoes were challenged by the “bark*’ of the eagle, 
l^nself so unused to visitors in this, his own domain, that the presence- 
0 ^ ‘man startled him not, insomuch that the party in many cases 
approacdied within twenty yards of the royal bird ere he quitted his 
perdi upon the rock, and even then be spread his ample wing so 
leisurely as to give assurance his flight was not one of fear, but rather 
of a haughty retirement from unwelcome intrusion. What an idea of 
soHtude was conveyed by this absence of fbar on the part^of a wild 
creature: had it known more of man it would have felt more alarm 
at his approach! 

How finely this fact is touched by Cowper, in the expressions he 
a^butes to Selkirk on the desert ide 

• 

** The beasts that roam over the plain, 

My form with indifFerence see; 

They are so unaeqaainted with mao, 

Their tameness is shocking to me.” 

But in the case of our fugitives, tlie tameness was not shocking; 
it was the evidence of a remoteness from the haunts of man most 
welcome. The ascent now became more difficult as they advanced, 
painfully so, indeed, to those carrying poor Phaidfig, who, in Iiis dis¬ 
abled state, where rest was so necessary, had borne the rough journey, 
not only with patience, but even mirthfulness, often interchanging a 
joke with his friends on the way. Now the bearers were obliged to 
be often changed, and great care and ingenuity employed to get him 
up son^e of the sharp acclivities, where, often the strength and activity 
an able man were required to achieve his own passage. In all those 
delicate cases,” the gruff bone-setter was Intendant of the process, 
and growled his instructions to the operatives undm* him how to-pro¬ 
ceed, swearing occasionally, if they were awkward or precipitate, that 
they would spml his work ” if they did not take care. By dint of 
tml and skill, however, Phaldrig was safely brought to the topmost 
step of this mountain ladder, which the rest of the party had already 
achieved, one of their munher having been forwarded to give the re¬ 
quisite signals to those in possession of the retreat, that friends were 
coming, lliose friends were hear^j^ welcomed, and one difficulty 
alone presented itself—it was, that there was scarcely accommodation 
for sojimany, even if they were all men; but the case was rendered 
still more awkward by a lady being of the party. This was soon 
obviated, however. All set to work vigorously to prepare a tempo¬ 
rary shelter for her. A heap of stones was collected close beside the 
cave—of these, rude walls were rapidly formed, roofed over with the 
same, material, the crevices were stopped with grass, mosses, and 
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Heather, and the interior furnished irom the cave with goat and sheep 
skins, which, with the addition of a eo^ple of mifitary deaks, fomed 
no bad sleeping place. A rougher shdter, bj way of guerd^house, wos 
raised beside it, to be occupied by Lynch and Ned; and these prelimi¬ 
nary preparations for the night being made, the party enter^ the 
principal retreat, which in its genend features resembled those already' 
described, and where the same rude fare and careless conviviality were 
to be found. The splints and bandages on Phaidrig’s leg being lodeect 
to by the bone-setter, who pronounced all safe, and Father Flaherty's 
wound having a fresh dressing, the work of the day was over, and ^e 
evening was given up to such enjoyment as the circiimstancci of the 
time and place could afford. . 
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CHAPTER XLVl* 


The earliest act of the succeeding morning was the united derotiok. 
of the mountain refugees, ^ they knelt at* the sacrifice of the mass, 
performed by the wounded priest. To many of those present, the re¬ 
ligious exercise was the more welcome, as it was long since they had 
eiyoyed it—^more welcome, because in the minister who oiiicj^ted they 
beheld a human being elevated by spiritual influence above the first 
law of his mortal nature, which prompts to self-preservation, and who, 
in the commission of this act, rendered his life forfeit to the cruel 
customs of the times—more dear, because as they knelt in the faith of 
their fathers, their tendercst sympathies and affections were engaged; 
but, dearest of all, from that principle of resistance to injustice so 
deeply rooted in the human heart, which exhibits increase of fortitude 
in proportion to the violence o%iggression ; that principle which has 
made patriots and martyrs. Without a Gesler we should not have 
had a Tell, and piety has ever been increased by persecution. It 
matters not in what cause, or in what faith, this undpng principle of 
human nature is exercised : as it was, so it is, ^d ever will he. The 
unmolested English, who for centuries have walked quietly to church, 
with their prayer-books and lubles under their arms, and who have 
heard smooth sermons from velvet-cushioned-pulpits, cannot know 
that desperate earnestness of faith which possessed the Covenanter of 
Scotland and the Catholic of Ireland, wlio vrorshipped in mountain 
dells and secret caves, whose prayers might have for their response a 
volley of musketry, instead of the peaceful “ Amen whose religion 
indeed, might make them think of eternity, for in its exei'cisc they 
starad death in the face. 

Ned, it may be remembered, was first impressed with a love of his 
religion at Bruges, were he saw it in its pomp; but now, his heart 
expanding to higher emotions with his increasing age, stirred to deeper 
sympathies than the Galway boy could entertain, and kneeling beside 
the woman he adored in the proscribed faitli of his nation, .he felt the 
holiest aspirations' he had ever experienced. What were the lofty 
columns of the gorgeous cathedral compared to the towering clif&, 
whose pinnacles hung above them !—what the fretted roof to God’s 
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own heaven !—what eplendoiir of sacerdotal robes so impressive as 
the blood-stained bandage of that wounded priest! 

The morning sacriiice over, the morning meal succeeded, after 
which a dispersion of the party took place among the lulls ; some to 
tlie waters, towards their base, in search of fish; others amidst their 
coverts, to find game ; some to collect fuel* Lynch, Ellen, and Ned, 
with the wounded priest and disabled inper, were left in possession of 
the retreat. A portion of the day was spent in making the accom¬ 
modation so hastily undertaken the evening before, more comfortable, 
and tlien JJi^long consultation ensued between the three gentlemen as 
to future ihovcmeiits. In the course of this discussion^ Lynch declared 
himself fully as a consenting party to the union of Edwai’d with his 
daughUa*, and oven expressed a desire she "could be prevailed upon to 
'(uit her present life of danger, and, under the protection of a husband, 
retire to Spain. Ned strove to influence the father to accompany 
tliem, urging, as an inducement, the unlikeliliood of Ellenconsenting 
to leave him; hut he was immoveable on this point, until aH hc^e of a 
movcmexit in the Pretemder’s cause should cease. _ 

The 1 ‘cvercnd father lior<',” he said, “ has brought over cn- 
courjiging news ; we may confidently look for aid from France, where 
the Prince has arrived.” 

“ lie lias escaped then from Scotland ? ” said Ned. 

“Yes,” said the padre, “all Pwis.was alive about him—nothing 
was talked of but his i-oinantic adventures and wonderfid escape; and 
the first night ho went to the opera, the whole house rang \v'ith. 
admiring Avelcome.” 

A sliadc crossed Lynch’s brow, as he rejieated in a subdued tone of 
vexation, “ The opera I—the opera !—Oh, Charles Edward, while you 
are enjoying sw^eet sti'ains at the oper.a, the wailing of widows and 
orphans in your cause rings throughout these isles ! ” *■ 

“A good.many thought the same thing in Paris, I can tell you,” 
said the father, “ though the senseless mob shouted.” 

“ With all my devotion to him and his house, I cannot shut 
my eyes to such frivolity,” said Lynch.—“ The opera !—good 
Heaven!—to plunge into the luxurious dissipation of Paris, while 
the heads of brave men are brought daUj to tlw block in England— 
*tis monstrous r 

“ And yet you wtlZ stay here, sir, for his cause.” said Ned. 

“ For the cause,” returned Lynch impressively—“ It is not alone 
for him we fight—’tis for our homes and faith os well.” 

“ As for the homes of Ireland,” said Father Flaherty, sadly, few of 
them are safe—^many of them have passed to the hands of the stranger; 
and of all places on the earth, Ireland is the saddest for a true 
Irishman.’* 
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** But our faith stands fast!’’ returned the enthusiast, 'Hhej cannot 
rob us of that.” 

** As for the faith, my dear Captain,” answered the priest, “ you 
could enjoy that unmolested in Spain; and I am inclined to be of the 
same opinion with my friend Ned, that you might as well make a 
start of it along with the young people, and be off, particularly as you 
are so marked a man.” 

“ If the promised aid from France should npt arrive this time,” 
said Lynch, why then, perhaps-” 

“ You will fly with us,” said Ned, joyously. ^ 

“ Let us waif till the hour arrives,” said Lynch, “ ’twiU be time 
enough to speak then—for the present we will say no more: let ut 
seek Mien.” 

He rose and entered the cave, where his daughter was sitting beside 
the couch of Phaidrig, whiling away the tedium of his confinement by 
her companionship. The piper’s gaiety was unimpaired, he was as 
mirthful as ever, and Ellen was laughing at one of his little pleasantries 
^ her father entered. 

Instead of Pbaidrig’s being down-hearted over his mislbrtune, 
father, he has been making me laugh,” said'she. 

“ What's the fun, Phaidrig ?” inquired Lynch. 

“ Oh, I was only tellin’ Miss Nelly, your honour, that instead of 
being worse, I’d be tlie l>etther o’ my accident.” 

«How?” 

“ Because, I’ll soon be able to do with my leg what I can’t do with 
my hands.” 

“ What is that ? ” 

* ITlick, the bone-setter, says my leg will begin to knit in a few 
days.” 

Lynch smiled at the oddity of the conceit, and said however much 
nis leg might knit, he feared it would never make him a pair of 
stocking.?. 

“ Oh, that would be too much to expect,” replied Phaidrig, “ one leg 
to work for the other ; ’twould be enough if it worked for itself, and 
it’s then I'd have a pet leg, like the mayor of Londonderry.” 

“ I never heard of him,” said Ellen: “ What an odd conceit—a pe* 
leg. I have beard of a pet lamb, or a pet kid—^but a pet leg!—” 
What is that but a pet calf?” said Phaidrig. “ Well, this-fellow 
was a little mad, and used to dress up his pet calf in all sorts of finery, 
while his other poor aliin of beef had all sorts of ill usage. One was 
decked out in silk, while ragged worsted was good enough for the 
other. One had a fine footstool to rest on, while the other was knocked 
about against chairs ati4 tables j and the pet log he called his pro¬ 
les* ant leg, while tlie other he called his papist leg; ‘and sure, if he 
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nras walkin’ the road, he picked out the clane places ll»r his protestant 
leg, and popped the poor papist leg into the dirtiest pnddles he 
could see,” 

“ That’s one of your own queer inventions, Phoidrig,” sold Ellen, 
laughing. 

“ Thruth every word of it, Miss,—but wait till you hear the end of 
it. He wanted to put his poor papist leg into such a deep dirty diteh 
one day, that he fell down and broke it. Well, he was taken home, 
and the docthor was sent for, and the leg set and bandaged up, and be 
was put tl$ bed; but, my dear, what does he do in the night, when the 
nurse is asleep, but take the bandages oif his papist leg, which he 
thought had no right to so much attention, and put them on his 
protestant leg. The next morning, when the docthor came, he asked 
to see "the leg, and out the pet leg was popped, with the bandages on it; 
and sure the docthor forgot which leg it was was broke ; and feeling 
Ibe leg straight and right, said that would do, and went away; but, my 
jewel, a mortification set in in the poor ill-used limb before the mad 
thrick of the high churchman was discovered, and then there was 
nothing for it but to cut it off—and the poor fool sunk undber the 
operation; so that the end of it was, he lost his catholic limb furst, 
and lost his life next, for overpetting the protestant leg.” 

Ellen’s quiet smile at the sarcastic drift of Phaidrig’s story was in 
singular contrast to the knitted brow of her father, as he shook his 
head and remarked, how much bitter truth was often to be fouud 
under the guise of a fable. 

Father Flalierty observed that the story .would be more palatable in 
Paris than in Dublin, whereupon Phaidrig declared that it would be 
“buttherto his bones” (whereby he meant great pleasure) “to tell 
that same story to Primate Stone.” 

“ And you would certainly be hanged for your pains,” said Ljnticlj, 
“ without the Archbishop understanding one word of' your meaning. 
They are blind now, in very drunkenness ‘of intolerance; but, despite 
their persecution, the day will yet come^when future prelates will bo' 
able to read the rn'oral of your grotesque fable. But, to leave fables 
and come to fact.s,—what is the rendezvous you have appointed with 
Mr. Fitzgerald’s friend, this Mr. Finch, whom you have sent down 
to the coast somewhere; for I understand it will lie time to start 
to-morrow, according to agreement made at parting? Can you 
instruct a guide to lead our yohng friend ?” 

“ Aisy enough. It’s a shug little place in the hills, not far from 
ihe Kiliery harbour; many of our friends here can find the way ready. 
It will be only a pleasant day’s walk.*' 

“ Then fo-morrow you must start,” said Lynch to Ned. “ And now, 
Ellen, come out and take a ramble with ns in the liills; I will show 
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SStaf^erald a spkndid scene from a neSglibcKirrag peiiit) oomroanding 
a Yiew c£ Glen Hohen aad'Ijoagh Ina. Besides, 1 think Phaidrig 
Ikas been talking rather too much; the quieter he can keep the better, 
lot aama days.” 

With these words the party sallied forth on their excursion, and, 
after a delightful ramble^ reached the pmat of view Lynch had pro¬ 
mised, which more than realized dl he had said. As tliey topped the 
aedirity that opened to them the long-stretehing Ina and its wooded 
idands, some red deer, stm'tled by their approach, bounded before 
them down the heath^y ateep, giving life and additional beauty to the 
scene. Besting in this bhautiful spot, the party enjoyed a pleasant 
conversation for awhile. jE31en delighted to see the sternness and 
sadness of her father unbent and softened, as he emerged from his 
habitual gravity to share in thd interchange of livelier thoughl^ than 
of late he had indulged in. After a while he arose, and seating himself 
apart at some distance, took a small book from his pocket sind began 
to read intently. 

“ That is a breviary he is engaged upon,” said Ellen, in an undej- 
tone to Ned. “ My father, ever strict in his religious duties, Ife now 
more so than ever ; he says he knows not the hour his life may be 
forfeited, and he tries not to be overtaken unprepai’cd. It makes me 
tremble to hear him talk sometimes so certainly of such terrible things 
as may happen.” 

Ned here took occasion to urge his suit respecting her retiring with 
him to Spain, as in accordance with her father’s wishes; but she 
silenced him at once with .a resolute “ Never.” 

“ No, Edward—I will not desert him: I will join you in ui’gent 
entreaty to induce him to fly the country with us—but without him 
I will never go.” 

There was an earnestness in her manner which carried conviction 
with it, that to shake her resolution would he impossible; therefore 
Ned tried it no longer, but* they consulted on the most likely means of 
inducing Lynch to abandon the Stuart cause for the present in Ireland; 
and sweet moments were passed in inventing arguments in which their 
own future hopes formed a principal part. 

“ Perhaps, dearest Ellen,” said Ned, softly, and slily coaxing her 
hand within his;—“ perhaps, darling one, if we were married at once 
it might induce him?” 

Ellen bent her eyes archly upon him, and with a significant shake 
of tlie head, and a smile full of meaning, asked him how, in their present 
circumstances^ jie could venture to make such a proposal .to any woman 
whom he thought possessed of three grains of sense. “ But, perhaps, 
you think all women are fools on this subject?” 

Ned protested he entertained the highest opinion of the capacity of 
female intellect in general, and of hers in particular. 



TREiASUIfiE: TROVE. 


.Ids 

‘‘Could I think otherwise of you, my'darling!—my angel!— 
my— 

Ned’s raptures were cut short by the tiny hand being raised with a 
forbidding action, and a whispered recommendation beinsg given not to 
talk nonsense, more particularly as her father was approaching them. 

Lynch suggested it was time to go back to the retreat, where, - on 
their return, they found their companion who had been left behind to 
watch their last asylum, already arrived; and wifjl) the good news which 
he was dealing round to his friends, that their enemies had not found 
out the secret of the cave when they came to remove their dead. That 
so safe a hiding-place remained undiscovered was welcome intelligence 
indeed; for not only would it have been the loss of a choice asylum, but 
would have given a hint to their enemies of the nature of the places 
they selected for their abodes, which might have led to ibrther evil 
consequences. The arrival of the sentinel amongst his companions, 
after fulfilling lus dangerous duties unscathed, was rejoiced at, and the 
cave was rather the merrier for the event. 
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Next day Ned, after a gentle farewell trom Ellen, was on his way to 
the Kill^y harbour, under guidance of one of the brotherhood of 
mountain-refugees; and as evening was closing, after a delightful walk 
through scenery of the same class already j^escribed, he reached the 
point where he might expect to find Finch. The expectation was 
realised: he found his friend enjoying an autumnal sunset which 
shed its glory over the Atlantic, a^ glowing under the gulden light, it 
was seen throt^h the majestic frame of a mountain-pass, with all the 
beauty of Claude, and more of grandeur. 

Warm was the greeting of the friends; and, ere they slept that 
night, miuiy an important move regarding tjieir future proceedings 
was planned,—and when Finch was of the council, a thing planned 
was nearly as good as executed. But in this case^ one of those 
trivial circnmstances which sometimes tend to mar the best laid 
schemes, interfered with tlie working out of the present. It was 
agreed that the sooner a remove from Ireland was made ^ the better, 
particularly as regarded Lynch; and, ns Finch had previously oifered, 
he again said the treasure he sought, if fouhd, was heartily at Ned’s 
service, to get himself and his friends out of trouble. In search of the 
point laid down in Finch’s instructions, he and Ned sts^ted the day 
following. The place, near which the treasure lay, was only a few 
miles ^tant; and a ramble along the shore of a beautiful bay towards 
a rocky point which formed its southern extremity, placed them in 
view of a small castle,—one of those early structures for defence, a 
square sturdy-built tower, machicolated at its angles. As they drew 
near, they perceived a great number of people actively engaged in tlie 
neighbourhood in the formation of large heaps of some material 
obtained from the sea. On a nearer approach it was perceptibly 
sea-weed, which, on inquiry, they found was burnt in large quantities 
at this season for the production of kelp. After tl;o customary 
exchanges of civjlity between the peasants and the strangers, Finch 
and Ned commenced their observations to ascertain the true bearings 

the important spot which contained the treai^ure. Tliis they were 
not long in finding, for the peaks of the mountains in the bad&ground, 
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and the markings of the shore, gave points easily recognisable. 
Having ascertained these, the next point was to measure the distance 
from A certain angle pf the castle, and when this was done, (and it was 
obliged to be done slily, for the peasants were numerous and dose 
beside them,) they found, to their great discomfiture, that a very large 
lieap of the kelp-weed lay directly on the spot. 

Here was what huntsmen call ** a check.” In any case, to have an 
occupation in progress which ccmgregated the peasants about the 
castle would have been awkward; but her§ was the very spot th^ 
wanted for the exercise of their own peculiar practice in possession of 
kelp-burners, and, to make the matter worse, many more days were 
yet to be employed in the collection of the weed, and afterwwds a 
period required for drying and burning. Had they been a fortnight 
earlier, they would have found the same spot in utter loneliness; but 
as the weed was found in great abundance on the shore bordering on 
the castle, a gathering of the neighbouring people always took place 
at the fitting season to collect and prepare their kelp, and the old 
castle made a sort of general head-quarters during the process. 

Wliile this state of thin^ lasted, it was manifest that any attempt 
to raise the treasure would have been dangerous, and there seemed 
nothing for it but to wait until the kelp-burning was over, and in the 
meantime Ned proposed to Finch to join the party in the hills. 

“ You know they are outlaws,” said Ned, “ and of course their 
company is dangerous ; and as it seems some six weeks must pass 
before you can revisit the castle with safety, perhaps you might as 
well return to some neighbouring town, where you and 1 can meet 
occasionally; for, of course, my dear Finch, wherever a ‘ certain 
person’ is there will I continue; and nothing can induce-her to leave 
her father.” * 

“ And do you think,” returned Finch, “ that I would desire to be 
in any better place than where a beautiful girl, inspired with the 
noblest feelings, chooses to harbour in the ikee of aU dangers?^’ 

I know, my dear fellow,” said Ned, ** you are as dauntless o# 
danger^ when necessary, as any human being, and under such circum¬ 
stances^ is I have seen you; but when it is not necessary to expose 
yourself- ** 

** Pooh! pooh I” interposed Finch. “ A handful of danger, more or 
less, in the course of a man’s life is nothing; beudea;,' here I have 
something new to see. I have witnessed adventure ^longh by sea 
and shore; but tliis mountain life, of wliich you have given such a 
romantic description, will be new to me, if you think your friends will 
not olgect to my sojourn among them.” 

** You know how you were welcomed the other day at ^e * boankof 
green clotiiT” 
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Ttae" fiaid Finch, saniling at the recollection. ** But there is 
a d^erence between a casual courtesj like that and a permanent 
Vasidenee.*^ • 

“ As long as their own residence is tenable anywhere, I will 
ensure you a hecurty wdcome, and perhaps* something above the 
ordinary temperature of Hibernian warmth, from the proof you give 
of contempt of danger.*’ 

The next day proved bow justly Ned had estimated the feelings of 
his con^anions; for no^ng could exceed the warmth of Finch’s 
reoeptkm at the cave. Hctc for many days the novelty of their mode 
ef lif^ and the spl^dour of the scenery, were enough to amuse him, 
after which, the intimacy whidh arose between him and Lynch held 
his attention engaged. They found in each other a congmiial spirit 
of enterprise,—^the invention to engender plans, resources to meet the 
difficulties of execution, and hearts to dare every obstacle. Thus 
it wotdd liappen, that they would sometimes ramble into the hills 
together, while others of the party were engaged in the dmly routine 
of procuring supplies, as already described, and, ensconced in some 
mountain dingle, or stretched on some ftl side amAig the heather, 
hours upon hours were passed in dreams of possible adventure, so that 
at last-it became a usual thing for Lynch and the guest to set out 
in the morning, remain together all day, and not return till the 
evening. 

At the same time, another couple of persons were wont to pair oft 
for a ramble together through the hills; and Ned and Ellen, thus 
migaged, were, in nursery-tale parlance, “ as happy as the day was 
long.” Among many haunts, the most favourite was a small river, 
which, having its origin in the hills, bounded wildly from crag to 
crag, and made its precipitous road to the sea by a succession of 
picturesque falls, one more beautiful than another. This stream was 
remarkable for abounding in a species of mussel, frequently containing 
pearls, which, though inferior in lustre to the oriental, were still oi 
4great beauty, and in search of these Ned and Ellen passed much of 
their time. He, as weU as his “ ladye Ipve,” had assumed th|^pe^8ant 
guise, (a practice rather common to the refugees,) as thus they might 
appear with less chance of observation from evil eyes, when they ven¬ 
tured from the security of their mountain retreats, and trusted them¬ 
selves towards the plains. In these loose habiliments, Ned was more 
free to wade and search in the shoals of the pearl river for the shelly 
treasures which were destined for a necklace for his loved one, who, 
seated on some jutting rock, smiled on the labours of her lover, as she 
received from his hand the produce of his search. How many happy 
days were thus spent; happy, in spite of all their doubts, difficulties^ 
and dangers I 
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By good luck, however, the retreat remalued unsuspected by “ the 
authorities,” and in the unmolested sc^curity of the hills the r^ugeee 
got on gaily. Phaidrig’s leg, under the growling orders of Ulick, was 
mending fast, so much so, that he could sit up a little, and givt» his 
friends a lilt on the pipes. Lynch found more repose than he had 
done for months; and Ellen, freed from* pressing anxiety on her 
father’s account, and rejoicing in her new-found companionship, 
recovered all her good looks, and was never seen in more beauty. It 
might be that the delicacy of tint which is esteemed in a courtly l«dl- 
rooni (which rouge, perforce, is sometimes called to light up) was 
somewhat invaded by the mountain air ; but that same bracing atmo¬ 
sphere brought with it health ; and if the clmek bore a glow beyemd 
the standard of haut ton^ the clear bright beaming of the eye sustained 
it, and might have shamed tfce languid glance of a court belle; while 
the elastic tread of the mountain heroine displayed in finer action her 
symmetrical form, than could the dropping of the conventional curtsey 
or the gliding of the stately minuet. To Ned she seemed more chai’ming 
than ever; and in truth she was so; for not only had the girlish 
beauty, wdiich first enslaved him, become ripened, but the eventfulness 
of her life had called her mental energies into action, and thus a more 
intellectual character was given to her countenance. How oft<m had 
her lov^ gazed upon it in all its fitful changes, whether it beamed with 
mirthfulness to the passing jest, or glowed with indignation at some 
instance of wrong; or if tlie eye was raised in hopeful appeal to 
lleavoTV or glistened with the tear some tale of pity drew from the 
dvcp lountain of sympathy whicli lay within her noble heart; or, 
dearest of all, if it met his own enraptured gaze, and exchanged that 
glance of mutual endearment, confidence, and devotion, which true 
and earnest love alone cun waken! » 

Wlicn people happen to be in tlxe aforesaid condition of our young 
friends, it is proverbial liow swiftly time passes, and Ned could 
scarcely believe, when he was told that si|t weeks had •elapsed since 
his visit with Jfinch to the castle, and was called upon to join the 
skipper in a second exploration of that spol^ They set out f^hwith 
on iheir adventure, and found a scene of utter lon^ness where before 
so many busy people were congregate^ and, free from all observation, 
were able to .carry on their operations in uninterrupted safety. Those 
operations were perfectly successfuL A considerable sum in doubloons 
and pistoles was raised, and our adventurers, having provided them¬ 
selves with haversacks on quitting the cave, were enabled to sling the 
cases of treasure therein over their slxoulders, and in three days from 
the time of their departure theyxeturned to their friends r^oicingly, 
and were received with the applause due to prosperous enterprise. 

4.n extra jollification was held that night in honour oi ^ event, 
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and the following day a consultation of Lynch and his more immediate 
friends took place, to consider the safest mode of getting out of Ire¬ 
land ; tor the Captain, at last, on the arrival of some disheartening in- 
tellfgenoe from abroad, had consented to fly the kingdom. Finally, 
Ned’s plan of reaching X^hnerick by the Shannon was adopted, with 
such additional stratagems as Finch and the Captain himself could 
, bring to strengthen it. 

A fleet horse being indispensable for the transit of Lynch across 
the closely beset county of Galway to the Shannon shore, a trusty 
emissary from the hills was despatched to a friend in the lowlands^ 
naming a time and place where the steed should be in waiting. Now, 
seeing that in those days it was against the laws for a Catholic in 
Ireland to possess a horse above the value of five pounds, it was lu/t 
such an easy matter to procure what L^ch wanted; but as Protest - 
ant masters could not do without Catholic servants, the good offices of 
an underling who kept the stud farm of a gentleman who bred jjis 
own racers and hunters served the turn, and Darby Lynch (for that 
was the care-taker’s name) for so high and distinguished a member of 
his tribe as the Captain, w'ould have gone through fire and water for 
him, and, of course, would make any horse under his command do 
the same thing, though it should cost tlie same Darby his place tlie 
next day. * 

This being arranged, the next point was to make a movement of 
the principals towards Corrib, whose waters were to be recrossed to 
Augh-na-doon, as the safest point to progress from; and ^hen the 
hour of parting came, it was not without pain and many a heart- 
tugging grasp of daring hands that Lynch Qould part from his out¬ 
lawed friends, in whose wanderings, and perils, and privations lie hud 
been for months a partakef. 

As for Ellen, she wept bitterly, for she knew that some hearts wci-c 
left to ache in those mountain-wilds, pining for wife, or child, or ti'iie 
love, from whom their desperate fortunes cut them off; and in the re- 
3bicing at her own release and the prospect of happiness to herself, 
the contrast of the fate of the less fortunate touched her gentle soul. 

As Pliaidrig was allowed to follow the fortunes of “ the masther,” 
as he constantly called Lynch, «a chosen few from the retreat set out 
with the party to carry the piper over the mountain-passes; for, though 
he could manage with the assistance of a stick to get on pretty well 
on level ground, too great an exertion of the restored limb might be 
dangerous. 

By dint of an early start and a long inarch, Catstld^na-Kh'kot in 
the upper Corrib, was reached the evening of the first day, and made 
their resting-place. They continued on the rocky islet till the even¬ 
ing of the second, when they re*embarked for tlm lower lake. The 
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narrows, through On that exquieito scenery which had so charmed 
. Finch on his first cnti'ance to the hills, were passed during twilight; 
when the open lake was reached, where greater danger might be ap¬ 
prehended, night had settled over the waters, and under fts protmting 
shadows a safe passage was effected to Augh-na-doon, where the 
emissary who had been despatched from Ahe hills was waking, pro¬ 
vided with refreshments and good .news Ibr the fugitives. Here, 
after a hasty meal, a general scattering of the party took place. Tfie 
refugees of the mountains took their oars, and went back to their pro¬ 
tecting hills. Finch, Ned, and Ellen took Fhaidrig under their charge, 
to commence at once their journey towards the appointed place of 
embarkation on the Shannon, where, by preconcerted airai^ements, 
a boat was at their service, while Lynch was to retire to jis old 
hiding-place in tlie abbey for three days, by which time the ** ad¬ 
vanced-guard,” as he called it, could reach the river, and have aU in 
readiness to receive him after his midn^ht gallop. Ellen fondly em¬ 
braced her father again and again ere she parted from him, even then 
loth to leave him for so short a time ; but he strove to soothe her 
fears, exhorted her to dependence on Haven’s mercy, and, with mutual 
blessings, at last they parted. 

Lynch pursued his way alone to the vault, where the mountain., 
ff illy was to rejoin him after he had guided the others to a peighbour- 
ing friendly hut, where a common car and horse were ready for their 
use, as it was still in peasant-fashion they proposed to pursue their 
iourney, certain tliat such n mode afforded more security. Travelling 
-hus, they could stop at the humblest carrier’s inn on the outskirts of 
each town they had to pass, where, even if they w'ere suspected, they 
might rely on finding humble fnends, willing to facilitate their move¬ 
ments ; wdiile, had they gone as gentlefolk, the region of the first- 
class hostelry might not have been quite so safe, where, if they had 
even escaped suspicion and betrayal from its owners, they ran the 
chance of meeting some straggling emissary of power. 

Having reached the hut, the horse and car were put at once into . 
requisition, and the gilly having waited ipitil he saw the party fafirlj 
started, returned to Lynch, while the' others pushed on that night. us. 
far os Headfovt 
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The road was pursued in safety the following morning by ou 
travellers, and the third day placed them under the shelter of a fisher¬ 
man’s hut by Lough Ree.^ Earnest were Ellen’s prayers for tlic 
safety of her father that night, as she knelt in deep and prolonged 
devotion ere she slept; for that night was one of toil and peril to him. 
He was even now on his dingei’ous tftnsit aci'oss the country, and 
the storm that was raging as she prayed, she trusted would prove but 
an additional safeguard to him, as fewer wayfarers would be abroad. 
She awoke <^en in the night, tmd ever as she woke the storm was 
iouder and her prayers more fervent. As it approached morning she 
could' sleep no longer, and arose and called the fisherman, that he 
might be on the look-out upon the high road to guide the horseman 
tluough the by-path which led to the hut. He lit a fire before he 
departed, and Ellen during his absence piled up the turf sods upon it, 
that a comforting blaze might meet the weather-beaten fugitive on 
his arrival. 

Finch, Ned, and Phaidrig, still slept, and Ellen sat companionless by 
the fire, in that state of anxious thoughtfulness which ever possesses 
the mind when the hours are pregnant with adventure. Ever and 
anor, amidst the heavy gusts of wind, she would stai't from her 
Toveric, and listen for the wished-for tramp of a horse. No,—it was 
but fancy,—he comes not yet. Twice thus had she been deceived, 
but the charmed third time deceived her not,—it mas the foot stroke 
of a steed; she hurried to the door through whose chinks glimmered 
the first glimpse of dawn. She tlirew it open, and stood abroad amid the 
beating of the thick rain that came dashing heavily in her face in‘the 
rude gusts of the blast i but, oh! more pleasant than the brightest 
sunshine she ever saw was that dim and stormy dawn, for through its 
mist she bejield her father speeding onward,—the last turn of the 
rough i)ath is passdfi—^his 'panting horse is reined up—he springs 
from the saddle and is locked in the dose embrace of his beloved and 
lovinifg; child. They neither bould speak from excess of emotion, and 



TREASURE TROVE. 


371 


stood in the stoirm, heedless, perhaps unconscious, of its fvaj. 
At length the sweet girl spoke,—“ Come in, dear father; you are 
wayworn, and want rest.” 

“ The horse, Nell,—the horse must be cared for;—as gallant a 
beast ns ever carried a soldier!” and he patted thepanting steed on ins 
arched neck, that was white with foam notwithstanding the heavy 
drenching of the rain. 

“ Ije must share the house with us, then,” said Ellen, for there is 
not any other shelter.” ^ 

And well he deserves such Arab courtesy,” said Lynch, leading 
him at once into the hut. 

The sleeping men were roused from their lain^ and the beds they 
had reposed on were scattered into a larger “ shake-down ” for -the 
horse by Lynch’s own hands, before he would think of any comfort for 
himself. Then, amidst the gratulations of his friends, he took some 
blight refreshment before the welcome blaze of the turf fire; and 
liaving cast ids drenched garments, and obtained some dry ones, he 
threw himself on the rough couch of the fisherman, and was soon 
sunk in the profoundest slumber. 

, Lynch slept long, for the weather continued too boisterous to 
attempt the lake, and his friends did not wake him until it moderated 
towards evening, and was time to embark. An unnecessary moment 
was not lost; the boat was shoved from the shore^ whence they ^ded 
under a favoui’ing wind, with a hearty “ Grod speed you,” from the 
trusty fisherman. They passed Athlone in the night, a point of 
danger, and then for many a mile there was perfect security before 
them : the air became piercing cold upon the water; and Ellen folt 
it so bitterly, that, on reaching Clonmacnoise, they ran fteir boat 
ashore, and sought shelter in the little chisel of the lesser round 
tower that stands on that long-sacred and still-venerated spot—the 
second Christian foundation in Ireland. At ^wn they were again on 
the waters, and were favoured with a lovely day for the time of year, 
and without let or hindrance of any sort thi^ made good way down 
the stream, mid by night were not far from Bannagher. Hm*e again 
they stopped for the night, close under the bank, making a sort of 
awning of their sail for the protection of BUen, while the men kept 
watch and watch about, anxiously awaiting the li^t which was neces 
sary for their next day’s navigation, as the river became narrower, 
more winding, and dividing into different channels ere opening again 
into the ample space of Lough Derg. The welcome dawn arrived at 
length,. and the favourable nature of the weather rendered the 
beauties of the surrounding scenery more vivid. The sun came 
brightly out, and cheered the spirits of the voyagers. Another suc- 
'^essftd day’s sail* ahd mudi of their danger would be over; the 



S 72 £ g. d. 

pr<Nspect of escape was now so near, it might almost be said they 
weace happy. 

The lovely aspect of nature had something to do with this state of 
feeling: the beauty of the river increased at every fresh turn in its 
tortuous course; ^pin^ green banks lay on each side; small tufted 
islets, crowned with beautiful trees, occasionally rising from the centre 
of the stream ; the trailing branches of the pendant trees rippling the 
calm course of the waters with streaks of light, which sparlde^ over 
the surface until they becam|^ gently lost in the widening waters, 
which gradually spread as they opened into Lough Derg, whose hilly 
boundaries were becoming visible over the crests of some wooded 
heights on their left, beneath whose shelter rose the remains of an 
ancient castle, whose walls had suffered from war os well as time— 
indeed, less from the latter than the former, which, under the guidance 
of the merciless Cromwell, left but few specimens of castellated 
architecture unscathed in all Jreland. 

Portumna Castle, the ancient hold of the Earls of Clanricardc, lay 
on the opposite shor^ and as .the present earl was one active in au> 
thority, and whose power might be feared, the boat vios laid close to 
the bank which bore the ruined towers, whence no danger might be 
apprehended; and a favouring breeze just then springing up, they 
hoisted their sail, and hoped to win the wide waste of Derg’s dark 
waters unperceived, after which all apprehension might be set at rest. 
They now laid by their oars, the wind giving them sufficient speed, 
and they scudded merrily along, when their apprehensions were 
aroused by observing a flag suddenly displayed from the top of the ruin 
as they came abreast of it, and a shot fired, which seemed to indicate 
a demeftd from that quarter that account should be rendered by the 
voyagers ere they cleared that pass of the river. 

** Keep never xninding,” said Ned; “ *tis our only plan, and the boat 
has good way upon her now.—We shall be soon out of harm’s way.” 

“ They have hoisted the flag agmn,” said Finch, “ as if they were 
dgnalizing.” 

Perhaps exchanging signals with Portumna Castle, on the oppo • 
site shore.” 

; Finch instinctively looked in the direction. 

** Tou cannot see it,” said Lynch ; ** ’tis hidden by the woods, but 
must he perfectly visible from yonder towers.” 

They now saw several armed men run down from the castle to a 
small'inlet that ran up towards it from the river, and disengaging a 
boat from the iMnk, embark with the apparent intoation of pursuit. 

The moment this was perceived by the fugitives, they instantly 
seized their oarc^ which they plied with vigour to gain additional 
speed. Their pursuers were not long in following, and when they 
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cleared the inlet and gained the open water, they hoisted a 'sail as 
well, so that there was no mistaking their desire to overtake the fore¬ 
most boat, which seemed to gain, however, on the pursuers, and was 
making a good lead into the lough, which stretched far and wide 
away, dark and rough, and crested with spray under the influence of 
the breeze, which increased every minute. ,Iii this the fugitives re¬ 
joiced, for their boat was stiff, and standing well to her canvass, would 
be sure to outstrip the lighter one that followed in the rough water 
but their joy was short-lived, for just as they cleared the extreme 
j>oint of the right bank of the rivers and that the whole lough was 
open, they saw a larger boat than Iheirs under sail, and stretching 
across, apparently with the intention to intercept them. 

Not a word was said, but all gazed anxiously at this strange sul, 
and then at each other, and the anxious looks that met too plainly 
revealed that evil forebodings possessed the minds of all.—Ned was 
the first to speak. 

“ Wliat think you, Finch ?’' said he, appealing to him as the 
highest authority in aquatic matters. 

Finch, clenching his teeth hard, strongly aspirated and half growled 
between them the characteristic reply of a sailor—it was merely— 

d—n these lakes!** 

“ But what’s to be done ?” 

“ I say, d—^n them again !—^If it was the honest sea we were in, 
lying well to win’ard, as wo arc, we might beat them blind ; but with 
that wall of hills on our weather-bow, we’re done.— Curse it—^we’re 
like . ats in a comer.” 

“ Let us run for it, l^owevdr, while we can,” said Ned; “ there^s 
no knowing what luck may do for us yet.” 

As he spoke, a gun was fired from the lar^r boat. 

“ There’s no mistaking that,” said Finch. We must lower our 
canvass, or determine to fight it out,” 

“ No fighting,” said Lynch, in a calm steady voice. “ Against 
such odds it were but waste of life. Let theona overhaul us->perhapB 
we may be unmolested ; but, at all events,. J am the' only one oc 
whom their vengeance can fall, and. if my tane is come, so be it.— 
God’s will be done !” 

Kllen grew deadly pale as he spoke, and clung to him. 

** Nell, my girl, this is no time for quailing. I expect from you all 
your firmness—^As you love me, be calm and resolute.” 

With wonderful self-control, the noble girl relaxed her fond hold, 
and assunmd an aspect of composure, though her check and Ups nt 
their abated colour betrayed the agitation of her heart. 

“ Let us strike bur sail at once,” said Lynch, “and wait for our 
pursuers.” 
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Ned obeyed the ord^s; and tihen, when he had no further duty to 
perform, he seated himself beside Ellen, and, gently taking her hand, 
whispered such words of encouragement as his ingenuity could suggest 
at the moment. 

Fhaidrig, who had been listening all this time, and had not spoken 
a word, got his pipes ready) and began to play. 

“ What the deuce are you lilting for now ?” said Finch, who was 
beginning fS feel rather savage at the turn of&irs were taking. 

** It will look aisy and careless,” answered Fhaidrig, “ to be playing 
when they come up to us.” 

Finch, though he made no answer, admired the address of this little 
manoeuvre, and took it as a lesson to clear his own brow, which was 
rather severe at the moment. 

The boat in pursuit was soon alongside, containing some soldiers, 
and an officer, who questioned those on board the chase who they 
were, whence they came, and whither going. 

To these questions answers were returned in accordance with a 
previously-prepared story the parties had agreed upon; but, as it may 
be supposed, no answer could satisfy the officer, who only made his 
inquiries as a matter of course, and ordered the voyagers to put about, 
and go back to the castle until they should be examined. 

“ What offence, sir, have we committed?” inquired Finch, “that 
we should be stopped on our way ? ” * 

“ You’re an Englishman I judge, from your accent,” was the 
inconsequent reply. 

“ I am, sir,” said Finch, “ and, from your very Irish answer, I guess 
you are a native ?—^I ask again, what offence have we committed ? ” 

“ That’s what we want to find out, and therefore turn you back for 
examination.” 

“ According to that practice, sir, you presuppose every one 
guilty?” 

“ And a pretty near guess too, in this d-d rebelly place,” said 

the puppyish fellow, with an insulting laugh. 

“ Fd liave you remember I am an Englishmafi, sir!—We English¬ 
men arc jealous of our liberties, and take care what you’re about.” 

The impudent coxcomb gave a long whistle, and exclaim^, 
“ Liberties indeed!—very fine to be sure.—^Why didn’t you stay at 
home with your liberties, and not come here.?—We’ll givQi you a touch 
of our law-practice that will enlighten you perhaps, so lose no time in 

improving yourself—turn back to the castle. I’m d - -d sorry to 

disoblige so pretty a girl j but don’t be afraid, ray dear,” he said to 
Ellen, with a disgusting leer, “ we are particularly iind to the fair 
sex.” 

At this insolent speech Ned’s eyes fiashed fire, whereupon the puppy 



TREASURE TROVE. 


oio 


became more saucy. “ Ho, ho!” he said,—“one fellow is jealous of 
his liberties, and the other jealous ol‘ his girl,—we’ll do justice to 
both.” 

Tlie orders to go back to Ibe castle were obeyed, and no more was 
said, though tlie boats continued abreast of each other.; but a succession 
of impudent leers at Ellen were continued,.by the insolent soldier, while 
looks of indignant defiance were returned by Ned. Finch, in the 
meantime, observed the larger boat in the ofiing had goate about, and 
bore away to the point whence she came, as soon as the armed boat in 
pursuit had taken charge of the chase, which now, under guard, was 
fast approaching the castle, many of whose military inmates had strolled 
down to the water’s edge to await her arrival, and seek in this little 
event some variety in the dull monotony of their lives in so remote 
a i.]»ot. 

On entering the inlet which led from the river to the castle, the 
guard-boat shot ahead, and the insolent coxcomb in command stepped 
ashore, and was ready on the bank, when the boat of our voyagers 
touched it, to hand Ellen out, having previously “tipped a wink” to 
Ins idle brother officers in waiting, as much as to say, “ You shall see 
some fun.” 

Lynch was the first to land, and waited to assist Ellen, but the 
coxcomb said to the sergeant of his party, “ Pass him on.” 

“ I wish to hand my daughter from the boat,” said Lynch, laying 
particular stre.ss on the word daughter, in hopes that the presence of a 
laiher migVit tend to procure that respect for his child which he saw 
th^i-e was not sufficient of true manliness to insure her at the hands of 
tins insufferable puppy. 

“ Pass him on ! ” was the repeated ordey j and Lynch, making an 
effort to control his feelings, made no furtligr objection. 

Ned was now about to debark, but Ellen, in a whisper, besought 
lira to “ be calm,” and let her go first. Then, with a dignified self- 
possession that so often disarms impertinence, she gave her hand to 
the fellow she loathed, to hand her from the boat, but he rudely seized 
her as she jumped to the sl^ore, and forcibly kissed hef. 

Ned had been choking with rage up fio this moment, and with 
difficulty had obeyed Ellen’s command to let her pass him, but when 
he saw the indignity put upon her, he sprang like a tiger upon the 
offender, seized him by the tliroat, and fiung him to the earth with 
the foulest epithets. 

The wretch, thus justly punished, after recovering from the stun¬ 
ning effects of his fall, scrambled to his feet, and, with a hellish 
pression in his eye, grasped his sword ; but, before it was out of tbe 
sheath, Ned, with the quickness of lightning, snatched the blade &om 
the scabbard of the sergeant who stood near him, and met the mur- 



derously‘>intended thrust of the infuriated soldier with aii able parry. 
Stung by the personal indigiuty he had suffered in the presence of his 
brother officers, the coxcomb, in a state of revengeful frenzy, pushed 
desperately at Ned, whose fiercest passions being roused by the insult 
inflicted before his face on the woman he adored, could have sacrificed 
at the moment a score of lives to his vengeance, and, therefore, used 
liis weapon with the deadliest intention. The officers bystanding 
drew their swards, and rushed forward to beat down the blades of the 
antagonists, but, before their assistance could avail, Ned had driven 
his weapon to the very hilt through the body of the aggressor, who, 
uttering a yell of agony, staggered back,—fell to the earth, and, 
with one convulsive struggle, turned over on his face and literally bit 
the ground.—'Twas a sudden, terrible retribution—the hot libertine 
lip that had violated the sanctity of a maiden’s clieek now kissed the 
dust. 

There was a pause and a silence of some moments, all seemingly 
paralysed by the suddenness of the catastrophe. At length the senior 
officer prejsent spoke, and ordered Ned to he taken in cliarge. 

Ned, ai he gave up the sword, said, “ I apjieal to you all, as sol< 
diers and men of honour, to remember the act was in self-defence.” 

** You strude him,” said one of the younger officers angrily;— 
*< you—a prisoner at the time—struck him.” 

“ And would repeat the act under the same provocation,” cried 
Ned boldly.—“ A prisoner, forsooth !—For what am I a prisoner ?— 
We are dragged hejre, interrupted on our peaceful way, and a woman 
grossly insulted—what law is there for that ? ” 

** You’ll know more about the law before yqu’re done with it,” said 
the officer, with a menacing nod. 

I must heg you to be silent, Lieutenant,” said the senior officer, 
who, turning to Ned, told him he should have fair play. He then 
desired the dead body to be carried to the castle, and ordered the 
prisoners to proceed there also. 

While all thi&was going on, Ellen clung to Lynch, wij^ile her eyes 
were turned on Ned; and when he joined the party, she gave him 
her hand, and walked on silently between her father and her lover, 
for she could not speak. Finch and Fhaidrig were in the rear, the 
sergeant walking .beside them. The sergeant, judging from his 
weather-stained face, which bore a scar also, had seen service, and, 
as far as manner could imply, thought Ned had done no more than he 
ought. • 

I think I have seen the elder of those prisoners before,” said 
to Finch in an undertone. 

“ Indeed!” 

“ I’m sure of it.” 
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“ Where, do you think?” 

Phaidrig’a ears were all alive for the answer. 

“ Abroad,” said the Sei^eant,' 

You’re mistaken,” said Fhaidrig ; “ he never was aoroad ii| his 
life.” • 

Don’t talk so loud,” said the Sergeant. ** I mean him no harm; 
I would rather stand his friend if I c6uld.” 

Finch looked him in the face as he spoke, and there was an honest 
expression in it that never belonged to treachery. 

“ You are an Englishman,” said Finch. 

« Yes.” 

“ So am I.—^Britons do not like tyranny and oppression.” 

“ No.” • 

You would help us if you could?” 

“ As far as I dare;—^but do not speak any more now. When you 
fir(^ locked up I will see you.” 

The party now progressed silently to the castle, on reaching which 
the prisoners were conducted up a narrow stone spiral stwr to the 
suniinit of one of the towers, where they were placed in a snildl strong 
loom, and a heavy door fastened upon them. After the lapse of 
about an hour the bolts outside were gently drawn, and the Sergeant 
made his appearance, 

“ You’re as good as your word,” said Finch. 

“ Hope I always wdll be.” 

“ 1 hear you have .seen me before,” said Lynch. 

; I have, sir.” , 

« I do not remember you.” 

“ It was a crowded and busy place we met in but I cannot for¬ 
get you, sir ; for you saved my life.” 

“Where?” 

“ At Fontenoy, your Honour.—You were an officer of the Irish 
brigade that hot day.” 

“Well?” # 

“ When the Duke of Cumberland’s dientre vras broken by your 
charge, and we were routed, some French regiments came bowling 
down to take vengeance for the mauling they got in the morning; but 
the Irish lads got between, ai^d would not allow slaughter, and your 
own hand, sir, turned aside a blow that would have finished me as I 
lay on the ground; and I will say, all the Irish lads were kind friends 

to the wounded English that were left on the field that day*—and I 

• 

This often happened. On one occasion, in particular, though I cannot re¬ 
member the name of the action, the Irish brigade, after a victory, went through the 
field, the wounded English who suffered in the adverse ranks, and showed 

them the tendercst care. 
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never forgot it—and never will. Yon, sir, were amongst the foremost 
in showing us kindness in hospital, and if, without a heavy breach of 
duty, I can do you a good turn, I am ready.” 

** You axe a true-hearted fellow, and I thank you,”* said Lynch. 
“ Is it long since you have been in Ireland ?” 

Not long, sir—^and I wish 1 was out of it. I don't like their 
cruel goings on here.” • 

“ Did you escape from Flanders, or wero you exchanged?” 

Exchanged, your honour." 

“ I don’t know, my kind follow, how you can help me,” said Lynch, 
musing lor a moment. “ One thing alone I beg to remind you of— 
that the less you say of the brigade the better.” 

“ Mum’s the word, your honour—too old a sojer for Aat,” 

“ If your honour* can’t say anything,” said Pluiidrig, “ may I put in 
a word?” 

“ Certainly, Phaidrig.” 

“ Do you tiiink now,” said the piper to the Sergeant, “ that there 
would be any use in asking lave of that elderly officer, who seems a 
dacent soi^of a body, to let me go on a little bit of a message ?” 

“ ■ Certainly not; you are a prisoner.” 

“ I know that; but 1 mane to go undher guard.” 

“ 1 fear not; the officer would not like to do it without authority 
from Mister Nevil.” 

“ Nevil ?*’ exclaimed Lynch, anxiously,—“ Jones Nevil?” 

“ The same, sir.” 

A shade passed across Lynch’s countenance; it was noticed by 
Finch. 

“ That seems bad news,” said he. 

Lynch did not answer; but in the clasped hands and upraised eyes 
of Ellen, Finch could read woful tidings. 

“ Well, if I can’t go, maybe you could slip a smart lad across the 
river, and bid him run to Portumna for the bare life; and if the 
lord is at homc,||||^ll him there’s one here may die soon who has a 
secret for him that he is behowlden above all things to hear; and that 
when Im heurs it, he wouldn’t for half his estate not have known it:. 
and if the lord isn’t at home, let the messenger go through fire and 
waiher till he finds him.” 

“ That shall be done,” *aid the Sergeant. “ Anything else ?—^make 
haste, for I must not venture to stay here longer.” 

“ Do that, and ’tis plenty—^but do it soon.” 

The Sergeant pointed through a window* in their prison, that looked 
upon the waters, and said, “ You shall see a messenger cross the 
stream in five minutes.” He then withdrew, and bolted the door 
on the outside. 
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According to the soldier’s promise, the anxious watchers from the 
tower saw the boat unmoored from the bank, and two men embark, > 
The boat was pulled across the river; one of the men went ashore, 
and started at a good pace up the opposite hill; be was followed by 
eager eyes until he had gained the summit, and was lost in the 
woods that crowned its crest, while the friendly boat returned to her 
moorings. 

Lynch asked Pliaidrig w'hat hope he could entertain of any benefit 
i’roni the prescTKje of the Earl of Clanricarde, for whom he had sent, 
he lieing a staun<*h adherent of government, and rather severe in 
the authority he was appointed to exercise over the province, and 
further expressed a belief that Clanricarde was now aware of his 
(Lynch’s) presence in Ireland, and would bo amongst tlie readiest^ 
arrest hitn, though he confessed they might all bo careless of anything 
that ndght happen now, being already in Nevil’s hands, which were 
the most unsparing into which they could fall. 

“ But still I cannot see the drift of tliis mysterious message to tlie 
Earl, Phaidrig.” added Lynch. 

“ IMasther I masthcr!“’ said Phaidrig, “ don’t be asking me any 
questions about it; only God send the Earl may be here soon, and I’ve 
a way o^‘ luy own lliat will melt lus heart to all of us.” 

The confident assurance of Phaidrig in his scheme turned the minds 
of ilio prisoners with painful interest to the success of the messenger j 
an<t many an anxious eye was cast on the spot in the distant wood 
where he had disappeared, in the hoiie of catching the first welcome 
glimpse of his return. 



CHAPTER XLIX. 


^ the presence of regular troops stationed in a ruined castle may 
appear strange to the reader, it may be os well to give a few words in 
eiq>lanation on the subject. Under the wise administration of 
Chesterfield, a confidence in the laws that governed tl&em, and the 
honesty of the men who administered those laws, arose in the people of 
Ireland, and a tranquillity, rare in that disturbed land, was the con¬ 
sequence, and the statesmanlike Earl was enabled to spare troops out of 
' the country. But, on the suppression of the Scottish rising, when 
means of coerci<Mi were again plenty, the spirit of justice and lenity 
which influenced Lord Chesterfield’s government, became distasteful 
to tiiose who had been used to trample on the nation. The amiable Earl 
was recalled, when justice, lately rendered as a measure of necessity, 
might be once more dispensed with, and a more iron sway than ever 
resumed. In consequence of this, an increase in the army was 
required in Ireland; for though the people had been held in a state 
of slaveiy one wonders at, still, once having emerged from their 
bondage, it was no ^uch easy matter to push them back into it again. 
For the thousands of add^i|^nal bayonets thus become requisite in 
the island there was not sufiicient accommodation, and barracks 
were ordered to be built in various parts of the country. This 
job—^for it was a job—was given to one Nevil, (alluded to by Lynch 
in his interview with the Earl of Kildd^e,) that he might plunder 
the national purse as a reward for lus outrage of national rights. 
A member of the House of Commons—his vote was ever at the 
service of the goverament. His malignant propensities against the 
people found him favour in the eyes of Lord George SackvUle, and 
his general profligacy endeared him to the Primate. In working out 
his contract in the erection of barracks, he frequently converted some 
old building, or a portion of a castle, into a tenement far the military, 
at a small expense, while he pocketed large sums from the treasuiy as 
though fresh boigacks had been erected.; and in going his round of 
the provinces, in this prominent position of a ,government agent, be 
had frequent opportunities, and he never, lost one, of indulging in 
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priest-hunting, or anjr other species of cruelty he could exercise. His| 
well-known influence at court gave him a power which few dared, anft 
none wished, to call into hostility, and thus, in many instances, men 
were made the instruments of his vile passions who regretted the 
obedience they feared tJ^refuse. , " 

It was thus the old castle on the Shannon became occupied with 
soldiers, and Nevil himself being there for a few days, many vexatious 
things were done in the neighbourhood, and he had a willing agent 
iu the unfortunate young man who was killed,—a nephew of his own, 
—and partaking so much of his uncle’s savage and profligate nature, 
as to render him a favoj^rite with his powerful relative. 

Ned’s plight was therefore one of imminent danger, indeed,tthe 
ofRcers and men of the barrack looked upon him as a gone man, and 
felt assured that the moment of Nevil’s return to the castle, and know¬ 
ledge of his nephew’s death, would he the signal for Ned being 
hanged; for in tliose days short work was made with the mere Irish, if 
a great man willed it so; a regular trial might be tedious and trouble¬ 
some, and the judgment of the law too slow a process for the Satis¬ 
faction of an impatient loyalist. 

The anticipations respecting Nevil’s course of action were provfld 
to be but too true; for when this unscrupulous man of power returned, 
and heard of the circumstances of the ease, he ordered the instant 
execution of the “rebel scoundrel” who had ** mur.dered*' that “noble 
young man," his nephew, one who would have proved an honour to 
his profession, and a support to his “ king and his country,” &c. &c. 

The senior officer in command ^of tlie troops represented, that Ss 
the act of the prisoner was committed in the natural desire of pre¬ 
serving his own life, it might be as wel^o give hhn up to the laws, 
which would decide the question hoig||||^ a prisoner had a right to 
defend his life from his captor before proved guilty. * 

To this an order was returned to ** Imng the rascal instantly.” 

The officer, though rebuffed, next v^tured to suggest even a couri- 
martiaL 

This but sharpened the desire for immediate vengeance, and, with 
the overbearing threat of a man who knew his power, Nevil dared 
the officer to refuse to obey his commands. 

The soldier withdrew, disgusted, but fearing to disobey; and with 
a heavy heart, Ihe Sergeant, receiving his fatal orders, reascended the 
stair, and re-opening the door of the prison, addressed Ned, saying he 
wished to speak a few words to him, and beckoning him at the same 
time from the ro<nn; for he had not the heart to speak his message 
in prince of a woman, and that the woman whcM|y[>assing circum¬ 
stances led him to bdiieve^was endeared to the iat^prisoner. But 
his caution availed nothing $ there was an expression in his face, 
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aad voiee, and manner, that alarmed all Ellen’s fears; and vritti a 
‘ scream, she sprang fbrward, citing to Edward’s neck, and with sobs, 
and tears, and prayers, besought the soldier not to tear him from her— 
for mercy’s sake to spare him yet for a whi]^—^with many a passionate 
and wild appeal to human feeling and divine assistance; and during 
this scene of desfierate agony all were paralysed but Ellen, who seemed 
inspired with superhuman courage. 

At length, Phaidrig, roused up suddenly into action, and calling on 
Finch, desired him to look again over the waters, and see if any help 
were come. 

“ The large boat that headed us in the Ihke is rounding the point 
now,” said findi. • 

“ God be praised!” exclaimed Phaidrig, dropping on his knees. 

The voice of Nevil was heard from below, calling in a furious voice 
to “ bring down the prisoner.” 

Ellen but clung the closer to him; and the kind-hearted Sergeant 
was so agitated, that he was absolutely incapable of action, and could 
not have draped Ned from her embrace if he would. 

The tramp of many feet was heard ascending the stair ; and when 
several soldiers appeared at the door of the piison, Ellen, overcome 
1^ the intensity of her feelings, swooned in Ned’s arms. 

The soldiers demanded his immediate presence below. Ned uttered 
no word; but impressing on the paJc lips of his beloved one a fervent 
caress, he laid her gently in the arms of her father, whose hand lie 
grasped firmly for an instant, and with silent exchanges of the grip of 
fellowship with Finch and Phaidrig, he walked to the head of the stair, 
where the soldiers awaited him. 


“ "Hie- boat! the bo|[^ cried Phaidrig to Finch j “ where is 
it n9w ?” mr 

“ Touching the shore, and people are landing.”^ 

“ Is there a fine looking man among them ?” 

Yes, and in rich attire.” 

“ ’Tis the Earl!” exclaimed Phaidrig, in ddight, laying his hand on 
the Sergeant. “ Take me down with you,” he cried urgently,—take 
me down, and I will save his life yet.” 

’Tis against orders,” said the Sergeant, hesitating. 

As you hope for peace to your soul at your own dying hour, 
don’t refuse me!” urged Phaidrig. 

Come, then,” said the Sergeant,—“ suppose I am punished; 
I can’t see murder done without trying to stop it, and you say 


you can.” ^ 

“ I can, if i^et speech of the Earl,” said the piper. “ Hurry!— 
burry!—Give me your hand—help mfe down the stair.” The last 
words were spiAen as the prison door was clos^; and Lynch, with the 
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yet unconscious Ellen in liis arms, gazed upon his child with an 
expression of mental t^ny of which Finch hsid never seen the. 
equal. 

When Phaidrig and the Sergeant reached the base of the tower, a 
rope .had been just placed rSund Ned’s nech. Fhaadrig, as ho laM his 
liand oil Ned’s shoulder to whisper him something, felt the hen\pen 
instrument of death, and a tremor passed over his whole frame. 

“ God have mercy on us!” he exclmmed.—“ This is hasty work ; 
not only death without ‘trial, but without letting a man say a prayer 
before he suffers.— Sure, they won’t refuse you ten minutes to ask 
for Heaven’s mercy.” Then, in a whisper to Ned, he said, “ Ask for 
ten minutes.” • 

Nevil’s voice was heard without, ordering the prisoner to be 
brought forth. 

The Sergeant advanced and told him the prisoner craved ten 
minutes to pniy. 

“ Not a second!” said Nevil.—“ My nephew died without a prayer, 
and so shall he.—^Bring out the rascal, and hang him up at once. 
Curse you, you bunglers ; wh^t are you fumbling at ?—One would 
think you never hanged a nmn before.—^Bring him out, I say!” 

The Earl of Clanricarde reached the entrance of the castle os Ned 
was led forth for execution. 

“ "Wliat is this about, Mr. Nevil ?” asked the Earl. 

“ Murder, my lord.” • 

“ It will be murder if tliis young man is hanged, noble Clanricarde,” 
said PJiaidrig, confronting the Earl. 

“ What brings you here, Phaidrig-na-pib ? ” said Clanricarde, 

“ The band of God,” said Phaidrig, in a manner so impressive, 
that even Nevil was struck by it. |||i 

“ What do you mean ?” iuquired the Earl. 

“ Will the noble Clanricarde let the poor piper have a word in liis 
car to save an innocent life ?” 

« Willingly.” 

Phaidrig advanced to the Earl, who permitted him to whispew; the 
words be said could have been but few, for his lips were but a moment 
at the ear of the Earl j but those words must have been pot<'nt, for 
Clanricarde’s face was suffused by a deep flush, succeeded by an 
ashy paleness. He gazed at N^ intently, but could not speak. 

Lead on to execution! ” cried Nevil, profiting by the pause. 

« I forbid it! ” cried the Earl. 

“ He slew my nephew,” shouted Nevil, white witli i^e. 

“ Had he killed yourself, sir ? ” said the Earl, drawi^ himself up 
to his full height, and casting a look of disdain on Nevil, ** he sbfdi 
not die but by the laws of the land.” 
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■ “ Do you forget who I am, my Lord ?** 

** No, sipi—though you seem to foi^et yourself.” 

“ The Lord-Lieutenant shall hear of this,” said Nevil, 

** I will take care he shall,’* retorted the Earl. 

^ Do you know, sir,” coj^tinued the arrc^ant minion of power, *■ 
boxes of Spanish gold have been found in possession of these prisoners, 
clearly proving' their connexion with hostile states ?” 

“ That shall be inquired into,” said the Earl. 

“ The inquiry shall be conducted at the* Castle of Dublin,” said 
Nevil, with a menacing air; “ and I will be the bearer of this traitorous 
gold myself.—Harness my horses^ there!—Good-bye, my Lord ! ” 

“ Stay, Mister Nevil,” said.Clanricarde, with an air of serious 
authority,—“ you seem to forget iJiat 1 preside in this district.— 
You shall not be the bearer of that gold, sir.” 

“ I have taken it, my Lord, and I insist upon its guardianship.” 

Guardianship! ” exclaimed the Earl, with a contemptuous laugh; 
—« guardianship of gold by Jones Nevil!—Sir,” he added, with iron 
severity, “ I presume you arc yet ignorant of w'hat my couriex from 
Dublin has just borne me intelligence of.—that Jones Nevil is 
denounced by the House of Parliament,to which he is a dishonour, 
for scandalous embezzlement of the public money.” 

The wrords fell like a thunderbolt on the hitherto audacious 
offender, who, overwhelmed by tlic suddenness of the terrible charge 
he knew to be true^ slunk aways while the Earl, entering the castle, 
was soon after in secret conference with Phaidrig. 
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Clanbtcarde retired to a small chamber in ilie castle, where h 
remained alone for some time, before he summoned the piper to his 
presence. Ho was aware that Phaidrig’s words had taken him by 
surprise, and urged him to precipitancy. The instantaneous favour 
shown to the prisoner, and the contemptuous treatment of Nevil, were 
the resi^lt of sudden heat, unusual in him, so long used to command, 
and which, he wsfis anxious to recover, ere he held further communion 
with an inferior, whose words had stirred his heart so strangely; for 
none knew better than the Earl how much authority is fortified 
by impassivenesB—^that cold and steely armour of the great. More¬ 
over, a secret passage of hi.s early life was laid bare to him, w’hen 
least expected, and the maturcr years of the staid and circumspect 
Clanricarde would not derive honour from such glimpses of the past. 
But yet the handsome face of that young prisoner bore such strong— 
sucu touching testimony to the truth of the words he had heard, that 
nature, at last, triumphed over the colder calculations of the politic 
nobleman, and determining to hear and judge of all the piper had to 
tell, Phaidrig, at his summons, w^as brought before him. 

Having dismissed his attendants, the E^l bade the blind man 
approach^ and addressed him in that under-tone vrhich we insensibly 
adopt in speaking of secret things, however secure our place of con¬ 
ference may be. 

“ This is a strange thing you tell, Phaidrig-na-pib." 

“ ’Tis as true as ’tis strange, my lord.” 

“ Arc you sure?” 

“ I wish I was as sure of heaven.” 

“ Can you tell me how and wherefore?” 

** Aisy enough, my lord, if you’ll listen a bit.” 

“ Willingly—^proceed.” 

“ It is now nigh hand forty years, or something undher, that a brave 
young gentleman used to rove by the woods and wathers of the broad 
Shannon, and none abler, I hear, than he was, with the gun and the 
rod; and plenty o’ game fell to his share. His eye was quick for the 
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nse on tb6i river, or the bird on the wing—'nothing escaped that quick 
e;|re ; for, by all accounts, it was very dlear and bright, and, what¬ 
ever it marked, was his own—the bird of the wood—^the fish of the 
sthrame-” 

*< What need to so much of salmon and woodcocks?” said the 
iEarl, impatientlj. 

Ah! but, my lord, there was more than woodcocks in the wood,” 
replied Phaidrig, insidiously. 

“ WeD—^proceed.” 

*‘And where there’s woods and woodcocki^ there must be wood- 
rangers—^that stands to rqyson.” 

“ Gro on.” 

And when wood-rangers are for evermore doing nothing but roving 
up and down a wood, sure they get lonely, and want somebody to 
keep company with them—and so they get marri’d—and then, av 
coorse, they have childhre, and the childhre is as likely to be girls as 
boys ; and, when the girls grows up, sure they will be rovin’ through 
the wood, lookin’ for the wild strawberries and the like; and the brave 
young gentleman I was tellin’of used to meet a wood-ranger’s daughther, 
that, I hear, was as purty a crayture as ever bent grass undher her foot, 
and a power o* grass she bent, I hear, by the long walks she used to 
take with that same young gentleman who used to discoorse her soft.” 

“What was her name?” said the Earl. 

“ O’Brien, my lord—her father came out of Clare—Kitty O’Brien 
was the girl’s name.” 

“ You are right—that was her name,” said the Earl^ identifying 
himsdf at once with that “ brave young gentleman,” with whom Phai¬ 
drig so delicately, as well as artfully, began his tale. 

“ Well, my lord, when neighbours began to spake, poor Kitty was 
obliged to lave the neighbourhood, and, indeed, father wd mother and 
ail went off, and settled up away there towards Galway—and there it 
was that many a year after I first knew that same Kitty’s daughter— 
as sweet a darlin’ as ever was reared. Och! but my own poor heart 
knew love’s torment then— I ax your pardon, my lord, for takin’ the 
liberty; but, as you bid me tell the story, I loved the ground she 
walked on—an’ that’s the thruth.” 

^ “ Then, in short, I suppose this young man is your son? ” interrupted 
the Earl. 

“ No, my lord,” said Phaidrig; “ though I loved him- full as well, 
from the very minit I found out he was the son of my own first love, 
my Bwe^ Molly, for she wasn't called afther her mother, for fear 
'twouldn't be lucky, and.might run in the family; and, indeed, she 
had a soft .comer in her heart for myself. But what good did that do 
me ?—was only a poor blind piper, and, though the tendher jewel 
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need to give a willing ear to my planxties, the chink of a oing mfm*a 
flilver made sweeter music for her people; * and what chance had I agin 
the rich thrader of Galway, and a decent man too—I own but not 
fit for Molly—for Molly, I do believe, as far as her own hearVvras 
concerned, would rather have shared the lot etf poor Fhaidrig*iu»^b, 
blind and all, as he was, than be put beyond want in the warm hbuae 
of Denis Corkery.” 

“Then this young man, I suppose- -yon. have known from his 
birth?” 

“ Oh, no, my lord,” said Phaidrig, sadly. “ The minit that I knew 
my dafling Molly was lost to me, I kept out of sight of hey, or any 
chance of meeting her, and never went inside Galway if I could hdp 
it, and, •indeed, never cared for any woman afther; for when the love 
is once thrampled out of a man’s heart, it seldom or never grows up 
again, and the first love has a grip with it it never lets go; and Molly 
was always in the way if ever 1 thought of another girl—she stuck as 
fast as a weed in an owld piece o’ ground.—If my heart was ploughed 
up ever f o often, the new crop of love was sure to be overrun with the 
Molly-weed—God forgi’ me for sayin’ weed—sure it’s the flower she 
was, and the brightest and tlxe sweetest — 

“Well, well—^to the point—^to the point!” cried Clanricarde, im¬ 
patiently. 

“ Ah, my lord! ” said Fhmdrig, tenderly, “ don’t be angry with me 
for praising your own child-” 

There was a sudden pause. Fhaidrig’s sensibility told him he had 
been hurried by his warmth beyond tiie bounds of delicacy in speaking 
of a piper’s love for the offspring of a peer (though that ofiSqning was 
even unacknowledged) within the hearing of the father, who nghed in 
bitterness at this incidental wound inflicted on his pride—for we 
never feel more keenly than when stabbed through our own sine. 
The Earl felt the silence to be awkward, and was the first to break it, 
by asking how Fhoidrig knew Ned to be the eon of the Galway trader’s 
wife. 

“By accident, my lord; and I’ll remind yourself of the time I 
found it ont. Don’t you remember, about six years ago, when there 
was a remarkable day at the Galway races, when there was a co<^ 
fight, and your lordship’s bird, of the Sarsfield breed, won a main?” 

“ I remember well,” said the Earl; “ and you were over busy that 
day, master Piper, in playing 4k certain tune— 

“ And there was a row in the town that night, my Lord—” 

“ 1 rmember that too—and the Mayor knocked down.” 

“ Faix, then, the Mayor, I am thinking, wouldn’t have been' so 
angry,” said Phaidrig, with a smile, “ if he had known it was a dash 

* Belatiooa 
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of the n^le blood- of Clanricarde tliat helped him into the gutther 
that night.” 

« What, this young man ?” 

‘ *^The same, my lord.** 

**BQt there.was clinking of cold steel that night in the riot; how 
came he into an affray of such quality ?” 

Faith, then, its himself handled a blade; as nate.as a fencin’ 
masther.” 

“ Indeed ?—-How came a Galway apprentice by that accomplish¬ 
ment ?” 

“ That I don’t know; I suppose the blood of De Burgo was 
sthrong in him, and he made it out a way of his own.” 

Clanricarde was pleased at this proof of daring accomplishment in 
his descendant, and was silent for some time. 

“Silent when glad.” 

*• And what became of him after ?" inquired he. ** How, I ask you 
{^^in, did you discover him to be the son of the Galway trader’s 
wife ?” 

“ This was the way of it, my lord.—The town was no place for the 
youth, that night; so we took him over the river with us.” 

“ Oh! that’s the way you escaped. What were the sentinels 
about ?” 

“As usual, my lord, they wor as idle as a milestone without a 
number, and the devil a foot they marked our road, and so we got 
into the CUtdagh” 

“ Humph !—as usual—that stronghold and refuge for any lawless 
roisterer. But you said, ‘wc.’ Now, who were your companions 
that night?” 

“ Oh, some friends o’ mine, my lord, that did not like lodging in 
the town, and preferred the wholesome air of the mountains of lar 
Omnaught.” 

^‘I thought as much; take care, Phaidrig-na-pib, you don’t come 
under my notice sometime or other in a way I cannot overlook.” 

“ Oh, you know, minsthrels are held sacred, my lord,” replied 
Fhaidrig, laugliing. 

“ Not if they play the ^ blackbird ’ too ofteg. Have a care. Re¬ 
member the fable of the trumpeter, who, when token prisoner, asked 
for mercy, because he did not strike with, the sword, but only blew 
a harmless instrument; whereupon the conqueror replied, that the 
trumpeter did more mischief than any armed man, as he, though he 
^ not fight himself, inspired hundreds to fight; and there lies the 
mischi^* 
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** Thrue enougn, inj lord,” said Phaidrig boldly, and brightening up, 
<<and sure there must be a deep love lying for evmnore in the human 
heart for such sthrains as can inspire to bowld deeds, for there never 
was one of the mischievous songs or tunes, as you coll them, tbatever 
was lost. They live—aye, and live even in the memory of tbosi^ojirho 
hate them; they arc thransmitted through friend and foe from gene- 
lation to generation; and though the hands and hearts lie cold and 
forgotten of those the minsthrel inspired, his words and his strmns 
are imperishable as long as there is man’s pourage or woman’s love 
left in the world.” 

“Hillo, Ilillo, Phaidrig!” exclaimed the Earl, good humoured^, 
‘*you are running ‘ breast high ’ now, but I must call you to a check; 
try back, man, and tell me what I have asked twice before. How did 
you find out this youth was the son of the Galway trader’s wife? The 
tliird time is the charm, and now I hope you will answer me ?” 

“ Sure, I was answering you, my lord, only that you— 

“There you go again—running to fault—steady, steady ! How 
did you find him out? answer short.” 

“ He sent into tlie town, my lord, from the fisherman’s hut in the 
Cladagh, to his father’s, ajid when I heerd his name, I knew he 
the child of darling Molly, and my heart warmed to him as much 
a’most as if he wos my own son—^fbr, indeed, it was a chance I wasn’t 
his fatlier, myself.” * 

“ And what has ho been doing ever since?” ^ 

‘ Faith, every thing that was dashing, and daring, and howld, and 
like a gentleman—^and won a lady’s heart into the bargain—kind 
kith and kin for him, faith; the De Burgo’s wor all divils'among the 
girls, as your lordship knows betther than me.” 

“A lady’s heart?” said Clanricarde, somewhat curiously, with a 
strong emphasis on ‘ lady. ’” 

“Aye, faith, as rale a lady as ever stood in satin. Faix, its aquare 
story, my lord, and something long, but 1 #111 cut it as short as 1 can 
for you, and sthrive to iusense* you upon it.” 

He then gave a hi*icf liistory of Ned’s ^ventures to the Earl, who 
listened with intense pleasure to the numerous traits of gentle blood 
and noble doling on the port of his grandson, inheriting so strongly 
the mettle of the De Burgo race, notwithstanding the plebeian contact 
of poor old Corkery(|that the Earl almost wished he could declare 
him for his own. Phaidrig, in the course of his history, wisely dwelt 
chiefly on Ned’s achievements at sea againt the Spaniards, and inge¬ 
niously avoided as much as possible such disclosures as would excite 
the political prejudices of the EarL Jacobite affairs were glanced at as 
little as might be, and finally, he assured his lordship that it was in the 

*.To pve the sense of; to inform. 
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endeavour to leave Ireland, and never again return to disturb the 
Hanoverian possession thereof, that thej had bejen pursued and taken; 
and the stirring account Phaidrig gave of young Nevil’s insult to 
Hiyo, and the terrible retribution with which it was visited, recon- 
dled Clanricarde much tovy^ards the prisoner. 

“ The lady’s father is here, too, you said ? ” inquired Clanricarde. 

** He is, my lord.” 

** But as 3 ret you have not told me his name.** 

'■* Then, indeed, my lord, if youll be led by me, I think it would 
bf Just as well maybe you wouldn’t ask his name at all—for maybe 
you wouldn’t like to hear it, seeing that in considheration of the hap¬ 
piness of the young birds you wouldn’t hurt the ould one ; and there’s 
no knowing what names might be objectionable to your lordship’s 
ear, as governor of these parts—and so, for shortness, we’ll call him 
* the Captain.’” 

Clanricarde was silent for a while, and then assented to Fhaidrig’s 
suggestion; trusting the piper’s judgment rather than his own desire 
in the matter, and guessing that the name was one of which he had 
better renuun in ignorance, if he wished to pursue his benign inten¬ 
tions towards the fugitives. 

Clanricarde was right in thus trusting to Phaidrig’s judgment, 
which in this case, as in most others, was sagacious. He knew that 
Lynch’s person was unknown to *the Earl, though of his name and 
the heavy denouncements against it he could not be ignorant; and he, 
therefore, threw out the hint to the Governor of the western district 
that to “ keep never minding,” as Paddy says, was the safest course, 
or, in more poetic parlance, that “where iterance was.bliss’twas 
folly to be wise.” 

Anxious as the Earl was now to get the entire party safe out oi 
the country, under the assurance that they would never return,—thus 
at once ensuring preservation to those in whom he became so unex¬ 
pectedly interested, and accomplishing, without bloodshed, a beneficial 
move for the Crown, under whose authority he acted, nevertheless, had 
the too-celebrated name of “ Lynch” reached his ear, he dared not have 
disregarded the numerous proclamations “ the Captain” had provoked, 
and must have given up the father-in-law elect of his own grandson. 
Making use of the piper’s hint, therefore, and taking advantage of his 
present ignorance, his object was to get such|l^mbustible materials 
out of his hands as soon as possible, lest he might burn his fingers ; 
for, though Clanricarde’s general measures were sufficiently stem to 
stamp him a staunch upholder of the government, yet the times were 
such that a wise and merciful inaction might be construed into trea¬ 
sonable activity. 

Full of these thoughts, the Earl desired Phaidrig to hasten to the 
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utrong room, and tell its inmates to be of good cheer, for that he him*- 
self would convey them from their present durance to his own castle, 
where they might rely that no violence should be oflTered. “But 
a word with you before you part,” said the £arL “ Is the secret 
of the mother’s birth known to her son ?” 

“ No, my lord, 1 never breathed it to zhortal till now—nor would 
not, only for the necessity.” 

“ Well, you may tell him,” replied Clanricarde. “ I.wiU be glad 
to acknowledge so gallant a fellow.” 

Gladly Phaidrig hurried on the wdcome message—blithely he 
restored them to hope, though the secret of this sudden change in 
their fortunes was not yet revealed; and while he was yet engaged 
in dispelling &om Ellen’s mind the terror which the recent scene had 
inspired, a summons from the Earl to attend him, at once, to his boat, 
reached the strong room ; the spiral stair of the tower was re*trodden 
with lighter footsteps than it had been ascended; in a few minutes 
they were on board the boat which had awakened their well-founded 
fears ; and the same sails that had intercepted their flight and thrown 
them into the hands of their enemies, were soon wafting them to a 
haven of safety. 

Phaidrig having whispered Ned that he wished a few words with 
him, they were stowed away together in the bows of the boat, while 
Finch, at the Earl’s desire, moved astern, and gave a “ full and true 
account” of the manner in which the foreign gold came into his pos- 
ses'uon—that same gold which seemed destined not to reach the right 
owner, but which was never in such imminent peril as wheu it got 
into the hands of Mr. Nevil, whence it had been so timely rescued. 
Ellen sat beside her father, retired from the rest, and fdt, in the 
temporary quiet of their^ smooth sail, a relief to the excited feelings 
which the rapid and startling succession of events had that day so 
harrowed up ; Clanricarde from time to time cast a glance towards 
her charming face, touched by its beautiful expression, and felt that 
his descendant had inherited not only the daring of the De Burgo,' 
but their appreciation of female loveliness, yet inherent in that gallant 
race, as the halls of Portumna can bear witness to this hour, in the 
person of their noble mistress. From Ellen his eye would wander 
to Ned, whose glance he met once or twice in counter-gaze, as he 
seemed to listen intemtly to the discourse Phaidrig was pouring into 
his ear. The Earl felt it was the secret of his half noble ancesti^ the 
piper was imparting, and that nameless intelligence of eye, enkindled 
by sympathy, passed between them, and seemed already to make them 
known to each other. 

The boal^ meanwhile, was gliding swiftly to the western shore of 
the Louo'h; on reaching which, Clanricarde was one of the first to 
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and when EUen was about to step ashore the Earl offered h^ 
hia hand. 

“Permit me, madam,** he said in the blandest manner. “Tbu 
liare already experienced so much rudeness to-day, that 1 would wish 
to make you believe we ai;e not all savages here.’* 

“Tha^s, my 'lord,” said Ellen, as she accepted the nobleman’s 
courtesy with becoming grace, and slept ashore. 

“ And now, gentle lady,” he continued, in a lower tone, and with¬ 
drawing her from the bank, “ at once to set your heart at rest, let me 
assure you no harm shall fall upon your friends.” 

“ 0 my lord! ” exclaimed EUen, clasping his hand between both of 
hers, and looking up into his face with the heavenly gleam of grati¬ 
tude, making her sweet eyes more lovely; “ I will for ever bless your 
name for this!” 

** Enough, fair lady, enough—pray take my arm; we have a walk 
before us to the castle.” 

“ My lord,” said EUen, looking at her humble attire, and speaking 
witb a gracefulness of action that contrasted strongly with her out¬ 
ward seeming ; “ I am in strange costume to have a nobleman for 
my cavalier” 

“ No matter,” replied he ; “ the walk is through my own wood¬ 
lands ; we shall have no impertinent lookers-on to make remarks.” 

As they proceeded he entered into conversation with his com¬ 
panion, whom he found so accomplished in this respect that he enter¬ 
tained a high opinion of her acquirements and good sense before their 
walk was over; and he was inclined to reckon her one of the most 
charming girls he h^ ever met ere they had reached the castle, to 
whose hospitable haUs he bade her welcome as he led her throush its 
massiv^ portal. • 
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CHAPTER XiL 

The revelations Phaidrig had made were calculated to stir the 
various parties concerned in various ways. Clanricarde, it has been 
secn^ was impressed with feelings of tenderness towards our hero, 
and he, in his tom, was the sport of contending emotions. The first 
feeling on Ned’s part was that of pleasure at having a dash of noble 
blood in his veins. This nught be expected, from the besetting weak¬ 
ness of his nature; but afterwards came the consideration of that 
aAvkward “ bar-sinister —weU, that was an accident he could not 
help ; and the blood of De Burgo was in him, beyond denial, and on 
his birth, at least, there was no blot. But then came the considera¬ 
tion of what Lynch might think of this, jealous of honour as Edward 
knew him to be. With such thoughts was he busy while approach¬ 
ing the castle; and as Lynch and Phaidrig kept close together, 
Oiigagcd in earnest conversation, Ned had no doubt it related to his 
neWly-discovered relationship. In this be was not mistaken ; but 
Lynch had no opportunity as yet to speak to him on the subject, in 
the midst of the bustle which the arrival of this unexpected party 
produced. 

The Earl, determined to show them every hospitality his castle 
could afford, set about furnishing them with more suitable attire than 
at present they wore, and wardrobe and armoire were put in requi¬ 
sition to furnish forth fitting||appard; and it was strange to observe 
the usually stem Clanricarde interesting himself in the equipment 
of Ned, whom he endeavoured to fit to the best advantage, and was 
manifestly pleased to see what a good figure the fellow made in the 
habit of a gentleman. 

On holding a private conference, much as he was prepared to like 
him, he found him surpassing his expectations. Ned’s contact with 
the world had rubbed down whatever shyness he might once have 
laboured under, and pushing his own way in it had given him a 
quiet confidence. And if some scenes in his life had not tended 
towards refinement, love had supplied* the deficiency, and inspired 
him with the power to be acceptable in gentle company. 
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The Earl spoke with pleasure of his approaduug union with Ellen, 
and went so far as to suggest their remaining in Ireland, where, 
under his protection, they might be certain of security; but Edward 
pointed out the impossibUify of Ellen’s separation from her father, 
and advanced so many othef good reasons for his going to Spain, 
that the noble Earl was satisfied of its being the wisest course, and 
yidded his wishes to his conviction. Being a man of resolve, when 
once this was determined upon, he thought it prudent no time should 
be lost in their abandoning the country, and set about ordering mea¬ 
sures for an early movement the next morning. 

While the Earl was thus engaged, our hero was summoned by Phai- 
diig to a conference with “ the Captainand Ned had misgivings it 
would not be as pleasant as the one just concluded. 

On coming before Lynch, Ned perceived his brow was clouded, and- 
endeavoured to conciliate him by gentleness of manner; saying, he 
supposed he was aware of the strai^c history circums^ces had 
brought to light, and feared he was displeased. 

** I had rather it were otherwise,” said Lynch. ** I would prefer 
a pure descent from the Galway trader than a stained one from 
a lord. But there is something displeases mo still more.” 

« May I ask it, sir ?”—^though Ned guessed what was coming. 

You have been guilty of a deception. You have assumed a name 
to which you are not entitled.” 

Ned hung down his head and coloured to the forehead; this error, 
into which an early weakness betrayed him, had often placed him 
in awkward predicaments, and caused him some qualms of ’con¬ 
science ; but circumstances had so involved him in the temptation to 
continue the deceit, that he never had courage to declare the truth ; 
but now it seemed the hour was come when his folly was to recoil 
upon him with serious consequences. 

“ Though there is a stain in your descent, I would not object to 
you for that—that was not your own act; but assuming on honour¬ 
able name to pass yourself off for son|^thing you were not, is a false 
pretence, nA punishable by law, but falling under the condemnation 
of all honourable minds.” 

Ned made a passionate disclaimer of all dishoneurable intentions, 
spoke of.it as a youthful folly which circumfttances tended to confirm, 
and made an appeal to Lynch’s ear, if Gorkery was not a veiy horrid 
name, and one that might almost excuse his fault. This Lynch 
would not admit, and told Ned he had done quite enough of gallant 
things to make any name respected. 

" Could I have dared to lift my eyes to your daughter, sir, under 
midi a shabby name ? ” « 

Using a name falsely was more shabby-—and that’s what vexes 
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me, Ned. ^ You, a dashing, noble-spirited fellow, to have been guilty 
of a trick which belongs to swindlers and pickpockets ! ” 

“ Oh, sir ! ” exclaimed Ned, writhing under the words—do not 
use so harsh an expression—and—pray do not think it is in a spirit 
of retort, 1 remind you of something which may palliate my o^noe 
in your eyes. Bemember, my dear sir, that 1 first knew you as 
Count NeUinski.” 

** I had the authority of my Prince for the title, which was used 
only in political agencies in the service of my king, when its adoption 
might be useful to him, not to me ; while you, without any aim but 
the assumption of a title tliat tickled your ears, passed yourself off 
under a false one. Besides, Nellinski is but a variation of my own 
name, (not that I hold even that to be strictly right,) while Fitz¬ 
gerald was rather a bold flight from Corkery.” 

** The very baseness and hateful sound of that name is my best 
excuse,”%aid Ned. “Now, sir, be candid; would you like your 
daughter to be calle'd Corkery?” 

“ 1 would rather she were called the name she had a right to, than 
go about, like a daw, decked in feathers not her own—and^uch would 
be her opinion, I am sure.—Ellen will be angry at this.” 

“ Oh, sir, if you and she but knew how often this has been a pain 
to me, how frequently 1 wished to confess all about it, but shrank 
with a false shame from the avowal, you would rather pity than blame 
me. I hope 1 can persuade her to think nojworse of me for it—^and 
jou too, sir.” 

“ Corkery,” said Lynch, “ a woman will forgive much in the man 
she loves; and though Fitzgerald is a prettier name than Corkery”— 
and Lynch laid much stress .on the name each time—“ 1 say, though 
Corkery-” 

“ Oh! that hateful name 1 ” exclaimed Ned, in disgust, “ must 1 be 
called that name ?—^what shall 1 do when 1 meet those who knew me 
under another?” 

“Meet them with a prou^pr front, Ned; fnr then there will be no 
deceit about you. But, come,” he added, feelingly, for a|^hero*8 sense 
of shame touched him. “ Ellen will forgive you, as I. forgive you, 
Ned, for the noble points in your character and conduct which have 
endeared you to both o%iis—^but remember, my dear fellow, you have 
no right to take another man’s name—^it is doubly false—it is wrong¬ 
ing him if you do it dishonour, and it may be putting on inferior 
mettle the stamp that will make it pass current upon the world.” 

“ You are right, sir,” said Edward; “ smd if to acknowledge and 
feel sorrow for a fault is, as 1 have heard, partly atoning for i^ mine 
is not as heavy as it was; and, in tmth, 1 feel happier for this expla¬ 
nation, though 1 confess 1 do hate the name 1 must bear.” 
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’ '* Give me your hand—you have a frank Bpirit—and noar, -that you 
are willing to do the right thing) X will try to help yon to a pleasanter 
name.’’ 

** HoW) sir?” said Ned) his eyes sparkling with pleasure. 

** In marriage sometimes it^is stipulated that a man takes the name of 
lus wMe—suppose I make that a condition in your wedding, Ellen ?” 

Ned could scarcely speak; hut wrung Lynch’s hand with fervour, 
and endeavoured to say something of the honour of being allowed to 
take the name. 

" Ned, what that is mine would I not give you when I have given 
you my Ellen! She is to be yours, with my blessing. Heaven 
knows how long I may be in this world—the laws may demand wic, 
though Clanricarde will protect yo«, without doubt. Take, then, the 
name and arms of our ancient family; you will do honour to both.” 

While Ned was expressing hope that the favour of the Earl would 
be extended beyond him, their conversation was interruipted by a 
summons to the hall, where the board was spread*in all the proverbial 
amplitude of Galway hospitality, and afterwards the wine-cup circled 
freely, potations of those times were wont to be deeper than 
ours, whose modern code of after-dinner laws names half an hour as 
the measure of vinous indulgence after the ladies have retired j and, 
it is likely, the rounds of the claret-flask were not limited to so stinted 
a period in the hall of Portumna that day; but there was no excess, 
notwithstanding. In a ^society so much higher than he was used to, 
Finch forbore an indulgence to which he would have yielded at an 
humbler board, and Ned, hearing the notes of a harpsichord, and Ellen’s 
voice, when the door was occasionally opened, longed to be of thfft 
party; so he and his friend paired off to the ladies, and left the Earl 
and Lynch together. 

For this Clanricarde was not sorry; he rather wished a few words 
in confidence with “ the Captainand there is much that, in the morn¬ 
ing coldness of your private closet would be harsh and difficult to treat, 
which the genial influence of the hearth and the wine-cup render 
smooth and^|ksy. So felt the Earl, as, pushing the bottle to his guest, 
he said— 

“ 1 know you will excuse something I am going to say to you, Cap¬ 
tain. 1 am here, you know, in a high trusft and though my antho- 
wty gives me great latitude in the exercise of enforcing or relaxing 
the laws, yet if, in the latter case, I stretch a point, I wish to satisfy 
my conscience that I do no wrong to my King. Now, Captain, as 
that is the only name 1 am to know you by (though the Earl’s smile 
eugge^^ the idea that he guessed a little more), will you promise me. 
Oft your honour, that when you leave Ireland this time and he laid 
some emphasis on the words—“will you prmnise, I say, never to 
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return to it again, and to abstain froon disturbing its peaee ? and then 
my conscience will be at rest respecting my duty to tus Majesty.** 

“ For the sake of those who are dear to us both, my lor^ 1 do 
promise.” 

“ Captain, your hand—thank you-*^l am satisfied; and, bdiere 
me, *tis better for yourself; the cause of * a certain person* is hopeless, 
and the people of this country are besotted in showing so pertinacious ^ 
a spirit of resistance to the laws.” 

** Can you wonder, my lord, they would resist laws so cruel and 
so unjust? Surely, the persecutions the Irish Catholics undergo suffi¬ 
ciently account for their disaffection. 

“ I am no friend to persecution,” said Clanricarde, “ but I will retort 
by this question,—Can you wonder that w'ben Frotellants have the 
power tliey use it against a religion which, in its palmy state, has ever 
oppressed the Protestants ?” 

“ There are bright exceptions, my lord, to the sweeping charge you 
make.” 

“Is not the revocation of the edict of Nantes yet fresh in our 
memory,” exclaimed Clanricade, “ and the consequent persecution 
of Protestants in France ? Can you tvondcr if a Protestant power 
I'ctaliatcs the injustice of a Catholic one ?” 

“ Yes, my lord, I do; and I aver that a wise Protestant power 
w'ould not, with the example before its eyes of the consequence of that 
very proscriptive act of Louis the XIV. ; it drove from the land a 
lir adred thousand families of the best subjects in France; artizans, 
who carried their industry to other countries which they enriched at 
the expense of their own. It banded many morC thousands in regi¬ 
ments, which fought on the side of every enemy of Louis, just as the 
Irish Brigade of exiled Irish Oatliolics fought on his against the 
crown, of which good law's would have made them the support. But 
persecution has ever the same results—and seeing tihose results, I do 
wonder thalaany government adopts a measure, ruinous in its imme¬ 
diate action, and never succeeding in the end desired.” 

“Tliat all sounds very well, Captain, as far as argummt goes; but 
I repeat it, Protestants cannot forget the terrible pers^tions their 
religion has suffered at the hands of the Catholics—St. Bartholomew, 
for instance.” 

“ No wonder, my lord, that atrocious act should be remembered; 
you cannot abhor k more than I do; and pray observe, I con¬ 
demn persecution of all sorts, and on any side, and still put forward 
my argument that it defeats its own design. Even the wholesale mas¬ 
sacre of that bloody day strengthened the Protestant cadse, not only 
in tho indignant survivors, and their brethren in all lands, but even 
in France, where many who then wavered in their opinion, witlidrew 
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in horror of the abominable deed from the Catholic faith, and em¬ 
braced the Eeformed one.—^Is not this history, my lord T* 

“ * Tis so laid,” replied the Earl. 

**And as for the revocation of the edict of Nantes, my lord, remem¬ 
ber that edict had given protection for a century to Frendi Prc- 
♦pQtprfe —there were never any such laws in England or Ireland.—Do 
I yon rc m e iii toer, my lord, that edict gave to the Protestants, not only 
the exercise of their worship, but ensured their admission to all 
employments; established, in every parliament, a chamber composed 
magistrates of each religion, tolerated the general assembly of 
reformers, with power to levy taxes for the wants of their Church; and 
•U this was dope at the time when the utmost severity was exercised 
against the Catholics in England and Ireland, who never had one 
hour’s remission then or since of the most biting penal laws.—Is this 
true or not, my lord ?” 

“I cannot deny it,” said Clanricarde; “but all that is revoked 
now in France.” 

“ It is, my lord ; but I remind you of these things, only to show 
your lordship that you were mistaken in saying the Catholic religion, 
in its palmy state, had always oppressed the Protestants ; the Pro¬ 
testants have had large privileges, even powers of state, under a 
Catholic government—^but, I ask you, what has the Irish Catliolic had ?” 

** Captain, you argue better than I can—but still—I would say—” 
Clanricarde paused, and after some time. Lynch continued— 

“ My lord, you find it difhcult to answer, and you attribute to my 
power of argument what belongs simply to the strength of the facts 
1 adduce. Believe me, I blame the revocation of the edict of Nantes as 
much as you do, but I maintain that act is no justification of the penal 
laws of Irdand. The commission of injustice on one side is no excuse 
for the commission of injustice on another. Would to Heaven men 
could see that the profession of different religious opinions should not 
make th^ each other’s deadly enemies, ui^ng them to Ihe most dis¬ 
graceful outrages on humanity—that a gospel of peace should not 
engender stiife—and that to be a Christian, is not of necessity to be a 
butcher!” 

“ Hard words these, Captain,” said the Earl. 

“ 1 hope not offensive, my lord—indeed I did not mean them to be 
so. 1 own I feel deep abhorrence of all who would persecute in the 
name of God. They can profit but little by th^ example our divine 
Master gave us on earth.” 

I agree with you there, Captain; and, believe me, I do not approve 
of much tbal I see in the rule of this country; the Primate I blame 
much, and you know how I treated his prime favourite and minion 
this day.—-” 
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** You have been tbe saviour of our lives, my lord, and I thank you* 
Your mercy this day is the best proof of your lordship’s favourable 
disposition to the poor persecuted Irish.” 

“ Indeed, Captain, I would that their condition were better. I wish 
they would give us Chesterfield again for viceroy. He was a wis* 
and merciful ruler.” 

“ And a sound statesman in so being, ” said L 3 mch. ‘‘ 1 know 
added, with emphasis, “ for I can teU you, my lord, his gentleness dis¬ 
armed more rebels to King George in Ireland, than all the severities 
of his successors.” 

“ I can believe it, ” said the Earl; “ but,” he added, smiling, “ don’t 
make any confidences with me on that subject, Captain. Suppose we 
go to the ladies, and have the acerbities of our political discussLon 
sweetened bv some music ” 
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While the evening was pleasurably spent in the castfe, arrange¬ 
ments had been looked to for the work of the morning. A boat had 
been forwarded overnigft, by the Earfs order, to Killaloe, where it 
might be removed overland to the foot of the falls, and be in readi¬ 
ness for the voyagers after they should traverse the lake. That work 
had been done, the boat had been re-launched below the mighty roar 
and rush of Derg’s wide waters, where the variable Shannon, again 
confined to its river form, pursues its rapid course to Limerick and 
the sea ; and her crew, after enjoying a hearty meal, were reclining 
on the river’s bank, smoking and telling stories, when the report of 
a gun above the falls attracted their attention. Springing to tlieir 
feet, they huiTied up the slopes, and saw the Earl’s yacht shortening 
sail, and throwing lier grappling ashore. The Earl himself was of the 
party that landed; and among the removals made from the sailing 
craft to the barge below the falls, were some small strongly-hooped 
barrels of unusual weight. When these were safely bestowed, the 
Earl handed to the boat a young lady, who ^seemed to engross his 
particular attention, and the rest of the party following, tlie barge 
was pushed off, and the rapid course of the river, and the vigorous 
pulling of four stout rowers, soon bore them to Limerick. 

Clanricarde, wishing to avoid the publicity which the lodging at an 
inn involves, led the party to the house of a private citizen, where they 
were received with welcome. Lynch and his daughter remained with 
the Earl, within doors, but Ned and Finch at once set out to find the 
quickest and most desirable means of shipment. It has been already 
mentioned that the Irish coast then swarmed with King’s cruisers; 
therefore, to attempt a passage to France in a small craft, (unless of 
such sailing quality as was not to be obtained by chance,) would have 
been madness, so a passage in any merchantman bound to an English 
port was what they sought, whence the smuggling*traffic with which 
they were conversant would help them to a cast across the channel; 
and, by good luck, a brig for London was to sail the following day. 
No time was lost in striking a bargain, and Finch and Ned returned 
to their ?u^ers, rejoiced in having made so speedy an arrangement. 
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When tbe shadows of night had fallen, and lessened the chance of 
ocingobserved, Clanricarde strdlledforth with “the Captain.” During 
their sail that day they had much converse, and the Earl was won upon 
by Lynch, whose quiet, though deep, devotion to the cause of his 
country, found respect in the bosom of ona whose ancestors were often 
banded in the national cause, had resisted the tyranny of Strafford ; 
of whose house, one of the noble maidens had intermarried with Sars*' 
Held, and some gallant scions had fallen on foreign battle-fields 
opposed to the interests which the present Earl supported, though un¬ 
willing to support them in the sanguinary spirit of the time. * He 
wished some parting words with the soldier who was about to expa¬ 
triate himself for ever, and it is more tha||||)robablc, that his brief 
intercourse of two days with Lynch had ilmience on the powerful 
peer to direct his attention to the abatement of the severities of 
government, and the seeking to procure a more wise and libcrat legis¬ 
lation. 

As they passed the foot of an ancient bridge, in the course of their 
deep and earnest discussion of political affairs, Lynch stopped and 
pointed to a large block of stone that stood beside the parapet. 

“ You know that stone, my lord ?” ^ 

“ I know what you arc going to say,” said the Earl; “ you are 
about to speak of the broken treaty-”* 

“ Yes, my lord ; you spoke last night of the revocation of the edict 
of Nantes. But remembex’, that treaty was observed for nearly a 
century, while the treaty of Limerick was not observed for an hour 
after its gallant garrison had marched out with tlie honours of war. 
Both treaties were of similar import, and if ever one beyond another 
was to be observed, it was that of this wcdl-defended city. Sarsfield 
had only agreed upon terms, which w'ere not yet signed^ when a 
French fleet sailed into the Shannon with troops and munitions, 
which might have made a different termination to the war; and when 
some, rejoicingly; told him the town was relieved and the game their 
own, the high-minded Sarsfield ;said, ‘ No,’ the honour of a soldier 
was superior to a mere legal technicality, and the act he had pro*^ 
mised he would ratify .—My lord, that treaty never should have been 
broken. But political crimes, like all others, bring their punishment.' 
Had it been observed, Ireland would now he a peaceful and pros¬ 
perous country, giving its arts and its arms to England, instead of' 
being her enemy in the field and a blot in her history.” 

“ I admit the truth of all you say,” said the Earl; but I hope 
before I die to see the dawning of better days for our country. At 

* Tradidon still marks the stone whereon the treaty -of Limerick was signed. 
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present I own they are dark. But let us return to your friends | 
our theme is an ungracious and painful one—come ! ” 

“ Let me look once more upon tliat stone before I go into my 
exile,” said Lynch ; “ that stone which ouglit to have been tlu? altar 
of a nation’s liberties, and is but the memorial of her wrongs.— 
Farewell!” he almost sobbed—then, throwing himself on his knees 
before it in the impassioned melancholy of the moment, be ex¬ 
claimed, “ Let me embrace it! — Neble monument of an Irish 
soldier’s honour!”—then, rising, he added, “and an English monarch’s 
perfidy! ” 

“ Come, come,” said Clanricarde, dragging him away, “ I hear 
footsteps approaching Hjkour Druidical worship might get you into 
trouble were it observeoT” 

Lynch and the Earl retired hastily, and were silent for some 
minutes. The Earl resumed. 

“ The English monarch, whose perfidy you blame, happened to be 
a Dutchman” 

“ He filled the English throne, however, my lord.” 

“ And I believe,” ^ntiuued Cianrioarde, “ was anxious to do jus¬ 
tice to Ireland ; but could not.” 

“Could not, my lord! What is there William of Nassau might 
not have done then ?” 

“ He liad many interests to conciliate.” 

“ A monarch sliould have but one, my loi'd—the interest of his 
IVhole kingdom.” 

“ Jn Ireland, particularly, there was a violent party, who persuaded 
Iiirn tliey were necessary to his rule.”' 

“ And shame on him, my lord, for listening to such wicked counsel 
—a counsel listened to by all successive rulers. Shame,—shame !— 
Never can this land be prosperous or tranquil so long as the sove¬ 
reign of England permits the petty tyrants of Ireland to trample on 
bO fair a portion of the realm.” 

Clanricarde ceased to offer any more plausible apologies for injus¬ 
tice, as they were all swept away before the honest indignation of 
Lynch, whom he next endeavoured to lead from so stormy a topic, 
by adverting to the prospects of Ned and Ellen. As this touclied 
a tender chord in Lynch’s bosom, the discourse assumed a more 
harmonious tone, and they held gentle converse together in their 
nightly walk till the bell of St. Munchin’s warned them it was time to 
repair homeward. 
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The £?amc bell chimed un liour the following morning that warned 
our voyagers it was time to embark. c^rteoim Chinricarde 

bo]-e them company to tlie brig, whose sails wer(} already unfurled, an<l 
the anchor b<*ing weighed. The Karl took Ned aside, and after some 
brief but .‘iirectionate words, concluded by saying, that as there was 
a long ^oin’ocy before him ere he should reach his uncle in vSpain, he 
wished to bestow on him a token of his regard, which might be useful 
on the road, and placed iji his hands a pocket-book containing a bill 
on a J..ondon merchant for five hundred pounds. Then, addressing 
hiin.self to Ellen, ho lK'gg<id her acceptance of a small gift, which he 
hoped sjie would wear on the day of her marriage, and presented her 
with a IVIallcse cross set in diamonds. 

“ Phaidrig,” he said, “ has refused my offer of becoming the piper 
of Portumna Castle ; ho will follow you, 1 find.” ^ 

“ And the noble Chinricarde won't blame me for that same,” said 
Phaidrig, though I thank his lonlly generosity.” 

“ No, Phaidrig; but, remmnber, the gate of Portumna is always 
open to you.” 

“ And never w'as sliut yet to the minstrel,” said the piper. 

“ To you it is open on liigher grounds than that of your craft, 
Phaidrig; for your fidelity and affection, and the service you rendered 
in saving a life that is dear to me; and though you refused my offer 
of a home, you must not refuse this,”—and he placed a purse, with no 
inconsiderable sum of gold, in the piper's hand.—“ Not a word of 
refusal, Phaidrig; if you will not use it in tlie shape of coin, the gold 
will serve for a handsome mounting to your pipes.” 

■J’he “ heave-o ” of the sailors, and the measured stroke of the wind¬ 
lass, had ceased; the anchor wras up, an(||tbe brig began to drop down 
the river. The time to part was come; short and few, but affectionate, 
were the words of farewell. The Earl went over the side into his boat, 
the sails of the brig were sheeted home, and she bent to the favouring 
breeze on her seaward course. 

The voyage was prosperous, but afforded nothing of incident worth 
relating; therefore, sufhee it to say, that in a few days a safe landing 
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was effected in juionaon.” A quiet lodging was soon secured for Lynch, 
Mien, and Ned; Finch saying he would be off to his old quarters 
’(nth his good-hearted landlady, “ Mother Banks,” as he always called 
hey, and suggested that Phaidrig should join him, and enliven, for the 
few days they might remain, the tavern of the kind widow. This 
arran^ment was thought excellent ^ and Finch and the piper (and the 
faithfm Turhugh into the bargain) set off directly. It was between 
“ day and dark ” when they reached the^ snug house of call, so that it 
was no difficult matter to slip in unperceived. Placing Phaidrig in 
the room of genersd reception, Finch told him to have his pipes in 
readiness, and when he should give him a certain signal, to commence 
plajdiig. 

“ We’ll surprise the Avidow,” said Finch. 

“Well and good,” answered Phaidrig. 

Finch then Avent into the back parlour, where Mother Banks had 
just lit a candle, and much was the open-hearted landlady rejbiced to 
sec him. They talked for some time about the thousand and one 
things that had happened since they had last met; and in the midst of 
their alternate question and answer. Finch gave the signal agreed upon 
bfct’A een him and the piper, who opened his chanter directly, and lilted 
one of his favourite airs. The moment the widow heard the first 
sound of the pipes, she uttered a hurried and almost breathless ex¬ 
clamation of pleasure; and Finch, laying hold of her hand, felt^er 
trembling A’iolently, while she said, “ Poor fellow—poor dear fellow— 
he's come backl” and her eyes filled with tears. Finch saw, in an 
instant, that, as he suspected, the widow had a “ sneaking kindness ” 
for Phaidrig; so, hastening into the outer room, he led in the piper, 
to whom he gave a hint, by the way, to give the widow a hearty kiss 
for a Avelcome. lie executed Finch’s order in excellent style; and 
the widow seemed nothing loth for the first salute; but when Phai¬ 
drig kept “ continually going on,” Mrs. Banks, half suffocated, con¬ 
trived to struggle out of his arms; and, when ahe recovered her 
breath, said, 

“ Well, Master Faydrig, for a^dark man, it is wonderful how well 
you can find your way.” 

“ Sure, my dai'lin’! ” says Phaidrig, “ isn’t it an owld saying, that we 
ean find the way to our mouths in tlio dark ? ” 

“ Not to other people’s moltlis,” said Mrs. Banks, coquettishly« 

’ “ You thought so before,” said Phaidrig ; “ but now you know the 
differ.” 

** Well, well, but you Irish fellows have an answer for everything. 
I’m sure. Master Faydrig, I never thought you were such a rantipole 
till now. Dear ! but my cap is tossed and my han'kecher ruffled!” 
.«ut avahe made thftiSLJMaaymt&.shg. w about smpothing 
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ner featliers, and declaring Certain Finch was just all as bad -finr ' 
laughing so.” 

“ Wlty, what harm, mother?” said Finch. “There’s another i,u]d 
saying, you know, that ‘ seeing is believing, but feeling has' no 
fellow.’” 

“ Except when a fellow has no feeling,” said Phaidrig. , 

“ And there’s an excuse for him, you know, mother,” said Fiikdli» * 
that as he can’t see- 

“ Hold your tongue,” said Mother Banks, “ I know you’re a going 
to say impudence, so ha*, done. I’ll contrive to stop your mouth,—I 
will. And as Master Faydrig was talking of finding the way there, 
the proverb shall be fulfilled in the true meaning, by my serving up 
to you as nice a veal pasty as ever knife and fork was set in.” 

“ And a bottle of the good old stuff, mother, if any is left.” 

“ A nice little corner in the bin yet, Captain.” 

“ Right, mother!—‘Fulfil and fill full’ ’s the word for old sayings 
and old wine.” 

Mother Banks bustled off; and the larder and the cellar and the 
kitchen were visited in her kindliest spirit; and there wau a merry 
supper-party of three in the little back parlour that night. They sat 
up late, and had much talk afterwards ; and, as she had asked many 
questions of Finch about his doings dui'ing his absence, he inquired 
of her how affairs were moving in London in the mean time. She 
told him they went on but sadly; that those in power and all who 
favoured them had got so “ hoity toity” of late that no “ free-hearted” 
gentleman dared say a word—^they must be jdl as mute as mice now ; 
and, since they had fears no longer from the north, their high-handed 
j)roccedings were past all patience. And then the cruel hangings, 
and quarterings, and gibbetings, to say nothing of all the lords they 
were beheading on Tower-hill—oh, ’twaa fearful [—London was no 
more the merry place it was ; it was turned quite into a slaughter¬ 
house, and, indeed, sometimes she wished, herself out of it. Finch 
ventured to conjecture that, nevertheless, her house went on as weil 
as ever. She said it was not much damaged, in the main; but smne- 
how the people didn’t seem as meray os they used to be, and had 
not half the pleasure in the trt^e she used to have. Most of their 
conversation was of a “ sad-coloured” character ; and the next day 
Finch told Phaidrig he ought to help ,^to gladden the widow’s heart 
with his good humour, and take up his quarters in the house at 
once as her husband. Phaidrig admitted the widow was a ** nice 
woman entirely,” and that no man she would tako couiti do better 
than have her. Finch expressed his belief the widow would zZT 
nay to him; whereupon Phmdrig started a fresh “he 

wouldn’t lave the masther.”—^Lynch he was detemuasd tO;$B^v jEet 



tlie future. In this state of affairs Ij^inoh watched. Hts opportunities 
whenever they offered, to sound the “widow as to hqw'her mind lay 
tearards matrimony,, and was not long in hdnging her to own that 
the piper was not objectionable. Phaidrig and she were quick in 
ixndei'standing each other, dnd the question of the piper leaving 
Lynch, or the widow quitting England, alone remained to be settled. 
Phaidrig argued tliat as sbe complained of London, becoming so sad, 
and as France was a fine frisky place, the best thing she could do 
was to go there with him: 

“ But sure I can’t speak French,” said the widow. 

“ Arrah, but can’t I spake Irish ?” said Phaidrig. 

“ Bid: what good’ would that do ?” said the widow ; they can’t 
understand either English or Irish.” 

“ Well sure,” said Phaidrig, “ there would be no disgrace in our 
not understhanding French; and os they only spake one language 
which ire don’t undfaerstand, and as we, between us, can spake two 
that they don’t undherstand, the balance would be in our favour; 
iocsn’t that stand to rayson ?” 

The widow laughed at Phaidrig’s w'himsical way of settling that 
lifiiculty, and after some few days further pressing on his part, she 
said, she “would think of it.” Now, as the “vroman who deliberates 
Is lost,” it may be conjectured how the matter terminated. It must 
be acknowledged, however, that the landlady’s sympathies were 
unfairly influenced by Phaidrig reminding her what “ beautiful brandy” 
there was in France. 

Of the principal personages* of our story, we say nothing during 
their sojourn in London; for no incident worth recording occurred, 
rhey lived as quietly as possible, and with as much of secrecy as 
would not arouse‘suspicion where they lodged. They frequented no 
public places, therefore the great city was at once dull as ivell as dan¬ 
gerous $ for danger there certainly was to those who had been so 
actively engaged in the Pretender’s cause/>as long as they remained in 
the British dominions. It was with rejoicing, therefore, they beheld 
Pinch, with a smile on his face, pay them a visit one evening to tell 
them to be in readiness. He, ever since their arrival, had been 
ousting about in his ol^ haunts, blithe river, to find out when and 
iiow a safe run might be made across the channel, and, at length, 
heard of a promising venture. 

“ To-mdrrow right,” said Finch. 

“ To-morrow Jiignt” was echoed in the heart of ^h anxious listener; 
’‘to-morrow night” haunted their dreams; to their feverish impatience, 
he intervening tiine“ seemed of unusual duration, but the leaden-footed 
ibuxlB at length the appointed, moment. That night, they 
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CHAPTER LIV. 

Five clays afterwards, tlie welcx)me towers and spires of Pa^s rose 
oil the view of a ineriy travelling party, who were posting rapidly 
towards that cheerful capital by the northern road. That party con¬ 
sisted of our friends, who had safely passed the perils of the channel. 

The eai'liest business of the next day was a visit to the Irish Col¬ 
lege, f«‘r, by one of the fathers of that establishment, and within its 
chapel, did Lynch desire his daughter should be married. He and 
Xed went together, while Ellen drflh'e to her friend, Madame de 
Juuiillac, to request her presence at the wedding. Much was Madame 
rejoiced at the sight of her dear young friend, who, after some maiden 
liositation, told her what was going to happen. Madame wondered 
any ygung lady would be married in such a quiet fashion—a wedding 
ought to be a gay and handsome aifair. Ellen said her father disliked 
jiarade, and, as it was an object to her future husband to reach Spain 
with all speed, it was detcrinined she should be married to-morrow. 
Miulanie hoped the “ destiny ” was a “ brilliant ” one, worthy one so 
charming,.so admired. Etlen silenced the raptures of her friend by. 
giving a brief sketch of the course o^ events which led to the forth¬ 
coming result, and Madame had the satisfaction of knowing that the 
match, though not brilliant, was, at least, romantic—the next best 
thing to the notions of a French woman. 

“ And now, my love,” said Madame, “ you need not be afraid of youi' 
husband being put into the Bastile, and yourself being run away with; 
that wicked marshal—he is dead.” « 

Heaven forgive him his sins! said Ellen, with unaffected piety. 

“ Amen, my love. France has lost her greatelt general, and decorum 
her greatest enemy; for, it must be confessed, his vices were fully 
equal to his military glory. Nevertheless, France may well mourn 
the loss of Ihe gallant Count de Saxe.” 

Ellen made enquiry after the unfortunate Prince, whose doings, 
Madame assured her, were not much calculated to increase his popu¬ 
larity in Paris; whei'e, after the first ^'or of ^ reception, as a hero 
of romance, his frivolity and disstpatiou woe' f 
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person of mauvais ton. While thus the day wore away between Kllen 
and her friend, her father and her lover were enjoying art unlooked-for 
pleasure at the Irish College. Judge of their surprise on finding 
^Father Flaherty safe and sound after a marvellous escape out of Ire¬ 
land. He had been hiding V^ith some fishermen (the mountain retreats 
' having been desperately hunted up), and was wont to go to sea with 
them. One night, a heavy gale drove them off the coast; and, in the 
'morning, they descried a vessel of war under French colours. So 
providential a means of escape was eagerly seized. The fishermen 
made signals of distress, to attract the notice of the ship, which bore 
down, and took the padre on board. Father Flaherty, of course, was 
the pii’son whose oflRces were sought for the next morning, and maybe 
the good father wasn’t delighted. 

Faith, luck’s on your side, Ned; little I thought when I was 
nursing you in Bruges, poor boy, that you’d ever see the darling girl 
again. Oh, indeed, be thankful, night and morning, my dear child, 
for all the blessings Providence has showered on you, in preserving 
you through so many dangers, and giving you such an angel for a w'ife 
at last! ” * 

Binghtly dawned the marriage morning. Simply arrayed in white,, 
with no ornament but the diamond cross of Clanricarde, Kllcn, k'uning 
on her friend, Madame do Jumillac, and followed by her father, ap¬ 
proached the altar in the little chapel of the Irish College, whej|c Nod, 
with Finch for his bridesman, awaited her. Phaidrig, of course, was 
there, and Mrs. Banks mould nM he absent. The ceremony was com¬ 
menced by the kind-hearted Father Flaherty; ,and, as Lynch gave the 
bridh away, there was an eloquent appeal ^ his thoughtful eye, which 
spoke thus to Ned:—“ I give ypu all that is dear to me in this world; be 
as fond and gentle a protector to her as I have been;” and in the open 
and manly countenance of Ned there beamed an assurance which .set 
’ the father’s heart at rest. Ellen and Ned were made one ; he clasped 
her to his heart his wedded wife, and in that blissful consciousness he felt 
all the trials and perils of his life were a million times overpaid. The 
prmst spread his hands over them in benediction, and then all knelt 
in prayer to %sk Heaven’s blessing on the married couple. While 
others bowed their hfads within their hands, the sightless orbs of 
Phaidrig were raised to heaven, while his handsome features bore an 
' •iBXpression of profound devotion, as his lips moved silently in breath- 
«ig a,heart-fdt supplication to his God f<tr blessings on his master’s 
^K&aughter and the son of his darling Mdly. 

the wedding party left the chapel they wens surprised to see 
Wadawie de Jumillac’s carriage waiting in the court (for they had 
Si<jSbtiveni^«roJh idted coaches.) ^‘ fifyiove,*^ she said, as riie kissed 

Wband ^ my ea^friage while you remiun 
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in Pauis, My servants know wiiore to drive you to. I have pre¬ 
pared a little surprise lor you which I know will be pleasing ;—thec^. 
ask no questions—submit to be taken where I have ordered.” 

Madame was obeyed ; the carriage drove rapidly away and left tfafi 
city some miles behind. For a while aEllen did not know whithw 
they were going; but some points in a pretty little road into wbi^ 
they turned at last, recalled to mind tlie route by which she and her* 
father had escaped from Paris two years before, and ere long the’ 
l)retty liouse of poor Adrienne peeped above the hedges, and the 
carriage stopped at the little wicket through which the sweet smile 
of the benevolent actress had greeted her. There was a sober plea¬ 
sure in coming to this spot, and £Uen felt how charming an attention 
her friend had bestowed in procuring for her this surprise. So^ 
deligJirful days wei*e spent in this pretty, quiet spot ; and as happy 
Ned and his sweet wife paced the smooth turf of the little parterre, 
and paused betimes at the resting-place of Ellen’s benefactress, they 
hoped her spirit had found peace, and might then be conscious of 
tlu'ir lmpi)iness, rejoicing even in the beatitude of eternity over the 
j'Oileeining good of her faulty, fleeting life. 

While Ned and Ellen were tlms enjoying the first of their honey¬ 
moon, Lynch had reported himself at the War Office, and became 
again attached to the Irish Brigade, but not on active duty. In 
consideration of his services and increasing years, he was appointed 
to a post which made Paris his head-quarters ; and tiie piper had the 
satisfaction of fulfilling bis desire to be “ near the masthcr,” consis¬ 
tently with his interest, as he, and his wife, (for he married the 
comely widow,) set up a cabaret in one of the favxhourgf!^ under the 
sign of “ The Blackbird,” and it became the resort of “ the boys of 
the brigade,” and every Irishman who happened to be in Paris ; and 
Phaidrig and his rib did right well. 

But it was requisite that Ned should hasten to Spain, and Lynch 
determined to bear the young couple company as far south as Bor~ 
deaux. Finch, too, started with them ; and, as they went over pre- 
4^ely the same ground that Ellen and her fatlier travelled in their 
flight from Paris, they could not help remarking under what 
feelings they prosecuted their journey now. 

On approacliing a remarkable incident occurred. The rejiort 

of artillery firing salutes betokened Idm celebration of some C^- 
mony ; and on reachii]^ the town they heard the funeral of 
Saxe was approaching. He-whose presence they so dreaded ah th^^ 
very spot two years waa jnow no more;—^he sor^t 

they met him dead.. . , . 

He had lain in state. at, de CSbambor^ with all 

honours, during ^hiah tinm gnarS^^was 
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inty as though he lived. But the stands of arms which adorned 
ii halls were broken, and his oilicers put on mourning. Salvos of 
^Ileiy were fired every half-hour, and when the lime arrived to 
iove his body to the place of sepulture, it was done by order of 
‘king, with all the pomp tbat funeral rites could embody. 

^:|Thi8 was contrary to Saxe’s own order, llis death was worthy 
In better spent life, and his dying words were indicative of a noble 
“ Let my funeral be private,” he said ; “ place my body in 
lime, that nothing may remain of me in this world but iny 
•‘‘l^li^ory amongst my friends. ” 

^ I Illie procession had already entered the town, whose str( ts and 
windows were thronged’with sorrowing spectators ; the plaintive w'ail 
music, the dull roll of the muftled drum, the dnjoping banners, 
trailing pikes of his own regiment of Hulans, who guarded his 
■;^|fe4er, his favourite war-horse, with empty saddle, following, all tended 
impress the mind with sadness. Even lynch, in that hour, forgot 
private wrong; the feelings of the soldier prevailed, ami as the 
"^I^amed hearse fiassed by, he lifted his hat respee-tfully from his head 
.i^”*]|joiiour of the gallant chief who had so often led liim to victory. 

/ ' When the procession had cleared the town, our travellers procei'ilcd 
’ W tiieir journey, and Lynch, at Bordeaux, look a tender adieu of ha leu, 
^Ild promised to visit him at Paris in the following s]»ring. Nc'ii an 1 liis 
^.>|(rlfe, in all the glow of honey-moon hajijiincss, jiassed tliij Pyrennees, 

(, whose beauties enchanted them, and entered Spain. Finch bore tin m 
{ 4 i 0 mpany all the way, for, as luck would have it, his mission led him 
^ to the very place where old Don Jerome resided. They reached the 
of their journey in safety, and Ned’s undo was rejoiced to see 
■1 tfm, and welcomed, with open arms, his lovely tvife, to whose, gentle 
te he owed many tin after comfort.—The old Don Jerome was now 
rich, for another ship of his had reached Sjiain, and lie was 
fo have a very handsome house and establishment. Tt was 
(>.’ those heavy portalled, small-windowed houses peculiar to the 
with projecting shadow-casting roof, and a long, .stretching, 
,,|B:cade-like gallery, where one might walk at noon protected 
connected tlie dwelling with a sort of airy 
i i%hiuh Stbodjin the garden, and commanded a view of 
jLa. #ifeer-*times Ned and Ellen could watch, from its 
• s^ehow or other had liberty to {day 
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Finn executed Ids trust like a man of honour; and as Ihevidow 
the i»*i|)wrcekftd Captain had a very pretty daughter, Fincli was re- 
waried with her hand and lieart, and a handsome dowry; and, finally, 
inlwritod all the treasures he had preserv^ed to the family of his friend, 
Vnd now what else is to be said ?—Oh—j)oor old iJenis Corkery, 
leiraost forgot him. He could never be prevailed upon to leav^ 
Irfclarid. He said he would die as he had lived amongst his old friends 
in Cal way—and so he did. And now what more?—Why, that a 
gi- a: iiiany more little people were running about Ned’s garden, and 
ll L ]ic and the excpiisite Nelly lived long and prosperously, a blessing 
to <'a<di (nh'‘r, and beloved by all who knew tlicrn. That visits to 
i'aris were oecasionali^ made, and that the faithful Phaidrig often had 
tl>e pleasure of dandling in his arms the children of his “duiding Miss 
NfiUy.” 


1 caiinot lay down my poji without giving thanks for the kind 
em*ourfigem<‘nt of my periodical works for two years, nor abstain from 
e-vj)res.''ing the pleasure T have fell in my monthly intercourse with tin 
indulgent publie. Hut pleasure may be too dearly purchased, and I 
find niysell uiu'qual to support the exce.s''iv(! iatigue of such unceas¬ 
ing labour along with my })rofessional engagements. Those well used 
to literary occupation have eoinplaijied of the toil of writing a piM'iodi- 
eal as large as mine, but 1 hav«;had, in mlditiou to the literary labour, 
that of etching tlui illustrations, attending at the same tinu; to minia¬ 
ture-painting during the day, and frequently song-writings at night. 

This would be an overtax on any constitution for a third year, and 
I therefore, with tlianks for pa^t favors, beg to take my leave of 
periodical literature for the ])riM (:i. * 

SAMUEL LOVER. 
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